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ACT r. 

Scene I. —A Chamber, 

Enter Peter ani/ A nthony. 

Peter. ’Would we were remov'd from this town, 
Aiithonjr, 

That we ma^ taste some quiet ! for mine own part, 
I’m almost melted with continual trottinfr 
After inquiries, dreams, and revelations, 

Of who knows whom, or where? iierve wenching 
soldiers ' 

I’ll serve a priest in l«eDt first, and eat bell-ropes. 
Anth. Thou art the forwardest fool — 

Peter. Wh,v» good, tame Anthony, 

Tell me but this : to what end came we hither? 
Anth. To wait upon our masters. 

Pefer. But bow, Anthony! 

^Answer me that ; resolve me there, good Anthony. 
Anth. To serve their uses. 

Peter. Shew your useU, Anthony. 

Anth. 'lo be employ’d in anything. 

Peter. No, Anthony ; 

Not anything, I take it, nor that thing 
We tfavelio discover, like a new island ; 

I’ll give ’em warning. 

Anth. Come, come, all will be mended : this in- 
visible woman, 

Of infinite report for shape and beauty, 


That bred all trouble to no purpose. 

They are determin’d now no more to think on. 

Peter. Were there ever 
Men known to run'tiiad with report before! 

Or wander after that, they knew not where 
To find; or, if found, how enjov ? Are men's 
brains 

Made, now-a-days, with malt, that their affections 
Are never .sober '' 

I do believ e. 

That men love are ever Irunk, as drunken men 
Are ever Toving. 

Anth. Pr’vtbee, be thou sober, 

And.kiiow that they are none of those, not guilty 
Of tii<f'\?ast vanity of Jove, only a doubt 
Fame too far report, or rather, flatter 

The graces of this woman, made them carious 
To find the truth; which, since they find so 
Lock'd up from their searches, they are now re- 
solv'd 

To give the wonder over. 

Peter. ’Would they were resolv’d 
To give me some new shoes, too! for I’ll be 
sworn, 

These are e’en worn out to the reasonable soles, 

In their good worship’s business : and some sleep 
Would not do much amiss, unless they mean 
To make a wstchman of me.— Here they come! 

[JEmmii#. 
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Enter Don John and Don Frederick. 
DonJ, I would we could have seen her though: 
for, sure, \ I 

She must he some rare creature, or repo^ lies : | 

All men’s reports, too. ; 

EonF. I could well wish T had seen Constantia : 
But since she is so conceal’d, plac’d where 
No knowledge can come near her, so guarded ’ 

As ’twere impossible, though known, to reach her, 

I have made up my belief. 

i)onJ. H>ing me, from this hour, 

If f more think upon her! ^ 

But as she came a strange report unto me. 

So the ney.t banuteoim fame shall lose her. \ 
Don F. ’Tis the iilxt way : — 

But whither are you walking? 

Don J, My old round, 

After my suuper, and then to bed. 

Don F. Your servant, then. 

Don J, Will not you stir? 

Don F, I have a little business. 

DonJ. I’d lay my life, this lady still — 

Don F. Then you would lose it. 

Don J. Pray, let’s walk together. 

Dow F, Now I cannot. 

Dun /. 1 have something to impart. 

Don F. An hour hence, 

1 will not miss 1o meet you. 

DonJ, Where? • 

Don F. r til’ High-strcct ; ^ 

For, not to lie, I have a few devotions 
To do first, and then I am your’s, Don John. 
DonJ. Dcvotioifs, Frederick! Well, 1 leave 
you to them : 

Speed you well : but remember— 

Don F. I will not fail. [Exeunt. 

Scene II.— A Street. 

Enter Petruchio, Antonio, Sanchio, and 
Baptist A. 

Anto. Cut bis windpipe, T say, 

San. Fie, Antonio! 

Anto. Or knock liis brains out first, and then 
forgive him. 

If you do thrust, be sure if be to tb’ hilts, 

A surgeon may see through him. 

San, You are too violent. 

JSapt. Too open ; indiscreet. 

Petr. Am I not min’d? [soil’d? 

The honour'of my house crack’d? my blood poi- 
My credit and my name? 

Jiapt. Be sure it be so, • 

Before you use this violence. Let not doubt. 

And a suspecting anger, so niiicli sway you: 

Your wisdom may be question’d. 

Anto. I say, kill him, 

And then dispute the cause. 

BapL Hang up a true man, 

Because ’tis possible lie may be (liievisl^ 

Is this good justice ! 

Petr. I know, as certain 
As day must come again, as clear as truth, , 

And open as belief can say it, to me, ^ 

That I am basely wrong’d, wroflg’d above recom- 
pense, 

Maliciously abus’d, blasted for ever 
In-aanic and honour, lost to all remembrance. 

But what is smear’d and sliainelul : I must kill him ; 
Necessity compels me. 

San. But think belter. 

Petr. Tliere’s uo other cure left; yet, witness 
with me. 

All that is fair in man, all that is noble, 

I am not greedy of bis life 1 seek for, 

Nor thirst to shed man’s blood j and ’would ’twere 
possible, 

J wish it from my soul, 


^fACT I. 

My Hword should only kill his crimes; no, ’tis 
Honour — honour, my noble friends, that idol, 
honour, g, 

That all the world now wArsbrps, not Petruchio, 
Must do this justijc? 

Anto. Let it once be done, 

And ’tis no matter whether you, or honour, 

Or both, be accessary. 

Bapt. Do you weigh, Petruchio, * 

The value of the person, power, and greatness, 
r And wh^ this eqiark may kindle? , 

Peip. To pernirm it, ^ 

So much I urn tied to reputation, * 

And credit of my house, let it raise wild-fires. 

And storms that toss mo into everlasting ruin. 

Yet I must tbroiigh ; if you dare side me. 

Anto. Dare! 

Say we were all sure fo die in this venture. 

As 1 am coiilidt'iit against it, is there any 
Amongst us of so fat a Sense, so pamper’d. 

Would choose luxuriously to lie a- bed. 

And purge away his spirit'’ send his soul ont 
Tu ^-ugar sops, and syrups'’ Give me dying. 

As dpng ought to be, upon my enemy ; 

Let them he all the world, and bring along 
Cain's envy with them, I will on. 

- San, We’ll follow. 

Peir. You’re friends, indeed! 

Anto. Here is none will fly from yon; 

Do it ill wliafr design ^^i^please, weMl hack yon. 
Petr. That’s spokan heartily. 

Ant, And he that flinches, 

May he die, lousy, in a ditch ! 

San, Is the cause sb mortal? ncthing hut his life^ 
Petr. Believe me, 

A lc.ss ofleiice has been the desolation 
Of a whole name. 

San. No other way to piiige it? 

Petr. There is, hut never to be hop'd for. 

Bapt. Think an hour ninie, 

And if, then, you find no safer road to guide you. 
We’ll «el our rest, too. 

Anto. Mine's up all eady, 

And hang him, for my part, goes less than life. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter Don John. 

Don J. The civil order of this city, Naples, 
Makes it belov’d and honour'd of all travellers, 

As a most safe retirement in all troubles , 

Beside the wholespine seat, and noble temper 
()l those minds that inhabit it, safely wise, 

And to all strangers courteous. But I see 
My admiration has drawn night upon me, 

And longer to expect my friend, may pull me 
Into su$icion of loo late a stirrer, 

Which ail good governments are jealous of. 

I’ll home, and think at liberty . yet, certain, 

’Tis not so far night as I thought ; for see, 

A fair house yet stands open; yet all about it 
Are close, and no lights .ntirrifig: there may he 
foul pla^ : 

I’ll venture to look in. If there he knaves, 

J may do a good olliee. 

Nurse. {Within.) Signior! 

Don J, What'’ how is this? 

Nurse. (Within.) .Signior Fabritio ! 

Don J. This is a woman’s tongue ; here may be 
good done* 

Nurse. (Within.) Wlio^ there? Fabritio? 

Don J. Ay. 

Nurse, ( Within,) Where are you? 

Don J, Here. 

Nurse, ( Within.) Ob' come, for heaven’s gake ! 
Don J. I must see what this means. • 

Enter Nurse with a Child. 

Nurse. I have stay’d this long hour for you; 
make no noise; 
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SCEIVt 1.] 

Baub, Vfhdi is joar name? 

Fritz. Fritz.*' 

Baub. Now, look me in the face — look me in t«ie 
face, boy; no evasion; will you swear your name 
ia Fritz? 

Fritz. Swear! Yes, to lie sure I will. 

Rau6, Then shew me the way to the stable, 
Fritz. ^ lExil with Fritz. 

Ernest. So! here I am in my own mansion; the 
proprietor of this line estate, and a Earon to boot; j 
and, what ia more delightful still, the accep|ed i 
lover of the beautiful Victoriiie de Lislierg. Mow | 
fortunate, that business should call me from Phila- j 
delpliia to Uordcaux; that there I should, become ■ 
acquainted with iiiy lovely Vietdriue; and that, 
just as Y was m despair at hearing she .•'as atliaiiced ' 
tOk my uncle, a bullet should remove the obstacle, j 
a: d make me a rich nobleman into the bargain. | 
Hold, hold! Ernest \'oii l^ndorf; are you not 
ashaii^ to speak thus lightly of the death of a re- 
lation, to whom, though personally unknown, you 
hove been indebted for so many kind ollices: It 
was only last year, that, oh my simple application, 
iie sent me a handsome sum of money to pay .ifl'.tn 
importunate creditor, accompanying it by a letter 
as long as the bill, upon prudence and ecoiuitny, 
and which, to my shame be it spoken, I never 
, could get to the bottom of. I little thought, when 
1 was deciphering the poor old gentleman’s pot- 
books and bangers, that in a few montbs 1 sbouid 
be master of ibis mansion, and the privileges and 
immunities thereunto belonging, us mv friend, 
Kaubvogel, has it. Poor Major!' (/>ri«lr.«.) what 
devilish line wine the old boy kept iliougb! 

L'/der Major Lindoui. 

Major. (J\side.y So, now for a snack. Eli ' who’s 
that young fellow Ktulling away there ^ 

Ernest, { Percewing the Major.) OU' the steward, 

I suppose. Good inorning, friend ; good morning. 
Here I am, you see. 

Major. Yes, 1 do see you are liere; bul I really 
don’t understand why. Pray, sir, who may you 
be? 

Ernest. YVlio may I be? Come, tiiat’s pretty 
well, too ; why , your lad said you expected me. 

Major. Not [ : who are you, sir’ who nre you’ 

Ernest. (Haughtily.) Your inastei, sir; and if 
you beliave yourself properly, 1 have no wK'*h to 
discharge you. 

Major. Discharge me ! Zounds and fury! what 
is youi iifinie, sir? 

Ernest. YVhat is the meaning of your iinperti- 
lienee, sir? \\ hat should the name of Jiaron Von 
Lindorfs nephew, and his heir-at-law,' be, piay ? 
More civility, iX you wish to keep your situation, 
1 beg. 

Major. (<Aside,) Death and the devil! Ernest in 
Prussia, and in my house! here's an awkward bu- 
siness 1 

Ernest. Now, sir, I hope you’re satisfied. 

Major. (Asuie.) Quite (be contrary. Now shall 
I be dead or not? 1 II hear a little more before I 
decide. 

Ernest, Go, and tell iny lawyer I want to speak 
to him ; and bid the boy. Frit/., run to the lop of 
the bill, and look if the ladies are in sight'. 

Major. Lawyer, uiid ladies! (Aside.) Ladies, 
did you say, sir? 

Ermst. Yes, ladies* and see you shew them 
every respect, as the young Miss V^ctorine Lisberg 
will shortly be your mistress. 

Major. Miss Victoriiie Lisberg! WMiat do 1 
bear? (.4sif?e.) 1 — I beg pardon; but, pray, was 
there not siine talk of that young lady’s marriage 
with the Baron? 

Ej^:^st. Yes; I believe be was to have married 
be^, if be bad lived; ami, of course, ns bis heir, Y 
feel bound to marry her for him. 

Major. The dctil you do' 


S 

Ernest. What’s the matter? You look ill. 

Major. Ill ! Enou^ to make me, I tliink. Seize 
my property, and marry nij intended wife! 

Ernest. Four pro|>erty I ^our wife! Is the man 
mad 7 * 

Major. Yes, I am; stark staring mad! lean 
Hold no longer. Haikye, -sir.'ab! your uncle is not 
dead : 1 am yoi*,r'uricle, sir. 

Ernest. Eli? w bat? You? Can it be possible? — 
Oh! pho, pbo' nonsense; you are either insane, or 
you would impose upon me. 

Mtijor, I say I am Baron Lindorf. 

Ernest. ’Tis false, sir. Baron Lindorf, were ho 
living, would be at the bead of bis regiment. 

Major. But 1 am going to explain. 

Ernest. I’ll not bear a word. You have not 
studied your part, sir ; you know not the character 
of the man you would personate. My uncle quit 
^ the atniy while there was a foe in the field? No: 

1 did I need a proof of his death, it is that he is no 
longer carrying fire«nd sword into the .camp of tho 
llungarians. 

Mifjor. He’s a noble fellow ' be knows bis old un- 
cle, the dog ' It docs look very suspiciou:,,(i4-vu?e.) 
That's \ervtrue; my dear nephew, you are quito 
lagbt; but if you will only hear— 

Enirst. No more, sir: you are an im^mstor, and 
you shall nut quit this bouse, till you iia> e answered 
for voiir iinpertipcnce befoie a magistrate. 

Major. \ inagislrate' I shall be ruined' (.4 side.) 
My dear boy — iiiy good — 

El nest. A-h, ha' the mention of a magistrate 
al rms you, does il? My suspicions arc conlirmed* 
Into that r.oom, sir ; go in directly . 

Mnfor. But, Ernest — 

Ernest, Go in, or I'll kick you in. 

Major. 'Sdcutb and fury ' 

ife-ew/er JOSEPH. 

Joseph. Heyday ! what's all this about? 
itlojur. •lo'.eph that's lucky. Now, my fma 
spaik, I'll let you know what it is to use me in 
this ni.inner. Jtisepli, am I your m..ster,' or am I 
not ! Speak the truth, \ou rascal ! am 1 tlie Baron 
\ liindorC? 

Joseph. {)\\^ I must remember in \ orders. (.4 jirfe.J«- 
No, ceilaoily ; who says you are? 

Major, Confusion' 

F.rw st. There, there ; a ]>lain case. Y’ou, sir, (to 
Joseph ) if you helon>; to this house, go for a ma- 
gistrate. 

Major. ( To Joseph.) Rascal ! how dare you deny 
me ' i 'll be the death ol’you. 

Joseph. (Aside to Major.) VMiy, didn't you insist 
upon it ’ 

Major. Oh’ go to the devil. .Sir, (to Ernest) mj 
papers shall prove to you— -they are in my porl- 
iiiaiiteau — where is il, you old numskull! 

Joseph, r^e put It in yotirroo'm up stairs. 
Major. I'll go and fetch them. 

Ernest. No, you don't: you sha'n't leaie this 
room till the mystery is cleared up. Yourha\e atl 
the appearance of a downright swindler. 

Major. Murder and liie ' .loseph, do you go and 
bring the portmanteau down stairs. 

Ernest No, he siia'n't go eiihdr; there's soma 
collusion in this bu.siness, and I'M silt it to the bot- 
tom. Here, you Raub»oi»eI' Fnt/! (Calling.) 

Major. Let me he cool. Harkye, sir! do lou re- 
member writing a letter to me about ten months ago, 
something in this style : My dear, though unknown 
[ uncle’’ — 

j Ernest. F.h ' what’s that? 

Major. " The most pressing necessity obliges me 
{ to appeal once more to ygiirgood nature; unless 
I you send me one thousand dollars by the next ves- 
■ .srI that sail.« for America, I've nothing left but to 
. bang myself." 

I Ernest. Tlic words of the letter, sure enough. 
(Aside.) I Hill afraid I baic been too hasty; my 
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dear sir, forf^ivc me. 1 can ho longer doubt ; 300 
are, indeed, my kind, 013' generous uncle. 

Major, Oil ! I am now, am I ? Cnina, that’s 
some comfort; and will you pretend to tell me 3^00 
didn't know so all along? 

Erp.?st, l\1y dear sir, .how could I possibly be 
prepared for so strangia a circumstance? was not 
your death in the papers ? , 

Major, What then, sir? what then? Suppos" 
your death had been in them, would you have be- 
lieved that Didn’t you get a letter from me, sir, to 
tel^ou the contrary, six weeks ago, sir? 

Ernest, f have left Philadelphia these three 
months. 

Major, Very well, sir, very well; you know it 
now: 1 am alive; alive and hearty, sir; and am 
not going to lose either my property or my wife, 1 
assure yon. But, at your peril, disclose to any 
person that T am living, without iny permission. 
Joseph, follow me. 

Joseph. Yes, sir. « 

Major. You’.d be master of this house, would 
you? and marry the lady I’ve picked out for my- 
self? Wd’ll see that, young gentleman ; we’ll see 
that. 

Ernest. But, mydear uncle — • 

Majoe^. I’ll not hear a word, sir; ’tis my turn to 
be deaf noW: Followjine, Joseph. 

Enter Rauiivogkl, hastily, 

Rauh. (To Ernest.) The ladies are come, Baron ; 
the carriage is driving up the avenue. 

Major. Indeed ! then I shall be just in time to 
receive them. Baron, (to Ernest ) you'll oblige n 
by remaining in the house with vour fri'^nd there, 
and remember what I .said about silence, Baron. 
Follow mo, Joseph; follow inc. [Exit with Joseph. 

Ranh. Pray; who is that queer old gentleman, 
Baron ? 

Ernest. Oh' don t ask me. I’m in a pretty .situa- 
tion. » 

Rauh, A lovely situation, on the brow of a lull, 
commaiid^ig — 

Ernest. (Not attemliny to him.) A miserable 
profcj^^'ct. 

. Rauh. Miserable (irospect ' Tlie finest in all 
Pnis.sia : a inagiiilicetit iiiHn.sioii. 

Ernest. Ruined, mined ' 

Ranh, Not in the least; in the most perfect re- 
pair, I give you my honour. 

Ernest. Not woitli a fartbiiig! 

Rauh. Sir — Baron Liiidoif, let me tell you, my 
repiitatinu is — 

Ernest, Lost, lost for ever ! [Exit. 

Rauh, He'.s non t ompos : the sight of bis properly 
lias turned Ins brain ; there'll be an application to 
chancery, in re Lindorf, a lunatic. Sir, .sir! [Extl. 

SCF.N'- II . — The Garden. 

Enter ViCTtiiiiNi; ond Eiinf.st Lindorf. 

^ Viet Ob! inv dear Kinest, what will become ol 
us? My mother insists upon everything being at an 
end between us, and on the immediate fuKilnieiit wf 
her promise to your uncle. 

Ernest. A.<^ expected , and I have, unfortunately, 
so incensed Uic JAiron, that be' will now rejoice in 
the frustration of my hopes; but what did you say 
on the subject? 

Vicl. Nothing. T was so pclrifled by the sud- 
denness of the occurrence, I bud not power to open 
my lips. He informed us who he was as be opened 
the carr^gedoor; told us he had particular reasons 
for concealing the fact of his exi.stcnce, as he handed 
us out of it; claimed the fullilment of my mother’s 
promise, as we walked up to the house ; and settled 
everything with her before we crossed the thresli- 
bold. 

Ernest. What most be done? 

Viet, I’m sure i don t kbow. It appears be bad 
written to inform us of the circuin.sUnco, but our 
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visit to Bordeaux prevented our receiving tbe 
letter. 

Ernest. Here comes your mother; let us appeal 
to her aflectioii. 

liJnler Madam B Lisberg. 

Madame! Madame Lisberg ! 

Mad. Mr. Lindorf, this is a most singular affair. 
Viet. My- dear mother, let me claim your atten- 
tion for one moment. 

Mad. Speak, my love ; why this agitation? 

Vut. This very morning, upon the road hither, 
you were kind enough to say, that in consenting to 
my marriage with Ernest, ray happiness was your 
chief ail*). 

Afmf. To be fe>iire. Mr. Lindorf was then snp- 
o.^ed to be •the proprietor of this <;3.state'i'* and a 
aron to boot. He is no longer so ; and no one, 1 
think, will doubt iny solicitude for your happiness, 
when I desire you to become the wife of a noble- 
man, with forty thousand croons a year. II<*Hides, 
my word is past, and I request I may hear no fur 
tlier objection.s/ My nerves will really not support 
a scene of this descriptidh. 

'Emsst. But, madam, when you are aware of our 
mutual affection, will you coolly sacrihee your 
daugiiter? 

Mad. Sacrifice, sacrifice, Mr. Lindorf! You've 
chosen a happy word, sir. Sacriiice, indeed! when 
I propo.se to make her a barone.ss, with a fine for- 
tune, a magnificent mansion, a noble estate, and a 
corresponding eslablishinent. Sacrifice, indeed' 
Wonld to heaven my parents had so sacrificed me' 
Victoriue, go hf*fore rue, if you plea.se, madam. 
SaciMice, indeed ! Mr. Lindorf, your very humble 
servant. f Exit with i'iclorine. 

Ernest. Distraction' there is trt hop._. Victorine 
and 1 are both too much dependent on the bounty 
o*' the Baron to di.spute Ins will ; are already too 
iniicli indebted to him, indeed, to encourage such 
an idea. I am not so ungrateful as to regret my 
uncle's preservation; hut why* why couldn’t he 
have remained dead a little longer? 

Enter Rahii) ogei . 

Ranh. Bless my .soul! Baron Lindorf— I beg 
pardon, Mr. Lindorf, 1 should say now — whal is 
the meaning of all tlii.s? That queer old getillemait 
turns nut to he the deiiincl Baron ; and has ordered 
me to draw up a contract between him and Made- 
moiselle Victorine Lisberg. Excessively sorry, 
quite hurt upon my honour; sure it must he iiiff- 
nitely painful to 3011, hut what’s to be done, my 
dear sir? 

Ernest, Nay, let me rather ask you that qnea- 
tioii. Is tliOre no obstacle tliat can he thrown in 
the way, iiolliing to be hit upon, thid may delay tbe 
signature foi a few days only? 

Itauh. Nothing. As far as 1 am conoerned, the 
course is quite plain. *1 am desired to draw up ar 
contract; my instructions are given me; I have 
nothing to do hut to I'uliil them. 

Ernest. And have you the heart to become ac- 
ce.ssaryto aii act which will render me nnserable. 
forever? 

Rauh. The heart! Sir, I am ar. attorney at law, 
and have iiuthing to do with iiearts. 1 would draw 
a contraot«for luy own rival, if lie paid me well for 
it. Particularly sorry in the present instance, cer- 
tainly ; hut f accompanied you hither, Mr. Lindorf, 
in expectation of a good job. An estate to convey, 
leases to draw out, and a marriage contract into 
the bargain. Nothing now left but the contract, 
(’an’t enter into private feelings ;|iiust attend public 
duties; pity you exceedingly, as aforesaid. 

Ernest. Ob' .sir, you are too kind. • 

Rauh, What can be the Baron’s reasoiD pray, 
for keeping liis existence a secret? ftbqiey? 

Ernest, (Smeringly.) Has he not told his^t- 
Rauh. Not his object; merely requested sUeDoe 
on that head till further orders. 
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Scene 2.] 

Emeat. (Aside.) Wbat if lie should be an iiii- 
imstor after all ! He might have become acquainted 
with the coiitanls 6f the letter J wrote to my uncle 
through many circumstances. Where are the pa- 
pers he spokp of? What other proofs can he give 
of his identity? The old steward denied him at iirst. 
His terror of a magistrate — his haste to complete 
this contract — the general air of mystery added to 
the singularity of the circumstance— Raubvogel, I 
am not satisfied that this man is really wliat he re- 
presents himself to be. 

Raubn No? 

Ernest. No. Now think what you will lose, 
should it turn out as 1 have reason to expect; and 
tell me whether it be not your interest tosaid me in 
the investigation of the affair, bcffore you commit 
yoiirseli by acting on the instructions* of an adven- 
turer. 

Ratdf. Why, certainly, if there be any doubt as 
to the identity of the prisoner — 1 would say, of the 
peri^. 

I^nest. In my mind there are very strong doubts. 
Harkye! can you, not request a srght ot hitcom- 
niission, or any other paper or document, of equal 
imporlanee, under the pretence that it is y 

for the drawing up' ol thc'contrart ? He knows no- 
thing of the law, ^nd will immediately satisfy* yon, 
if he be really the Major. 

Haub. (Jood' a capital idea. Nay, a sight of his 
papers will be really necessarv, if lie wishes to in- 
troduce all his titles, CVc. in the contract. , 

Erne.<it. Here he comes; to him diiectU. I’ll 
wait for yon at the end of the walk (here. 

Knter IMAitiR LlNOoRf, witn .'tome papers. 

Raub. Daron Lindoil, I was on the puiniol 
ing yon. Deg pardon, Uaion, but if \ou would 
oblige me <()y a ttight ol yoiii comniisMoii, or uin 
other ollieiul doeninent, in which I can lind your 
titles propeily written: in the contract, you see, 1 
.shall need — 

l\fajnr. Yes, so 1 supposed : and have just lieen 
getting iny eoinmission out of my portnianteau for 
that very purpose. There it i>, sir; and with it 
some other papers, whieli I will tronhieyou to look 
over, and give me your opinion upon. 

Haub. {A.siile, after iflam'VKj at the papers. ) Hum ' 
Very correct— can he no longer a doubt. — Shall 
attend to them instantly, Daron. — Verdict eoiifiniied 
— plaint ilf nonsuited. The most extiuordiiiarv case 
I ever met with, in the whole course oi im piac- 
lice ! [A. vide and exit. 

Major, ’(lad ! that little glil will make the best 
wife in the wuild. I've l»een chatting with her this 
last hall hour, and she has told me, with the great- 
est possible siiiipiieily , all her luults,'’ us she calls 
them. Faults, rforsooth ' f shall lonelier the better 
for tliein. I bate your faultless ladies - tilings with- 
out sonls-^who make it a point to liii\e no tastes, 
' no opinions, but those of their husbaims. Zounds' 
1 should be as tired us the devil of standing at case 
all my life. A little skirmish now and then is the 
finest thing iivthe world for the constitution; and 
• an old fellow, who has been fighting all his days, 
would — {Drums UHthnut.) Eh! what the denee ' 
Soldiers coining* this way ! An ollicer, too ' What 
shall I do? He has seen me: to run would look 
suspicious. Mortars and howit/.crs ! if he knows 
me, Fm lost; if he find I’m alive. I’m a dead man. 

Brum. (Without.) Halt' 

/jja/er BriimenkelD. 

Have the kindness, sir, to look at this paper. 

Major. (Reading it.) Zounds I A whole detueh- 
ment quartered mi the inaii.sioii ? 

Brum. Snell are iny orders, sir. I am sorry you 
should find it inconvenient, but — 

Maigr. (Uecove ring himself.) Inconvenient' not 
in least ; oh dear ' no. 

*Brum. His inajesly's iDlormalion appeals to be 
perfectly correct. 


Major, Information ! Wbat information, may I 
ask? 

Brum. Several strong bodies of the enemy have 
been seen in ibis neignbourhood ; and as it is bis 
iniijcsty’s intention to march immediately upon this 
position, it appears to me that this mansion is ad- 
«nirably adapted for head -quarters. 

Major. (Aside.) Head-ipiarters ! Confusion! 
Brum. You^se the proprietor, I presume of this 
estate? 

Major. Me? — Ah! no. The proprietor is — What 
shall I say? Egad! there’s no choice. f side.) The 
prd)>riet&r is a nephew of the late Baron Lindorf. 

Brum. The late Baron Lindorf! What, he who 
fell in the last action? 

Majoi. Exactly. Did you know him? 

Brum. Only by reputation. 

Major, All ' 

Brum, He was inipnident enough to charge with- 
out ordeis, 1 believe. He was a line ollicer though, 
all accounts, and a great fit\oiirite with the 
King: hut it was a fortunate thing for him that he 
was killed in the aelion. 

3/q/or. Indeed ! W'hy so? 
i Itrum. You must know \crv little oflJ^redenck, 
j as \ou usk that question. I should fie sorrv to 
bstand in the Birron's shoes, V^ie he Iniiig. But. 
when* is the present propnelor.* t'an^I liun? 
Major. Is that ahsoliiteh ■leeessary*^ 

Brum, Most assuredly. I have several qtiestion.s 
I would pul to him* besides - 

Major. I ll just step and — How to make Ernest 
iiiiderslaiid— ( .4 side. ) 

• * fte-enter R,Ai'j;VOi;i L, triih papers, 

'Baron, Baton ' 

Brum. B iron ' 

Major Silence, >oii rascal, or I’ll throllle you' 
Didn’t f tell \(m that belon* strangiis I — Aside to 
Ranh.) 1 m going to look foi the Baron; he’ll be 
I Injure pn‘Sv-nlly , and — 

Lntet ErnKs'i’ LlM>i»Rr rt/id VU’TORIN E. 
Eimsi, loo' .inil before I can liint to bin\. (Aside.) 

' Kinesf. W e come, sir, lor the last lime, to — 

* Major. ( l.sfde to him ) Not a word, you dog! 
j not a word. 

j Ernest, How i 

I Brum. (To the Major.) Is that the young Baron? 
i Majui . Yes, yes. This is the Baron Ernest Von 
I Lindorf ( I ettj loud and looking at Ernest.) The 
! Baron Ernest \ on Lindorf' 


El nest. I { 

Major. (.4yide to him.'S To be sure, you are; I’m 
dead. 

Bium. Allow me, Baron, to congratulate von. 
The Baroness, 1 piesunie ! ( iMoktng at Victoriiie.) 

El nest. The Baroness' ^Mly • — (jAiokiiig at the 
Major.) [roness. 

Major. No — ye* — that is, s''e will be the Ba- 

Britin. ila, ha! 1 understand. Barou Lindorf, 
you are a happy man. 

Ernest. Ah! sir, would 1 could say — . 

Major. Say il directly , sir. ^.l.vide.) \ oil are a 
happy man , you know yon arc. 

Ernest. Can it be possible? Do you, then, con- 
sent to — 

Tict. What do I hear? 

Major. (Aside.) No, no, I don't mean that. I 
— they'll diiie me mad. Ruin me, murder me! 

Enter Mau ami'. i)E Ltsui'.rg and JOSEPH. 

Mad. Major Lindorf, 1 have just come to say — 

Major. (A.vide ) She, too' I’m not *5ie Major. 
Don't you see an officer! Joseph, it's all oier 
with me. 


Brail,. Major Lindorf 1 beg your pardon, but 
did 1 bear rightly ? " ^ 

Joseph. No, no, he is not Major Liudorfyf^ 
must speak the truth, be is not. 

All. How' / 
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Joseph, {Falling on his knees to Ernest.) Pardon, 
pardon ! 

Ernest. Pardon, for wliat? Speak! 

Joseph. Swear jou'll forgive me, if I tell yon 
evervlliing. 

Ernest. I will forgive you. Rise, go on. 

Joseph. AVell, then, this man is — 

Ernest. Who? what? 

Joseph, r don’t know. 

Ernest. Don't know ? „ 

Joseph. All that I know is, he is not your uncle. 
Ernest. 'I'heii how dared yon, this morning, sny 
lie was? Ranhvogei, my suspicions, you ?:nd, \/ere 
correct. Tell me, sir, (to Joseph) for whut reason 
did yon — 

Joseph. The most simple in the world, sir. — In- 
vention' assist me. {Aside.) This man, sir, pre- 
sented himself before me, early this morning, and 
in the most gentlemanly manner, took out a pistol, 
and — 

All. A pistol! 

Major. (Aside.) What do you mean, rascal? 
Eanh. St.'Hy, slay, stay ! Let me lake down his 
deposition. A pistol I (his becomes serious. Put- 
ting any his majesty’s subjects in bodily fear, 
is — 

Joseph. No, no; it wasn’t a pistol. Did I ssy aj 
pistol? t Bless you? no sucli thing. ou ilurry me 
ao:' I mean\ta purse — a purse. 

Itauh. Oh I a purse' That alters the case. But 
one moment: if lie he not the i\]aju'r« pray how did 
lie become possessed ol this coiiiinisAioii ? (shews 
it) and these papers, incoiilestihiy the property of 
the Baron Von Jiiiidori i , 

Joseph. Those papers? Oh' they were given' 
him by the Baron, in Ids last moments, lie died in 
your arms, didn’t he? and desired yon to— 

Ernest, (ToMttjor.) lJuw, sir' and had \ou the 
audacity, then, to convert this sacred deposit into 
an instiument for forwarding your nefarious de- 
signs? Pass yourself for my uncle ' 

Mad. Insist on marrying my dauahter? 

Viet, ijieparate me from Briiest * ” 

Paub. Why, you old scouiidiel ' 

Mf^)r. Scoundrel! Pne aiuH’aggots' 

^^Jo^seph. ( Holding him hark.) Hold, hold ' 

Ernest. I’ten great mind to ihng you into the 
fire. 

Ranb. 'I'ake him before a inagistiate, he'll fling 
him into a gaol. 

All. ( But Joseph and Vict.) Ay, ay ; to a magis- 
trate with him. 

Pirf. Nay, nay, forgive him, dear Ernest: he is 
saflicieiilly punished by this disclosure. 1 cannot 
bear to see a man of his .age, and apparent respect- 
ability, dragged to a dungeon. Let me eiilieal you 
— there, there ; go away, go away directly, and be 
inure honest in future. (Pushing the Major awag.) 
Major. But still^yoii— ./ 

Joseph. It’s the best thing you can do. (Aside.) 

' Go, go. (Pushing him.) 

Enieslm Begone, sir ; and thank that young lady 
for your life. (Pushes the Major.) 

Mad. It’s a shame s:jch a Villain should not he 
brought to justice. 

Ranb. Wrong, rery wrong, indeed' ^ 

I'icl. and Joseph. (To the Majoi .) Go, go, go! 

f Exit the Major with Joseph. 
Ranb. (To Ernest.) Then you are a Baron, alter 
all? 

I Mad. A Baron' (Approaching Ernest, and curt- 
seying.) ,My dear son-in-law, how delighted I nm 
that there is no longer an obstacle to the happiness 
of my darling, Viclorine. ‘ 

Ernest, (Sneeriugly.) Oii, madam ' Rniihvogel, 
come this way. Siir, (lo’Uiiim.) if you have i}ny 
business with me, he kind enough to* enter the sa- 
loon, and I will speak with you directly. 

‘ lExeunt all but Btum, 


KILLED.” [Act II. 

Rmm, I have very strong doubts. It is the Major 
himself, 1 would wager iny commission; and bis 
fear of tlie King’s displeasure compels lijm to sub- 
init to these indignities. Sergeant Milligan! 

£fi/er SURGEANT MILLIGaN. 

3fi7/. Here! 

Rrum. See that a strong guard be set upon this 
mansion, and the grounds about it; and sufter no 
one to leave them until my return. Let the rest of 
the men take up their quailers in the building, ac- 
cording to this order, which you will present to the 
young Baron, at the same lime apologising for my 
absence, us 1 have a communication of much iin- 
uorlance to make to the King. (Gives Milligan the 
billet.) , . [Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Sc E N i: I. — Part of the pleasure-grounds of the Baron's 
mansion; a small pavilion or summer-house on one 
side ; garden chair and table. 

Enter Mmom LiNUORI nnrf JORITH.'*' 
Mtyor. But,. 'sdeath ' Joseph, to be driven like 
an impostor out of niy own house ! 

*<^o\iph. Voii may think yourself very well ofl* to 
escape so easily. 

A/\ir;or. That confounded story you trumped up — 
Joseph. Corifounded story ! A capital story, con- 
sidering the little time 1 had to tell it in; and the 
manner in wliich I turned it off. 
j Major. Ah! there, I allow, yon shone exceed- 
ingly , for at one lime, as you were proceeding, 

I there was every chance of my being turned ofl', iii- 
j stervd of the ^lory** 

I Joseph. Oh' that was a mere slip. 

I Majoi. YeN, but a slip that might have broken 

! my neck. 

Joseph, Very well, sir; very well, I bad heller 
I ht'ivo reiiiained silent, perhaps, or acknowledged 
, you ..at once, and then you would have been shot, 
and as that would hn\e beta) more military, I sup- 
pose it w ould have been more .agreeable but (here’s 
time enougli yet, il you aie bent upon it. I’ll go 
directly anil — 

j Major. No, no; 7.onnds ! no. 

I Joseph. Just as yon please : but if ever I trouble 
I ray sell to make out a good story again — 

I Major. Confound you! have done, do; and hell 
I me wlial'fe to heroine of me now ; you’ve made Uie 
; house too hot to hold me. Where can 1 go to*b# 
cool and comfortable? 

Joseph. Nay, iny inventions are not to your taste; 
besides, il is no .such easy matter to settle that 
point : the neighbourhood is swarming with Prus- 
.sinn soldiery, and they avoided, '^there is' every 
chance of your falling into the hands of the Hun- 
garians. Yet, stay in the house you can't, for more 
reasons than one. * , • 

Major. And if 1 leave it, that rascally nephew of* 
mine will marry Viclorine, that’s cer'ain. I can't 
sufl'er it; 1 won’t sn Her it. The clog! to taliLe ud- 
vaiil.age of my situation ! 

Joseph. But he does it quite innocently. • 

Major. Oh! curse his innocence! What does 
that signify ? No, no, I'mdetermin.d. I’ll seek him 
out iinmediately, and tell him everything — my rea- 
sons fur remaining unknown. If he hadn't put me 
in such a passion, 1 should have done it at first, and 
all this perplexity might have been spared. Yes, 
yes ; I’ll go and — 

Mill. (Without.) Right face! March! 

Joseph. Oh lord! there’s that cursed Irish ser- 
geant, with a file of soldiers, uomiiw this way : some 
of them may recognise yon, sir. llere, here; you 
had better step in here, till they've passi^d. 

Major. Yes, egad! that'll be the salb^t plan. 
Don’t let them stop lieie if you can help it. *' i, 
Joseph. No, no. In, in. 

[Exit Major into summer-house. 
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Al«r SerobaNT MfLUOAN, with lwoSotdi€rM,and 
, a CorporaL 

MW. UaltTfrAot! Good morrow, *to ^oo, com- 
rade. (To Joseph.) ^ 

Joseph. Good day, Sergeant. 

Mill. Is there any ottier ootlet from the grounds, 
besides the one yonder, on this side the honsel 
Joseph. No. Whut does he mean by that ques- 
tion? side.) 

Mill. A sentinel there, then, and the business is 
done entirely. 

/oswA. A sentinel! 'What's that for ? • 

Milt. To see that nobody passes out that way : 
the other avenues are taken care of already. 

Jost'ph. Whut, are we all jirisoners, tlr.ii? 

MilL^ Everv mother’s son, till further orders. 
•(^Places a seniiwl at the.gate.) * 

* Joseph, (Aside.) Murder, murder! Here’s a 
pretty business! The llaron cannot lly now, if be 
would ; and if this should be on account of foine 
ttUsuMvions' — Oh dear, oh dear! My poor old mas- 
ter! I’m afraid it's all over with him. Let me try 
to sound this Sergeant. ^ . * * ' 

Mill. This place belonged to Major Lindorf,^of 
the hussars, did it not, my old lad ? * 

Joseph. Yes, it (lid. ‘ 

Milt. Ah! and he was killed (diarging *them 
thieves, the Hungarians, in the last uilairf 
Joseph. To he sure he was. Who doubts it? 

Mill. Who doubts it? Sir, if it would be anv 
aatisfaclioii for you to know, it's nnself that doubts 
Joseph. You! The devil ' |if. 

Mill. No, not the devil, but inyself— Corny Mil- 
ligan, Sergeant of the first Prussian Light Infantr\. 
— That staggers him I'm light. I'll give bun 
another. (.4. virfe.) Haik^e' iny old friend, liom 
sevend cifcuinsmnces that liaie come under m> 
obs<;rvation, during the short time I've been on 
this spot. I’m not only convinced that the Major 'is 
living, hut what’s more, that he never w.i.h dead, 
hut is concealed somewhere about this place ; and 
I’m likewise very much niistukeii it loui.'ielt don't 
know where he is. 

Jostph. I — I- -how ftliould I know? 

Mill. Oh! if you say jou don’t know, it would i 
be mighty ungenteel of me not to believe \ou, ol 
course. — How be keeps looking towards that pa- 
vilion! I hbouldn’t wonder if llie Major weie there. 
(A^sifle.) — That’s a pretty pepper castor ol a build- 
ing yonder ; a pleasant rctieat. I'm after thinking, 
when a man w'i.sbes to be quiet and snug, and easy , 
with his mug of pumdi and bis pipe, and to avoid 
unwelcome visitors. It you will permit me. Til 
take a peep nt .the inside of the interioi. 

• Joseph. Slav, say; you can’t go tliele. You — 
Mill. Indeed ! and why not ! )ia\ be, Td be after 

disiurbitig somebody's coiitemplatioiis. 

Joseph: aYes, there — there is a geiilleinan there. 
MiU. Oh, ho! a gentleman, eh! And who may 
lie be? • . 

Joseph. A friend of the young Baron’s: a legal 
friend, come down upon business — a notary. 

• Mill. Ay, ay, I see; ’tis u pity anybody should 
interrupt him, business must be attended to. I'll 
just (urn the ke^ in the door, and take cure be has 
nobody to bother him hut himself, or to make him 
forget his studies. (Ijocks the door.) *■ 

Joseph, Take care what you do ; lawyc'rs nre 
edged tools to play with. He'll bring an action for 
false iiiiprisonmeni. 

Mill. The devil a ha’p’orth! His actions are 
more likely to turn upon assault and battery, or 
I’ve mistaken in|^ prisoner. I'd not wish to he ill- 
mannerly, but f must trouble you to get out : left 
ahoulders^ foryvard., and enter tlie house. 

Joseph. I shall inform the Baron how you hate 
treated his friend, depend upon it.— He is lost! 
Let me hasten and explain everything t() his iieiihew 
aud Miss Victorine. am exit. 


KILLED.” 

Mill. I have him, at fixed at a pig in apotatoe- 
garden. Eravo' Corny, your fortane^t made. Cap- 
tain Brumenfeld is off to tell the King he suspects 
tlie Major to be alive, and here ; but I — I can pro- 
duce him. The poor devil is sure to be taken and 
'shot, one of theae days; more’s the pity; and, 
etherefore, it’s a kind actipn in me to put hiiK 
out of his misery. Promotion stares me plump in 
the face. Tlie^,ng himself must see me, and speak 
to me. Oh ! thi;ii, leave me alone to give him a hit 
of the blarney. I’ll get a cniiimissioii — a company! 
Who knows! ** Captain Milligan! Captain!' bow 
wcM that sounds' I’ll be nodded to by the other 
oflicers : ** How d’ye do, Captain? Are you going 
to the levee to-day ?” And then, the women ' Oh ! 

I the dear creatures ! I was always a favourite with 
I them. Now it’ll be, “ Ocb' bad you the luck to see 
I tlie Captain? How illegurit be looks in bis full uni- 
\ form ! What a leg of his own llie devil has got for 
I a silk stocking ! ’ Oh! beautiful, delightful ! It’s 
I myself that will play the very deyil with them! 

I fu/erVlCToItlSL, caultoudj/ , and unseen bi/ Milliyan. 

Vicl. Joscpli has explained everything. My 
! kind-hearted benefactor, bow can I savi^you ? That 
, ugly soldier still there! If I riniM but wheedle 
J(. him away. ( A \tJe. ) Sir ' t'afdain ? 

3fil/. Lh' didn't soiiiebody*say CaptaiH ? I 
' promoted already, and 1 n«t know*it? {Looking 
I round.) \ preUy girl, too! Pretty! egad! she’s 
, an angel in a blue petticoat; and she called xic, 
raptaiii. 

I nl. May I speak a woid witb yon, sir? 

Mill. \ tliou.siind, and wtlcomc, a culnIiIs. 

Ti(7. A'ou iniist need.s be latij'ucd with your 
■ tiiareb. we are jusl going to sit down to diniter, if 
you would l.iv >ui us yy itii your coinpariy. 

I Mill. Ob’ madam, you ov(“rvvk'‘liii me with po- 
! Iiteiiess entirely. Permit me to — {Gotnif to take her 
lutnd.) Kb' no, stop: 1 bud nearly forgotten my 
pVisoner tbo(igb.f>. How unlortunatc^ I should be 
Miigbty bnppv, madam, but you must know that 
pai^icuiar circumstances— that is, Miat ^ke — that — 
I'm bothered. The fact is, madam, 'if I give yon 
iiiy company, I .sliall lose one that the King-ivanes 
to give me. 

IVi7. Provoking ’( *4. v'Ji'.) But, surely, sir — \b! 

I K.iiil)vogcl coining this way' A thought strikes 
UK*. I'll try, at aiy rale. (Asi<U‘.) 

Mill. .She .seems bothered, liersclf. Attention, 

; Coiney, some iiinri(ru\ le of the eiieuiy, perhaps, 
^taiid to yoiii arms {Hetues a little.) 

Kftier Pyt'pyoGUL, with papirs. 

Ranh. (Reu liotf.) “ These nre to certify, that 
Ernest Ton LindioJ, late of Philadelphia, in Sorth 
America, and now of” — inn — urn — urn ' 

Tie?. (Half aside.) Heavens ^ the Major! How 
unfortiiualu ! 

■ Mdl. How! wliat ? Major' AX hat did you say, 
jewel ! 

Pfct. {I'eigniny embanassinent.) Sir*! iiolbing, 
*Hir: I diilii't speak, sir. 

Mill. It you didn’t speak, you said tin' Major: I 
heard you plain enpugh. Is this the^lujor ^ (Going 
up to Rnubrogel . ) ' * 

liaub. Who, 1 ? T a Major? Ha, ha, ha! Tlrat's 
a good joke. 

ri(7. Ob! what have I done? My agitation lia.s 
belia-. I'd liiiti. 

Mill, Then Tin partimlaily oldiged to yoiiragi- j 
taliun. — Kgad ! 1 was near iiiaking ap^awkwiird 
i iiiisluke here. T see it plainly, now ; they've bid 
(be real lawyer there, ill order to pas.s od' the Baron 
here, ns the pettifogging big wig. ^/isic/e.) Major 
Liiidorl, you are my prisoner. 

Rtiub, What do you mean by Major IJndorf? 
My name is Uauby ogel ; Tin an attorney. Touoli 
me at your pel il. 
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Via. Oh ! sir, forgive me. 

Ratib, Forgive you ! 

Kicf. Mv imprudence has discovered you. 

Raub. Discovered me! What do you irean? 
Allow me to say — 

Mifl. It’s of no use at all, at%ill. It was an nn- 
|iiplcy«»exclamation of the young lady’s, certainiji. 
but the cat’s out of life bag, and I’ve cangbtit; 
and, by my soul, I'll keep it. Herf>, guard! 

Raub, Jiut let me tell you — {Soldiers advance.') 
Mill. No resistance! You are under arrest. 
Raub. For what? 

Mill. Oh* a trifle; a mere trifle. Onfiy chkrg- 
ing without orders. 

Raub. I shall charge what I please; if you don’t 
like it, tax iny costs. 

Mill, Come, come, sir ; that balderdash won’t im- 
pose upon an ould soldier, and you are too well ac- 
quainted with military law not to know — 

Raub. Military law! not at all; know nothing 
about it; studied nothing but civil law all my life. 

Mill. Come, come, it won’t do. Major; you can’t 
help the oulh vtoldicr peeping out, for all you’ve 
made such at^uy of yourself, with that rogue’s coat 
and that comical jazy : the disguise is not so bad, 
but it woirt do. 

Ranh, llarkye! J'o’u confounded Sergeant! cam 
you read? Here, here are the papers I am employed 
on; here ai^ leases F am making out, and a con- 
tract of marriage between young Lindorf and 

, tifis young lady, who, as 1 hope to he saved, has 
gone out of her mind, 1 think. Look at ’em : will 
they convince yon of your mi.stake? 

Viet. {Aside.) 1 fear they will. 

Mill. {Taking and looking at them.') /)li * evi- 
denl'/y a mi.stake. Why, here is yrmrown .Major’s 
commission. Ily iny soul, now, if I’d done thi.s, 
they’d have cnllrd it a blunder. Letters addressed 
to {lie Baron Von Lindorf, &c. ^c. ^c. 

Raub. Ell I how’? Oh* 1 recollect; they w'cre 
^iven me by that old rascal who v as hcie this murn- 
^•ng, I can assure you. , 

Mill. A,pluiA proof. March* 

Via, {Aside.) All’s safe again. — {Aloud.) Ali! 
iny pdbr dear Major I my noble benefactor! what 
hicve I done? what have I done? 

Raub. Miss Lisberg, are you mad ? or would you 
drive life so '? 

Viet, You, to whom I am under such manifold 
obligations — 

Raub. Obligations be — 

Viet. To repay them by delivering you into the 
hands of the executioner ! 

Raub. Executioner! 

Viet. Hark ! already do I hear the inuflled drum. 
Raub, Muffled devil I oh dear* oh dear! 

Viet. Methiiiks, I hec them hind your eyes, 
those cye.s that liftve olten beamed so tenderly on 
me: the dreadful SVord is giv'i,n ! they lire! you 
^fall ! All, all, all! {Pretends to faint.) 

Mill. {Supporting her.) Poor thing I don’t give 
way so ; it can’t be helped, you know ; it’s the for- 
tune of war, and they’ll slipot him easv, jeweh 
There, there ! Forward with the prisoner* 

Raub. Butf upon my soul — 

Milt. March ! F say. t 

Raub. I can’t march ! I won’t march * I wish I 
maybe hanged if— 

Mill. You’ll be shot, and that's sooner over. 
Forward ! 

l^ub. Help! mnrder* help! 

C \ Soldiers hurry out Rauhvogel. 

Viet. (To Milligan.) Have mercy! Keep his se- 
cret — release him, and any sum — 

Mill. I’m impenetrable. 

Viet. All my jewels. 

Mi//. Incorruptible : you might as well try to 
wheedle a bird out of a bush. Stay ; 1 'd uearly for- 
gotten the real attorney thmigli. ( Unlocks the door.) 


[Aar n. 

I beg your pardon, Mr. Lawyer; I took you fora 

f rentleman ; excuse ray blunder. 1 wish you an il- 
e^ant good*day. By the powers, bat IM like to 
shdot the attorney instead of the Major. [JExif. 

Rnter the MAJOR from the Pavilion, 

Via. They are gone. You are saved ! 

Major. Miss Lisberg, what do I not owe you! 
Viet. No’words, dear sir; the time is too pre- 
cious. This fortunate occurrence has withdrawn 
the sentinels from that gate. Lose not an instant, 
but fly ! 

Enter Ernf.st. 

Ernest, My dear uncle, this way ; Joseph is in 
wailing rrith two horses. I will accompany you to 
some place of stfr’ety, and endeavour to atgne, by 
my present \ixertions, for my lateT unintentional 
disrespect. * 

Via. Oil, heavens! what dd I see? Raobvogel 
is at liberty, and coming this way : some one has 
acknowledged him, and proved to the Serge.;! hia 
mistake. 

Eriiest. No matter; we have.still time to fly.— 
This way, this way ! 

1 follow you. {Drums heat without, to 
arms. All pause.) 

Atl. Hark! 

Ernest. They beat to arms. {Cries without, “the 
Hungarians! the Hungariaas!” and drums heating 
to arms.) 

^ajor. The Hungarians ' 

Enter MILLIGAN, hastily, folloiv^d by Soldiers, 
Mill. Fly, fly ! ‘ the enemy are upon us ! 

Major. {Dartiny foruard.) The enemy! 

Mill. Ye.s . a strong corps of the Hungarians are 
within pistol shot of tiie place. Kiiu, run ! 

Major. Run * never. Such another word, you 
seoumlrel ! and I'll knock the teeth down your 
cowaidly throat. Pru.ssians, to the Held ' the Hun- 
garians and I have an account to settle. Ernest, 
mv brave boy, follow your uncle ; you shall sec how 
I’ll tickle the rascals. Soldiers, I am Major Lio- 
dorf! March! 

Raub. There, there 1 I told you so. 

Mill. Major Lindorf! 1 beg your honour’s par- 
don, but you are my prisouer. 

Major. With all my heart, sir, after the battle. 
I give you my word, the word of an old soldier^ I 
will surrender myself; but lirst, Sergeant, let ns 
beat the Hungarians. 

Mill. His majesty will take care to beat them 
blue, if they dare shew their no.ses in this neigh- 
bourhood. But there are none likely to trouble ns 
jii.st now, M'l^jor ; it was only a little ruse de guerre 
of your humble servant’s, which iias completely 
succeeded : and when next you fancy y6u see aa 
Irishman tuin bis back on an enemy, d'^pend upon 
it, he does it in order to meet him face to face. ' 
Major, you are out-generalled ; taken by a coup de 
mam. 

Major. Humph ! that's too bad ; a d — d deal too 
bad: made prisoner, and no battle! a double mis- 
fortune* if 

Ernest. {To Sergeant.) A soldfifer should have 
been ashamed of so cowardly a sui'prise. 

Mill. Wliat’s that you say ? 

Major. Hold, hold, Ernest! there’s nothing to 
be done. Sergeant, 1 am your prisoner. 

Ernest. But stay, stay ! By what authority, sir, 
do you act? where are your orders for this arrest? 
Mill. Is it my orders? 

Raid). Ay, that’s very true. Tlfke care what you 
do, soldier. You and 1 have an ‘ilccoant to settle 
already, take my word for it. 

Ernest. Say that the Major lias been guilty of a 
breach of discipline ; no commands have bees? is- 
sued for his apprehension. You cannot detain him 
without proper authority ; as yet, he is free. {To 
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the Mtgor,) Awaj, sir ! moont the horse that awaits 
you, and remain i|i oonoealment till his majesty’s 
pleasnre ahall^be made known. . 

Mill. Oh ! that would be all mi|rhtji well ; bat I 
have orders, dwhich will prevent his escape, at any 
rate. To your.posts again, comrades ! (To Soldiers, 
who exeunt all out /too, toko mount guara again at the 
gates,) I have niy Captain’s orders not to safier any 
person to leave this house, or the groaiid belonging 
to it, till his retorn : so, you are all my prisoners, 
every mother’s son, man, woman, and child. It's 
quite enough for me to know my man ; and «s J 
suppose his majesty knows the Major is alive by 
this time, we shall not have long to wait for better 
authority. 

Majoj\' Yes, yes; resistance is idle. Let the 
khig decide life late of his old servant : if the worst 
cOnie to the worst, I’ve stood to be tired at, before 
now, b;y his orders ; and d— n it, Ernest, if I'm 
shot, it’s for fighting, and not for running away ; 
tharc^iie comfort, at any rate. 

Raub. Beg pardon. Major; but, in case yon are 
to be shot, you’ll have yopr worldly affairs to* set- 
tie, and anything I can do in the will way — 

Major . Pshu ! ( Itauhvogel, housing to the )iimhr, 
as he retires, comes’ m conlact with Sergeant Milli- 
gan, who thrusts him out,) Victorine, my pretty, 
warm-hearted lass, no whimpering ; you shall, at 
least, be a gainer in the business Here, Ernest, 
take her, and make her a good husband : I believe 
1 WHS an old fool for thinking of her iiiyself. I'* I 
die, all J have in the world is yours, and if not, 
there’s plenty for us tliree, and the young regiment 
wc may hope for into the bargain. ' , 

( Exeunt all but MiUiyan. 

Mill, My regiment’s not <|uite so certain. I’m 
afraid. Caplluii 0Yliinen(ieid will lie back again di- 
rectly, and 1 must be ooiitented to siiare the glory 
of tbe capture with him; I'll be only Lieutenant 
Milligan alter all. Zounds! bore be is. Attemlou' 

Enter Bki'AIENFELD, hastilg. 

Brum. Sergeant, is tlie king bore'! 

Mill, Here? no, Captain. 

Brum, He is out, reconnoitering, in this direc- 
tion ; but I have not been able to fall in witli him. 

Mill. Captain, 1 beg pardon, but I've made a 
great discovery, entirely — 

Brum, Wbatisit? 

Mill, Major Lindorf, Captain, who was returned 
** killed’’ in the last guaette, has returned alive to 
this very place liere. 

Brum. WelL sir, what then? 

Mill. What, th.eii. Captain? Why, j^’ve found 
Iiim out, and in telling the matter to h'is majesty, 
you will ijeinemlivr not to forget me. 

Brum. Humph* .Well, since the Majoi is your 
prisoner, it‘ia certainly your duty, as well as your 
right, to present him to the ‘king, who will doubt- 
lessly know b5w .to appreciate and reward yoiir 
/.eal and activity. (^Drwns and trumpets without.) 
Hark ! Iiis majesty approaclies ; begone to your 
l^risoner, and be in readiness to advance with him, 
when I give you the waird. 

MUl. Oh! surely. Captain. Faith! and it’s a 
good day’s work for both of us. You’ll get a regi- 
ment; and, as for me. I'll be couient widi a com- 
pany ; or, if it be all the same to you, I’d prefer a 
troop of dragoons. Exit. 

(Drums and trumpets sound.) Enter Fuederick 
and his staff, 

Fred, (To mi Ofeer.) Let the order be read at 
tbe bead of every regiment. The disappearance of 
the enemy is no apology for a neglect of discipline. 
(Seeing Jivummfeld.) Bad news, Captain Bruinen- 
field ;#^the Hungarians have retired without giving 
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Brum. It is your fault, sire ; you give them no 
encouragement. If yonr iiiajesty would suffer yonr- 
seif to beheaten once or so fn a campaign, they 
inif^t be induced to try conclusions with us more 
fremiently. • ^ 

Fred. N^, it fs rather the fault of such qfficers 
ds Captain Brnmenfeld, wl^ would not let me*"^ 
beaten, were I even so inclined. 

Brum. Will? j>nur majesty’s permission, I have a 
Unon to ask for an oflicer, to whom that censure 
will particularly apply. 

Fred. Jndeed! Speak. 

Brum, The colonel of the royal guard died 
yesterday of bis wounds received in tbe last af- 
fair. 

Fred. Poor Schwartzheim 7 Well, sir? 

Brum, If his successor be yet to be named, may 
I presume to mention a brave old soldier, who has 
ten strong claims upon your majesty’s favour. 

Fred. Ten claims ! what are they ? 

Brum, Ten campaigns, sire. 

Fred. His rank i 'i r 

Brum. Major. 

Fred, And his name is — 

Brum. ( ir<7h hesitation.) He is an ani^ent com- 
rade of the late proprietor of this mansion. 

' Fled. You mean the 'Baron Vim Lindorf. ^ 

Brum. Yes, sire. ^ '** 

Fred. W^ell, why do you hesitate to mention that 
name before me?* 

Brum Your niujesty may, perhaps, remember, 
tliHl ill the late action — , 

Fred. He covered himself with glory! To his 
''.Ilhiiit hehaiioiir J was indebted for iii} lictory, 
and were ’fie now living, — v 

Brum. Nay, if it be }our pleasaie, sire, there is 
iiotliingtiiat ibe Baron would not do to gratify your 
iiid|es1v. ' \Exil, 

Fled. Wiiat does litMiiean'* Ha* I see. i^Beek- 
onsjto an officer, tvho vanies a small writing case, 
and gives him some direct ions. — The officer writes.) 

Re-enter Bill’ll i:n l-F. 1 1 ) inV/i /Ae M/.*JOR ^followed 
by the .Svnjvant and Guard. EunlsT, VlCTORlNE, 
and M A DA M E Ll F, KG . • > 

Majoi. Pardon, sire, pardon ! (Kneeling.) 

Fred. (Raining him ) Pardon! for whom? Ma- 
jor Voii Lindorf, of tlie liussars, who, in contempt 
of iii> positive instructions, charged the Hunga- 
rians ill the late action, fell at the bead of bis regi- 
ment, and was returned ‘‘killed" in the gazette? 
Fredeiick does not carry bis resentment beyond 
the grave. This, genileiiieii, is Colonel Von Lindorf, 
of tbe I'oval guards, and 1 present liiiii to vou as a 
brave otUcer, to wlioni Prussia is much indebted. 
Here is your commission. Colonel, (froes up to 
the table, and signs the commission.) 

Mill. Ills commission! And hat's to be luy 
coniniission, I’d like*'to know : nothing but a dirty 
eiisigncy, after all. Ensign Milligan! Sure, Captain, 
you’ll just drop u word to bis majesty, and — 

Brum. Get you degraded to the ranks, sir I 
Mill, To the ranks \. Ods botber ! not a word. 
Sure, and it wouldn't be even Sergeant Milligan, 
then ^ ' 

Mad. Tl.ien Victorine will be the wife of a colonel? 
Col. No, madam ; she will be tbe wife of a colo- 
nel's nephew. The foolish old major, you've beard 
his inajesly say is no more; and the young lady is 
now perfeetly at liberty to follow her own iiiclma* 
tions. 

F*cL Ever my benefactor! ^ 

Fred. (Presiding the egmmission.) Colonel Liti- 
dorf, the war is ended; you will join your regi- 
ment at Berlin ; and should Prussia hereafter need 
your services in the field, 1 trust you will lake 
warning from the fate of your namesake, and not 
light withe at orders. fEjMiMuf. 
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• • ACT I. 

^CliNE I. — A Public-house, sign of * The. Admiral,* 
and a Turnpike and House. 

Smart discovered, preparing guns for shooting. 
Sir E, ( Wtlhin.) Smart, {;et the f^uns ready. Is 
my new keeper come from the lod;ve 

Smart. No, Sir Edward. LPEii(;Y crosjr»'.v.] Ser- 
vant, Miss Peg};y. llyrh ! A kiss from my master 
lias raised your nose an inch higher, I see. 

joke with your equals, man *, don't talk 
to me. [£xiV. 

Smat f. I shall make you remember this. My mas- 
ter is grand Turk here ; he monopolizes all the 
wenches. — [Enter Henry Bi.unt.I [riog? 

Henry. Morrow, fellow-servant. Sir Edward .stir- 
Smart. Yes; just asked for you. Mind vour hits 
Co-day, Mr. Henry : you shot for your place, and 
won it but you’d better not outshoot Sir Edward. 
Henry, Oh ! vain of his abilities that way, eh* 
Smart. That way! yes, *and every other. I’ve 
dropped bung his rival some time. [here? 

'l!..:iry. Sir Edward seems’ to have a fine estate 
Smart. Yes, that belonging to the lodge is eight 
hundred a-year; the Upland farm three; and his 
estate in Norfolk as much as both. 

Henry. The lodge being but at the head of the vil- 
lage, why does ho prefer a bed at this public-house? 

Smt^l. Pleasure, sir, pleasure. But here comes 
one answer to your two questions. Step this way, 
and I’ll give you another* ( They retire. ) 

Enter Peguy, followed by Robert. 

Rob. If that be your mind, ^eggy, it can't be 
helped ; if you can’t love me, you can’t. [fast. 
Sir E. ( \Vithin. ) Peggy, my dear, bring ray break- 
P^ggy- Coming, Sir lUward ; I’ve only been to 
^Btoh the cream. — Yon hear, Robert? 


Rob. Yes, I do hear and zee, too: I be neither 
deaf nor blind. 

Peggy. The young baronet expects me above. 

Rob. ’Tis well if old Bel/.eebiib don’t expect thee 
below; zo, there’s an end of that : however, dang 
it! let’s shake hands. 

Peggy. Paws off! your hands are rough, man; 
and 1 can’t bear anything dirty or sun-burut. 
AIR.— Peggy. 

I*ray, yoiiiiK mnn.your unit ^ivr otrr, 

^ Ileav'n iltiiiKii’d you not Toy uia , 
r fABt) to be a Inning lover, 

Sniir and Bweet tan ne’er agree. 

C'lowuiab 111 each limb and I'Ature, *' 

You've no akill to dame or aing; 

At brat, you’re but an awkward eregture, 

I, you Know., am quite the thin^ 

Ab I Boon may roll in pleaBiirr, 

BumpkinB I miut bid adieu ; ' 

Can you tliiiik that aucli a VreaBure • 

K'rr wHB deBtiii'd, man, for y«m t • 

No; mayhap, when I am vari*y’d. 

’iVlongBt the great to dance and Biiir, 

To Bome great lord 1 may be marr>'d : * 

All allow I’m quite tfie thing. f Exeunt, 

Smart. (Coming forward witli^Henry,) Ha, ha! 
Oil ! you bumpkin, 1 was romping with his sw?:t- 
heart last night, and he was at me like a bull-dog: 
the mastiff would bite, sir, but we have muzzled 

Henry. As how? [him. 

Smart. Management, sir: his father lives at that 
turnpike-house, which, with a smgll dairy and farm, 
he holds of Sir Edward. The old fellow has seen 
better days. The admiral, whoedied a twelveiiionlh 
since, and to whom Sir Edwara'is hei^-at-law, was 
very partial to him and his daughter; for., during 
his life, they needed nothing ; but, being in arrears 
for rent, they are all at Sir Edtvurd’s mercy. Young 
Sulky, therefore, must lose bis sweetheart ; add aa 
to the turnpike beauty, his sister, we’ve offered her 
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a corricle, and if she do not sport it in Bond-street 
in less than a mondi, we don't understand trap. 
Henry* What, sue encourages him ‘I ^ 

Smart, A little coy or so. She's in the dumps, 
too, for the loss of her ' true lovier,' a booby sailor ; 
but, I’ll bet fifty she’s easier had than little For- 
ward here, with all her avarice and vanity. 

Henry, And these are the reasons for Sir Edward’s 
lodging here ?->[Eii/er Rcibekt.]— T hat's the lad 
who tried his skill with me for the gamekeeper's 
place. Morrow, brother sportsman: you shoot well. 

Roh, Yes, sir; and you better. However, 'twas 
all fair, and 1 do wish you joy of the place. 

Henry, Nay, this place mav be yours yet: I am 
elected only to trial, and self-recommenued; my 
character may not please Sir lildward. 

Roh, Maylup, you’d please him 'best with no 
character at all. You be much in favour, Mr. Smart. 
Smart Eh! Oh! \Makes signs of boxing, and exit, 
Henry, 'fihingsf are a little changed since .Sir £d- 
^rd^nie among ycji, eh ! Robert? 

Rob. Yes, sir; ani.,'''^r lawyer would ha' done ^ 
less mischief ill the.parisl^; but, it ‘is not the* first 
time the de\ il got into parudi.se. fKxH, 

Enter Joe .Standfast, singing, his knee hounu 
Joe. So, Master Blunt, prepared, 1 see, to give 
the birds a broadside. ( Looking at sign,) Ah ! there’s 
the old hoy who has given oiir enemies many a broad- 
side. Bless your old phiz ! ( Bows to him,) 

Henry, You’re very polite. 

Joe. To he sure I am. 1 strike mv main-top 'o 
him by way of salute, every morning before I stow 
Illy locker. That’s the fare of an honest heart. Mas- 
tei Blunt : ’tis not*, to be sure, don6to the life : but 
what the painter ha'ii’t made out, a grateful mind 
can. 1 fought under him when lie was captain, and 
twice after lA* wtf^'V^ce. He made me master after 
our first brush ; and, but for this splintered timber 
of mine, I'd ha’ been by his side in the West Indies, 
when the brave old boy (tied. Died ! I lie, he didn’t 
die; for hd iiij^de himself immortal ! His goodness 
laid me \ip7ii a snug cabin here; made me a free- 
holder with thirty pounds a year; and when your 
master, his honour’s cousin and heir, steers by the 
compass of true glory, he shall have my vote for 
sailing into the poit of parliament; if he get it be- 
fore, d— 0 ! 

AIR.— J(jr. Standfast. 

BntvnniB’i tontat aca, iii ulwajs brave, 

Strike to uo iiower, d'>e .ei’, that ever iilniiKhM ibewave. 

Fal lai la. 

Hut wheu we're nut afloni, 'tin quite another thing ; 

We Btrikc tu pettiitint, ^et KruRfry, dance, and iiiir. 

Tal lal U. 

With Nance deefi in lu\e, I once tu aca did ao , 

Krturn'd, she cried, ** By Jove ! I'm married, dearcat Joe." • , 
. 1'al lal In. ; 

Creat Kiiiia I icarce could hold, to And that 1 was flung ; i 

But NuuA' pruv'dii icold, then I got drunk and ■ung 
Fal lot lal. 

At length, t* did comply, aiid made a rib of Sue ; I 

. lyhat, ihougti she'd but eye, |t pierc'd iny heart like two. i 
I'al Idl la. I 

And now 1 takemiy rIbm, dnnk England and m.v king; j 

Content ni/h niy uldlais, get groggj, dance, and sing. 

, Fal lal la. 

Enfi^ Mary, with a newspaper in her hand. 

Y^s, yes; the old bov loved the sex, 1 grant: but, 
he never hung out fubie colours to deceive the in- 
nocent ; and if, in the heat of action, his passions 
g|\ve a wound, he never rested till lie found a balm 
to lieal it again. {Looking wilh kindness ut Mary,) 
All ! bless tliy little tender heart, I wish for thy 
sake he bad lived to come home again. 

Henry. Does she grieve for the admiral, who 
died more than a vear since? 

Joe, Why, no; but she’s the child of ill luck. 
Her sweetheart, vgu see, about four years since, 
was down at the lodge, when their hearts were se- 
cretly grimp’r^ to each other. The lad was a fa- 
vourite of.llie admiral, and went out to the Indies 
with IJm ; there he got pioniotioii ; and when death 
struck the old boy’s flag, and no will left, this lad, 
d’ye see, was their sheet anchor; but, returning 


home, in the very chops of the obanoel, they en- 
gaged an enemy ; and, after three hours bard hgbt- 
ing,^e monoseer struck ; but her poor lad, Liente- 
nam Travers, was among the brave boys that fell. 
Had he lived, he had now been promoted. The 
newspaper she limds in her band brought ao-^ .. 
\iOanl but two days since. 

Henry, Then you seem to think, spite of your ex- 
perience, she i.t aincere. 

Joe, Why, il' death and disammintment don’t 
make folk sincere, what should? But a braver lad, 
tli^' Bay„.never kept the niid-walch. (Mary weeps, 
and retires.) Poor wench! no wonder it makes her 
weep; longli as my heart is, but il almost sets my 
pump.H a-going. But, lie died as a British seaman 
.should, in the lap of victory; and his death was 
glorious I and I dare say he did not fight the worse 
for loving a pretty girl. [Tom Starboard. 

Henry, If you doubt that, hear the story of poor 
AIR.— Henry. 

f om Starboard waa a lover true, 

^Ab brave a tar aa ever Mill'd , • ' 

Tbr dutiea ableat Beameo dotV 
Tom iliii, and OLVer yet hau ThiI’J. 

But, wreck'd aa he waa lioniuw.trd huuDil, 

W'lihin a league of I'ngland'a roa%t, -■ 

Luve aav'd him, aure. fron/ being drown'd. 

For more than half the crew were loat. 

Ill fight, 'iV>in .Sta.'board kiic ’ no fear, 

Na\, uheii he loat an arm — reaign'il ; 
w Said, “love for Nan, hia only dear. 

Had aav'd hia life, and hate waa kind.” 

And now,jhough wreck’d, vet Tom return’d; 

or all pant linnlahipa made a joke; 

For Btill bi« manly boaom hurn’d 
U itli love~-hiB heart wan heart of oak. 

Beturii'd again. Tom nimbly ran 
*Fu cheer hia lotc. Ilia deikiiii'd bridv] 

But faltr report had brought to Naii, 

^ MX montba before, her 1 om had died. 

\v ith grief Bill daih pin'd awat. 

No remedv her lift could «uvv , 

And 'I om arm 'd the v« ry day 

1 hey laid hu Nancy in'tluVrsvc [EapiUI/, 

Enter Oi.i) Mavthorn and Robert. 

May. Nay, nay, boy, hridh* thy temper. Sir 
Kd '.nrd is liceritinn^s, hot-brained, and giddv ; but 
so he don’t di.shonour us — 

Roh. Ay, to ue .sure; let the vo : devour the 
lamb, and /.ay nothing. Peg, at “The Admiral,” 
is marked for iin alreadv; and he must have Mar.y, 
too, or you’ll no longer have the turnpike, farm, or 
dairy. 

May, I don’t fear Sir Edward, boy, more than 
thy temper. 1 always understood from* the good ad- 
miral that 1 was rent-free; }et. Sir Edward claims 
arrears for years past; and as I have no acquittal 
to shew, we must take care what we do. Thou 
shouldst not have beaten his servant last night. 

Rob. The rogue’s no better than a pimp ; and ift 
wer’n’t for bringing you and zister to poverty — 

May. There again! I was going to tell thee, boy, 
that Mary is not thy sister. 

Rob. No ! 

May. No ; she’s r, natural daughter of the late 
admiral. At three months old, her mother dying, 
he placed her under iiiy care, to be brought up as 
my own child; but, as she, poor innocent! most 
no*v share our lot, T charge thee, boy, not even to 
hint it to her ; ’twoulli break her heart. — Hush ! 
(Mary advances, Robert retires.) DoiiT weep, my 
dearest lamb! hoHven'’s will be dou-a ! Itis, l.^vvu, 
a wofiil change ! 

Mary. All ! sir, the admiral, whose goodness gave 
ns abundance ; whose parental kindness ( for such it 
was) kent me at school, and bred me as his daugh- 
ter ; Ills loss was heavy to us all; and nowmydear- 
e.st Willism, loo; our only hope; after five years' 
absence — (lVeep.s,) Oh! had he but survived— 

May. Ay, chjld, had lieuind the good admiral re- 
turned, your union would have been blessed with 
abundance. Ah ! well, we have seen better days ! 
but we most now submit. [Exeunt. 

Enter SlR EdWard, with gun, SfC, 
iSir Et Take out the greyhoand.s, and give them a 
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course; and let the groom exeroise the curricle- 
horses. — [Gr AOR sKpafrom hehmdthepu^U^-house.'] 

Crack. Siir, f 'll exeroise the ourricle and httfses, 
and I’ll give the dogs a course. * 

Sir E. Are yoii there, iny im[>udent friend? ' 

Crack* That epithet does not suit me, sir; I’m r^- 
iMuikably modest. Maiiy pretend to do what tbe^ 
can’t; such, I allow, are impudent. Now, I can 
do cveiT thing, and don’t pretend ift all. 

Sir E. And, pray, who are you that are so very 
officious ? 

Crack* If you wish to make meyourhof^m friend, 
don’t puzzle me : but, sir, I believe I am the over- 
seer of the parish ; for I visit all the ale-houses 
every sabbatn-day. [drunk last night. 

Sir E. Yes, and most other days. 1 saw you 

Crack. Purely out of respect to sobriety : I told 
vou I was the overseer. Aly neighbours have weak 
heads; and as their wives and families depend upon 
the labour of their hands, rather than they should 
neglect their duty, I sometimes drink their share 
and m,*- too. I saved five from being drunk 
last night, gnd tlilht’s hard work : however, good 
deeds reward*thuniserves. 

Sir £.^Upoo my honour I was not acquainted 
with your virtues... 

Crack. {Bowing') No, sTr, fevfare; or I shou]|h 
noi blush ao often as I dc, by blowing the trumpet 
of my own praise. * 

Sir E. Pray, sir, how do you jfet your living? 

Crack. Sometimes one way, sometimes another. 
T am first ringer of Uie bells, and second huntsman 
to old Tantivy ; and though it’s not in my power to 
improve the weak heads of my neighliours, yef J 
oft 'n mend their understandings. [^P(Anls to his 
shoes.) Eccesignura' {Shewing his apron.) 

Sir E. Anything rather than work, eh? 

Crack. An ['work, sir, to get an honest penny. 
Twice a-w'eek 1 turn pack-borse ; I fetch and carry 
all the letters, packets, and parcels, to and tVoin 
the next market-town: and t other day, 1 stood 
candidate for clerk of the parish ;-but — 

Sir E. 'riic badness of your character prevented 
yo^ election ? 

^Crack. No, sir, it was the goodne.ss of iny voice: 
you hear how musical it is, when 1 only speak; 
what would it have been at an ‘ amen'? — ( Whispers) 
’Fhe parson didn’t like to be outdone. Envy often 
deprives a good man of a place as well as perqui- 
sites. (A pause. Crack laughSf and then noils.) 

Sir E. What’s that familiar nod for? 

Crack, It’s a way 1 have when I give consent. 

Sir E. (’onsent ! to what ? 

Crack. That you may give me what you please 
above half-H-crown. {They laugh.) Oh! I’m a man 
of my word; I'll take care to exercise the curricle 
and horses. 

Sir E. You wjll! Y’ou had better take my box 
coat, and whip, foo, and ro in style. {Ironically.) 

Crack. Had I, sir? Well, I’m going to market, 
and can brink back your honour’s letters and par- 
cels, at the same time ; and, in the evening, wc’ll 
all be jolly. — [Enter Smaat.] 

Sir E, Who is this familiar gentleman, Smart ? 

. Smart. ‘He’^ a sort of JacK-of-all-trades; but, 
ohielly a cobbler. 

Crack. Well, don’t sneer at the cobbler : many of 
your betters have made their fortunes by cobbling. 
Sir, I thank you ; I'm glad to find you more of a 
gentleman than your servant. I’ll look to your cur- 
ricle and horses, sir, befpre I drink your health. I 
love Bssiness, and I hate a guzzler. f Exit. 

Sir E. Give this lettek- to my steward, and tell 
him, if Old Maythnru can’t pay liis arrears, he 
must arrest him. Smart."] The old fellow in 
conhiiement, his daughter Mary will gladly pay the 
^ice of his release. — [Enter Henry Blunt.] — 
Have you your charateryet from your last place? 
Htnry* Eo, Sir Edward; 1 expect it to-day. 


Sir E, Very well. Go to the^ hill opposite the 
lodge; should you spring any .birds, don’t shoot, 
bi^ mark them. And, d’ye hear? I havehJittle love 
afitair upon iny hands. Keep at ii distance. 1 shall be 
near the copse; V'hen I need you, I’U fire. 

Henry. Oh I sir, I know my daty.> [Hnl. 

Enter -Robert. 

Sir E* You, sir, direct my keeper to Barrow- 
hill ; and don’t let me hear of your flrkig a gun again 
upon niy manors, or you’ll visit the county gaol. 

Rob. Shall 1? No, but I don’t think I sbul visit 
the*gaol. [Exit, suXkify* 

Enter PEGGY in a bonnet, with a little basket. 

Sir E. Ah ! iny bonny lass in a bonnet \ What, 
you’re ^oing abutting, I see. The clusters hang 
rctnurkablv in Lowet* By-field, be’neath the 
copse, in the hedge joining the cut ifay-stack. 

Peggy. Ah ! thilt’s the wav you’re going to sho6t; 
if I had known that, now, t’d have chosen another 
place. — [Mary apoears.] — Hnsh ! Qhere’s Miss 
May thorn : she’s at# ays on 'Lhe watch. — Ho*v do. 
Miss Mary ' I’m sor^^J t'-i ‘kee you distressed.— 
{Aside.) Conceited moppet! * [Exil. 

• Sir^E. My dear Mary, you seem dejected! 

R ary. Misfortune, Sir Edward, has pressed hard 
us, of late. 

Sir E. The fault, my love, is yours. T wish to 
be more the friend of yon and your family, than 
ever the late admiral was. 

Mary. Do you, Sir Edward? 
i.Sir E. Certain! V. I wish your father to be rent 
free. 1 long to give you an anruily and a couch ; 
take you to town, and make you happy. 

Mary. T douht, sir, if llinl Would make me so; 
and il there be lathers whose necessities press 
them to seek subsistence by the.siile of a daughter’s 
virtue, how noble were il in the wealthy to pity and 
relieve them ’ [ Exit* 

Sir E. Stubborn and prond still ; but resistance 
makes victory glorious. Since soothirf; won’t do, 
we’ll try a little severity. She’s a y.vee. ,;irl, and 
1 must have her. 

AIR.— Sir Edward. 

Lovfly wum-dB, 'tilt thou tu vrhuftf iirtiit- 1 bowt 
^ 'I hy rhiirms to sHt-ri rupture >;iii- liirih • 

Thiiip elictrical him I leriiU life to the uliolc, 

Aiiii n blank, Miihoiit thre, urre th» earth. 

Oh ' let inu rh> soli pourr, ii'ry ilav, ev'r\ hour, 

W iih iii> bvjrt liuuuur, worship, udori- 
'I boil prChcnt, 'tih iVIny . winter, when thou’rt away . 
fan a man, 1 would aik, wuh (or more f 

111 a dream oft I've seen riincv’a pern-ct-niade i]uecii, 
Which, wjikini;, in vain have 1 anuglit; 


But, Bweet Mary, ’twos you tm h fancy then drew , 
’I'hou’rt the virion whn h ali-rping aln wroi'Klit. 
Lovely woman’ll Mill power, i-v’ry dav, ci’r> hiiu'r. 


Let ni> heart honour, wortbip, aii6re : 

'Hioy preiieiit, Ike. J Exii. 

Scunk II . — A Room in the jPnblic-^ouse. 
Enter Crack, with Sir Edward’s bor coat, whip, 
and hat ; the Lan^laily follotJ*iig. 

Land. Don’t tell me ; I’l! believe Sir Edward 
ordered any such tiling. 

Crack. 1 say he did. My de«r CracI',” says 
he, shaking iny hand, you bad better take my 
riding coat and whip, and go in style^” And let hie 
see the man or woman who'rlare dispute it! Now 
I’m a kind of Bond-street man bf fashion. 

Land, You a Bond-street man of lashion ! 

Crack. Yes, I am — I’m all outside. Where are 
those idle scoundrels? Oh! 1 see; they are get- 
ting the curricle and horse.a ready. 

Land, By my faith, and so they Well, ’tis 
in vain fer ine to talk, so I’ll Ritve^oa. P^gy ! 
{Callina.) Where can this girl of nine be? Why, 
Peggy! 5, [E.Tt<. 

Crack. I have ofien wonderOd w'ly they drive 
two big horses in so small a Qarriage ;"now, I find, 
one’s to draw the gentleman, and t'other his great 
coat. — {Enter Joe Standfast.] 

/oe.‘ They tell me, Crack, that you are under^ail- 
ing orders tor town. I’m bonnd so far, d’ye see, on 
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baunesB for Iff aster Bin nt, the new keeper; inajrliap, 
you'll givofri>ddy aberth on board the coiriclel 
Crack, Ves, I’ll give voorbody a birth on boaHl ; 
(aside) and heaven seiia it a safe deliverance! 

Jpe. Are you steady at the liMV''’’ 

Crack. Unless your treat eliould make me tipsy ; 
in that case, you must steer. 

Joe. Me ! d — e, I'd rather weather the Gape in a 
eook-boat, than drive such a gingerbread jinciim- 
bob three miles ; but for this stm knee of mine, 
I’d rather walk. Oh! I sef. they’re weighing anchor 
yonder. (Pointinp to the stabh.) But what need of 
this, friend? (takmg his coat) the sun shines, and no 
fear of a squall. 

^ Crack. Lord help your head ! we drivers of cnr- 
ricies wear the.>e to keep olf the wind, me sun, and 
thj dust. 

Joe. D — e, but I think your main-sheet is more 
for shew thi^ service. 

CracK Oil, fie! vie could not bear the incle- 
mencies of the suiniK. ^^^f n.„ weren’t well clothed. 
But come, let’s moq/it ; '».iy if we doli’t ride in our 
own carriage, we're better off than many who do: we 
pay no tax, and the coach-maker can't arresi us 
‘ DUETT. 

Crafk....\Vlieii off iti riirnrlt* we co, 

Mind, I'm a ilHiliinK biu^, rnciid Jne, 

Mv wi-ll mail'll ‘li naKU, both lilaek amt roan-— 

. Joe T.ikc iiioMi biirki' iirks, are not jour iiwn. 

Crack.... 1 'miiI for, 1 vow. 

Joe Avaat* pr’ylhre, how ^ 

Crack. ...In papur at aix rauntha* credit, or nearly. 

Joe ......No ( ash t 

Crack. .. .Oh ' that’s iiial-H-propos. lOm 

, VVe hacks pay in paper, and that ereh— • 

Both ....1-al Ul liy, ICC. 

Crack.... VVheii nioiiiited 1, in style t«> he, 

Miunhi sport liehiml in livery 
' Twfo lootineii in fine < lothi'k array'd , 

Joe I-Mr w'l)'*‘] 2 >the tailor ne'er was paid. 

Crack.... VTc ineii ul ton— 

Joe Have ways ol oni own 

Crack.. ..IMead privilege t<> Kad giir tradesmen a dance, sir. 

John, wrhenthey call>-(iiiiiiiit ks) — let 'em wait I’tlu 
And two hours n''er si nd them for aiisw<'r — lhall. 
Both ul |al la, Sti . 

Jos Vm«|, bo ton, iriend Crack, d'>e see, 

Ul 'rc heller from such IninheV free. 

No debts lor coui lies wc i an owe— 

Crack. ...Because no oin wil' trust iis« loi. 

Joe Then I say still, that no man his bill— 

* Crack.... To us fur u (.irriaRi, with justice, can briiiK in 

Joe 1 hen inoniil, never iiiiiid, 

Crack.. ..Lravi old ( an liehiiiil, 

Both .. ..Or, shiMilil he o’ertake us, we'll full n siiiiiinE— - 

I’al lul In, Ike. [ Kxeunt. 

ACT II. 

SCF.Pfk I . — A romantic ratal Prospect; on one side, I 
, • a hat/slack. 

h^imtr Henry and Robert. 

Henry. Honest Kobert, I thoagiit 1 hud lost you. 
Rob. No; I wH.'fVbiit jll^t by here, va.st'iniig a 
^'urdls to keep (he shei p from hieiiking Aut. 

Henry. Sir..^(lwur(l, 3 on ^py, solirit.s your 
sister Mafy^s atreotion! ' 

Hfib. As ^ airection, •he don't care much for 
tbal; I believe, so h*s*>-viild get her good will. 
Hejtry. Do wtu thlYik him likely to obtain it I 
Rob. ^leksTi^llrie firsl. 

Henrff. And who is Sir Edward'.s appointment 
wth, here, think you ! 

^Rob. Why, I be inelined to think (but I beiTt 
sure) it is wi’ Miss Changeabout, at The Ad« 
R*jiiral” — Speak o’*h’ devil, and behold his horns ! 
This way. ■* ( T^ey retire. ) 

Enter Peggy. 

Peggy. I heard a rusllintr, as I passed (he copse, 

I began to ikiqk 'iwas old Nisk. That fellow, Ro- 
bert, does love n's a little, to be sure ; but the 
young baronet he should make me Lady Sir 
Edward Dashaway-^(7ioliurf advances.) 

Rob, (Alotm*) Hem! a little patience, and, may- 
hap, hej^illre(JShe sr'*^'ms,) 

Peggy, How could* yoii frighten a body sol 
Rob. Frighten thee, Peggy 1 it mustn't a trifle 
to da ibat. Have you set ml shame at dellmce't 1 
do wonder old Nick didn’t appear to thee in thy 
road thither. 


. *^on’t yon go to terrify me ; now don’t ; 

if yon do, you’ll repent it. 

.R b. No, Peggy ; 'tis ypu lhat!|Ul repent. How- 
eye]', I do hope j^ome wt.£ning voice, zome invi- 
iblfe spirit, will appear tor thee yet, bevore, it be 
^•«»late. y- 

‘ •t^^(fgv. You had better not terrify me now, I tell 
you — you’d be'U’' not. 

Rob. Take cure where thee dost tread, Peggy. 
(She trembles.) I would not swear there is not a 
wey under thy feet. (She starts.) D — n un, here 
he is, zure enow ! — (Aside.) One word more, an’ 
I ha’ done. (Very solemn.) If in this lonesome 
place Belxeehnb should appear to thee, in the 
iikenesh of a gentleman wi' a gun in his hand, 
look for his cloven foot; repent thy perjuration; 
and, wi* tears in ihy eyes, go whooin again, and 
make thy mother happy. (Retires behind the hay- 
stack. ) 

Peggy. Dear heart ' dear heart ! I wish I hadn’t 
come. I’m afraid to stir out o’ my •'* Oh, 
j lud ’ 1 wish I were at home ag; . 11 . 

' Si R El)W A RD, having p»^^iis yon against Ae rails of 
, the hay -stack, steal ^'^behituf' and taps her on her 

I shoulder. ‘ ' ' 

^ ■' L ir» 

I i^eygy. Mercy upog.*,?e\- Edward, I took 
! \ou tor old Nick. . ’ ’ 

Sir E. You did me great honour. i 

I Peggy, (Looking ) Are >ou sure you have not a 
I cloven foot ? I was cautioned to beware of you. 
j Sir E. By young May thorn, 1 suppose! 1 saw 
I t’.e impudent lascal. Upon iny soul, you look di- 
vinely ' ( I'akes her aside. Robert sheuis sign., of 
displeasure.) l.s not that a sweet cottage 111 the 
\alle> * Shall I make you a present pf it, Peggy ? 

Peggy. \Vh\, Sir Edward, (hough 1 (^ou’t lliink 
Robert Maylhnrii is a lit match for me ; yet, you 
kne y, in losing him — 

Sir E. Y ou hm t* found a better inatoli. 

Peggy, Oh ’ ll your honour meen it to be a 
match, — (.Vfi* Edward turns) — that Ls, a lawful 
match — 

Sir E. To be sure I do, you little rogue! (She 
repulses him.) Nay, one kiss of your pretty pout- 
ing lips. 

Peyyy. M'hy , as to a ki.ss, to be .sure, — (luipev 
Her lips) — I hope no one see.s. (She holds up tier 
face ; and, as he approaches, Robert reaches out his 
hand, fires the gun, and conceals himselj again. Sir 
Edward and Peggy start.) 

Henry. ( Without.) 31ark, mark ! 


. . .Good hen eii, protect me ' 'iwa* old N'lck ' 

Sir r. 'I IB uilil ' 'iwas, kun , in\ ^iiu ; 

Or, Roherrh ,tl.iy'(l sunn ilvviliali tnck-— 
Pc^Ky....Ah, inr' I aiii iiniliiiic' 

Twab, sun , a wariiiii); voice that Kpiikr' 
SirE..... A vviiriiiiii' viiif-c ' oh, no' fRwhert steals oH 
Peirif} ....Relieve iiufsir, 11 w.vb no lokc. 

Sir E .... Oiii kiss l■('((lrc vvt 

Pegey Na\, ci use v»iir •l•llllll|r, pray, awhile. 

Your kerpi r « connnir now : 

.Aiitl iDiither's hohhlniK o'er the style, . 

Shu IS, I swear .viul vow. 

Enter llEMiY Bi ll NT. 

Sir E.. . . . Eh \ w hat {)u' dev il brouKht yon htre * 

I pr'vthet, mail, rcOri- j.— -i. 

Ilciir} ..1 tlioiiplil von told me to appear, 

Wliuu 1 should hear yon tir«.‘ 


Enter iMiidladg, with Robert. 

Land. ....Where is this pl.'iRny maid of mine? 

A'li’l voii >1 preltv jade? 

Tin iu,‘vhi hour, that wc should diiic. 

And vet i i 'uMpIiiiys made. 

Peggy.. ..To gather nuts IV you Pve hern. 

And er.inini’d my basket tight ; 
liurtraiothi r, * die! Nick have seen. 

So, dropp'd 'tnir^ith the fright. 

Kuh W itli faiit y's t.ile, her nioiher's oar 

She knows howr to betray , 

' For slaving out «o long, ane’ll swomr 

The devil stopp'd her wav. * 

Sir E Come, coine,4et s home with merix' glee, 

On dinner to regale ; 

And, bostoM, let our welcome be 

A jug of nut-brown ale. [AMIIflf s 
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SocNB ll^Amiier niral Prosgffi, 


, the nunieri of horeet m 

_ refinod then their meetere: he kiohed vp» at wtn 

Jlfm« The Melit c/pt'ieg lait dUpels' th^fir- | ms \>o,sAj»tbetfor jroo. IKidksmp.) 

lBAP*lt mani. Anil moVaal willia clniljl Vnlinii vIa I n_A. wnif Aamim tn has 


mer*e roera, end ma’cesU^. , '▼itha stniie, ahtioi| ate ) 
the haaieeBS of to-moYOw. ttow different dnr |,< 

Olir fatDFA « 1 au ^ka dark and atnrmv. ai. . t 


&rooei. D — e« "QO ieem to bave^ede a Tei7 
jioiice job of it. .^e 

our future daeV^ksdark and stormy, a^ ^ I Cra/cK If 300^ datter at heaf|tHt half, what will 
bo^ (the BUD whioo ^‘laddens all beside) B^jvia * yon say when you know the whf'?>? Theoaniaiet 
. . . I you see, — «. 

Groom. Ts that run away, too? [care of it* 

Crack. No ; but it might, If I hadn’t taken good 


In homd.'^reiki 
And when 4 hear t 
All coi ' “ - 
„For 


»inlnn fliea 
rViilham 


not for ns a aingle ray, 

AIR. 

Ere Borrow Uuf ht my tean to flow, 

They called me happ\ Mery} 

In rural cot. my humble lot, 

1 play it like any fairy i 
And when the aun, with troldenray, 
hunk down the weiieru iky, 

IJpitii ihr green to dance or play. 

The first was happy I. 

Fond a* the dove was my true lo^e. 

Oh ' h( was kind to me , 

And, what was still mv greater pnde, 

I thought I should be William’s unde, 

WhLU be TLturn'd from tea. 

Ah' what avails remtmhranre now? 

It lends f dsrt to sorrow . 

Aly oiice*lov’d Lut, and happy lot, 

.ten loads nith grief Uvinorrow. 
y*’ fa’s buried in die deep. 

An 1 1 en xore opprtss’d , 

New dll the di.>^l ul and weip. 

At night 1 kilo., n rest. 

1 dream of w*vea, an sailors’ graves, 

ifLe. 

j \ ‘ wind, I 

va' jIiU mind, ^ 

, • [Exei/Rt. 

S^CNC in . — The Tumpii^,^c.*u^ before. Sir Ed^ 
wartfi groom latls ” Gate Roui rt opens tt, 
and the groom crosses the stage with a bag of 
oats. Enter Joe Standfast and ('rack, with 
a trunk; Croik a little tipsy, and singing. ^ 
/pe. D — e, shipmate, but you are «tlic worst 
steersman I etrer met with. 

Crack, Don't sa}' so, if the horses had not run 
so rant, we aha^ld not have upset. 

Joe. Will, be it as it may, we brought home 
one of the nags safe. 

Crack. There 30a mistake r it was the nag 
«brought us home safe , we threa rode upon his 
Joe. \yeUi.c.e’ [back, 

Crack.^ I es ; you, I, and the trunk. 

I’m Sony t'other poor dctil is left behind. 
4i Crack. You’re out again, for, when ho broke, 
he left us behind , and it he contiruedto gallop, as 
he began, he’s a long way before. 

Joe. My head' here cornea the groom; get ou 
of it how you can. There’s the trunk. {Lays it on 
the table.) And now for a peep ai the paper. I'll 
not be overhauled, d'ye sec; and so, fiiend Crack, 
1 advise you to prepare a good answer. 

Crack. I never was without one in my liJe, If 
the groom won’t stand quizzing. I’ll be impudent. 

Enter Groom. 

Groom. Why, that trunk, you, and the sailor, 
for a light carnage, were a little too weighty, I 
think, friend. > 

Crack, Not weighty enough, friend : but, it seems 
you and your horses’ wits ioinp: they, like yon, 
voted US too weighty, and so unloaded us. 

Groom. Unloaded you ! , ' 

Crack. Yes; it you won’t believe me, ask your 
niuj^er’s grrnt c^at. (Owes it.) Brush it, d’ye hear'’ 
it nas'oeen rubbed already. n [back? 

Groom. And haven’t you brought the black horse 
Crack. Why, how you talk! the black horse 
wouldn’t bring os back. 

Groom. And where is be? 

Crack. He’s gone. . n » 

Gone ! Where, (> ’ * 

He did not te'! *ne where he was going; 
oD ided e: when you ca'oh hira, 
teach him better manners. 

Groom. D — c, if ever 1 heard the like before ! 

^ Crack. No, nor saw the like behind. He winr*»d 
like a devil! the worst bred'horae I ever bbwl 
G room. Wfaat do you tdla of? Not a better bred 
hone in the kingdom* 


Gjfoom. By driving oy^r posts, I soppoae? 

Craik. No ; by driving against po8ts->(ob ! youll 
find me correct)— by which I took off one wheels 
and broks the other. * 

Groom. And haven't yon brought it with yon? 
Crack. WvAout wheels! how cor’.d I? ’twoold 
have broken my (jack. ' [that’s al> I 

Groom. 1 wish yon mayn’t get your bead broken. 
Crack. So far from that, I ernpt tA be oompU- 
ineiited for iny judgtj^ent; foi[,if, riiad not, like a 
skilful whip, whipped n^'thfifj^eels, I might nave 
lost trie carriag«, and all iv rvaluable oontents. Bjr 
being evpert, 1 have sailed both. 

/tvro&i... Well, friend, you seem very merry under 
misfortune, and I wish you lucfic. It was Sir Ed- 
waru's own doing he can't blame me. [^libral* 
Cratk. If lie should, I'll make a neat delenoe, 
for the sake of your nice feeling : d— d hard, if at a 
battle of brains I could not out-gossip a grumbling 
gt^om. Wlienev er I 'm puz/Jed, I always hum folk ; 
humining’8.r('| the fashion. 

'rti AIR.— Cracit. 

^Ir, f 


irrnLlalr, srrircaDts lirst llu di 
full t\ nie, village ladii tliVy^ui 


Will 

dil'ts full . „ 

boldien out go all, famous RCt in slory . 

If tliLy c han(.e to Vo. , don’t ihe^ slr«p in glory ? « 

1 owdy rpwdy dnvr, Itc. 

Lavryrrs iri.whrn fer’d, jarlet to maltr pliant. 

If theviaii't butceed, tbrn thej hum ihair client. 

To perfeitiou come, humming all the trade is, 

Ladias lovers hnm, lovers hum the ladtos. 

1 owdy rowdy do , See. 

. iia'n’t Britannia’s sons often humm'd mnpnsi w^ii 

IIh’ii’i the> humm’d ihf Dons* leithtir ~ ftr| *• 
Strike they muvt, tbouah loth, (ships with dollars I *hmaiV 4 
11 thvy ri nut hum ni'd noth, thin will 1 be .. . 

I owd} rowdy dow, Ate. 

Old Maytiiorn crosses to his own house, very 
disconsolate. 

Crack. There goes a man of sorrow. 1 remem- 
ber him u jebter It may be my tui n next. I’ll never 
joke again till I see a— [ 7 i?M/« the Steward and a 
Bailif.\ — lawyer and bailiff' —Gentlemen, your 
humble servant. 1 revet ence yonr cBlliii(,8, and I 
respect your power ; tor you two are a u..bU}h — 

Bailijf. For what'’ 

Crack. The devil I'owdy rowdy, &c. 

Enter two Satu^s.'^ 

1 Sad. I believe, iness'.uate, we have'^'ed Mm 
to his moot ings. „ * 

*2 Sail. You’re right ; foi^^’y re, you see, is tLe 
poi t admiral. ( Points to the siyu. • *, 

1 Sad. House' bring us a iiin'^ of beer. {They 
sit at the table. — Enter PfcGGY, vnth Wr.)— \ 
pretty, little, tight wench, ’faith! x 

Peggy. Yes; pretty — but ihe graces are sour. " 
fJExil with great roNceiV* 

1 Sail. The folk here will linrdlj(.gae8s our errand. 

Euk^r Joe, iti rapture, with a t^spDper. 

Joe, Here it is ! on board ihe Turnpike, a-hoy 
D — e! here it is! he’s alive I the boy’s alive! and-o 
hot hold, avast' ihe last paper said he d^ad; this 

says it’s a lie: which shall 1 beli{^? {Sees Sailors.) 
What chee. , brother sailors ? iVoiSO^hat port? 

] Sail. Portsmootli. « v 

Joe, Whither bound? 

1 Sail. Can’t you .sqe,we(ndi. e csatwlL'dior? 

Joe. I say, Bob' Miks Mary! — butavAst? may- 
hap the i can inform me. You have had a severe 
engagenrent in the chops of the Channel, 1 hear? 

1 Sail. Yes, we have. , 

Joe. And |ust a» the Freuuhman struck, she went 
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SCENE 4.] 

For tliinufB are in strange tronble. Here ; be secret ; 
’Tis worth jour care : begone now ; more ejes 
^ watch UB, 

Than may be fur our safeties. 

Don J. Harkye— - 

^itrse. Peace; goodnight! [ 

Don J, She’s gone, and 1 am loaden. Fortune 
for me ! 

It Weighs well, and it feels well ; it may chance 
To 1)0 some pack of worth : by th* mass, 'lis heavy * 
If it be coin or jewels, it is worth welrnnie. a 

I’ll ne*er rcQ^se a fortune : I am confident * 

'Ti« of no cnnimnn price. Now to my lodging: • 

If it be right. I'll bless this night. [Exit. 

SCENK III. — AHolher Street, 

Enter "DvKr., Guzman, Pedro, and Perez. 

Duke. Weleoinc to town. Are ye all fit? 
irttz. To noiiit, sir. 

^ Duke. Wliere are the horses? 

* Pedro. Where they wcie appointed. 

Duke. Be private all, and whatsoever fortune* 
OlVer itself, Id us stand sure. • 

Perez. Fear not ; 

Ere you shall be endanger'd, or deluded, 

We'll intfh:^ black night on't. 

Duke. No more, f know it; • 

You know vour quarters. 

Guz. Will you go alrm^, sir ? ! 

Duke. Yu shall not be far from me, the least 
noise 

Shall bring you to my rescue. 

Pedro. \Ve are connseirdr j Exeunt. 

Enter Don JoriN, Kith a Childs ert/iug. 

Don J. W’as ev er man so paiil for being curious ; 
Ever so hohh'd foi seurrhine: out adventures, 

As J am! Did tl’^* devil lead me'* Must L needs 
be peeping 

Into men's houses, nhere I had no business, 

And make myself u inischiei * 

What have I got by this now? 

A piece of pap luid eaudle-work — a child: 

'J'hLs comes of peeping ' 

W hat a figure do 1 make now ! irood white bread, 
Let's have no liaw ling wi' > 0 . ’.Sdeath’ have I 
Known wenches thus long, all the ways of wenches. 
Their snares and subtleties. 

And uni 1 now bniiiiiddled with a bastard? 

Well, Don John, • , 

Y ou'll be wiser one day, when you have paid dearly 
Fur a collection ot these halter prints. 

'Twould not grieve me to keep this gingerbread, 
AVere it of my own baking ; but lo beggar 
• Myself ill caudles, nurses, coral, bells, and babies, 
For other nien's iniquities! 

W hut nhull 1 do with it now? 

Should T be caught here dandling this pap-sjioon, 

1 shall be sung in ballads; 

No eyes ore near — I’ll drop it, 

For the next curious coxcomb. How it smiles 
upon me ! 

lla! you little sugar-sop! ’tis a sweet baby; 

' 'Twere barbarous to leave it: leu to one 'iwould 
kill it; 

Worse sin than his who got it. Weil, I’ll take it. 
And keep it as they keep death's-head, in rings. 

To cry ineiiiento to ii,**, “ more peeping*” 

Now all the danger is to qualify 
The good old gentlew'oiiian, at whose house we 
lodge ; 

For she will fall upon me with u catechism 
Of Anirfftiours long, (loiiie, good wonder. 

Let you and I be jogging ; your starv'd treble 
Will waken the rude watch else. All that be 
Curious night-walkers, may' they fmd niv fee’ 


^ SCENE IV.— Street, 

Enter Don Frederick. 

.Don F. Sure, he’s gone home. I have beaten all 
the purlieus, 

But cannot bolt him: if he be a bobbing — What's 
here? 

Enter Firxt CoNSTANTIA. 

1 Con, I am ready. 

And through a world of dangers am flown to you; 

Be full of haste and care, we are undone else. 

Where are your people? W'hich way must we 
travel ? ^ • 

For heaven's sake, .stay not here, sir’ 

Don F. What may this prove! 
i Con. Alas’ 1 a?ri mistaken, lost, undone. 

For ever perisli’d' Sir, for heaven's sake tell me. 

Are ^ou a gentleman.' 

Don F. I am. 

1 Con Of ihi.s place’ 

Don F, No; bom in Spain. 

1 Con. As ever you lov'd honour. 

As ever your desires may gain their ends, 

Do a poor wretched woman but this benefit. 

For I am forc'd to trust you. 

Don You have eharm'd me: 

Humanity and lionoui bid me help yon; 

And if I tail your trust — 

1 Con. The time's too dangerous 
To stay your protestations . I believe you, 

Alas' 1 must believe you. From this place, 

Good, noble sir, remove me instantly , 

And, for a time, where nothing but yotiiself, 

.And honest eonversfltion, may eome near me; 

In some secure place settle me. W hat I am. 

And why thus boldly I commit luy credit 
Into a stranger’s hand, the fear and dangers 
That (orce me to this wild course, at moie leisure, 

1 shall reveal unto you. 

Don F. Come, be bearty ; 

He must strike through niy life that lakes you from 
me. * [FacM/if, 

Scene V. 

Enter PETRI’CHIO, Antonio, Sanciiio, and 
Bautista. 

Petr. He will sore come : are ye all well arm’d? 
ilufo. Never fear us: 

Here's that will make them dance without a fiddle. 
Petr. W e are to look for no weak h>es, my friends, 
i Nor unadvi.s'd ones. 

Auto. Best gamesters makff the best play ; 

I We .shall light cIo,se, and home, too. 
i San, Antonio, 

You aie a thought too bloody. 

Anto. Why, all physicians 
And penny almanacks allow the opening 
Of veins this month. \Vh\ do you talk of bloody ? 
What come we for, to fail to cull's for apples? 

W hat, would you make the cause a cudgel-quarrel? 
On terms stands this man* Is nut hi.s honour 
Open'd t^liis hand, and pick'd out like an oyster? 
Ills credit like a qiijirl-pot knock'd together. 

Able to bold no liquor ? Clear out this point. 

Petr. Speak soft, gentle cousin. 

Auto. I'll speak tiuly. * 

What .should man do, allied to these disgraces, 

Lick o'er his eiiemv. sit down, and dance him? 

Cry, “That's iny’fnic boy, thou shalt do so no 
more, child ?” 

Petr, lleie are no such cold pities. 

.4fi/o. By St. Jaques, 

Thoy .shall not find me one! Here's old tough 
Andrew, 

A special fiiend of mine, and he but hold. 

I'll strike them .such a hornpipe! Knocks J como 
for. 
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And the best blood IMI light on : I profess it , 
Not to scare costermofigers. If I lose my own, 
Mj audit’s cast, and farewell five-and-fifty. 

Petr, Let’s talk no longer, place yourself widpi 
silence. 

As I direct you ; and when time calls os, 

As ye are friends, so shew yourselves. 

Auto, So he it. 

Ok ! how iny fingers tingle to be at them ! 

[Exeunt, 

ScENR IV. — A Chamber, 

Enter Don John and his Landlady. 

Land, Nay,, son, if this be your regard— 

Eon J, Gf»od inotbVr — 

Land. Good me no goods. Your cousin and 
3 ourself 

Are welcome to me whilst you bear yourselves 
Like honest and true gentlemen. Lring hither. 

To tiiy house, that have ever been reputed 
A gentlewoinan of a decent and fair carriage, 

And MO behav'd myself — 

Don J. I know Vou have. 

Land, Bring liilhcr, as I sa^, to make iny name 
Stink in my neighbours’ nostrils, your devices, 
Your brats, got nut ofallicant and broken oaths; 
Your linsey-wolsey work, your filch’d iniquities! 
You’re deceiv’d in me, sir, I am none 
Of those receivers. 

Eon J. Have 1 not sworn unto you, 

’Tis none of mine, and siiew’d you how I found it? 
Land. You found an easy foul, that let you get it. 
Eon J. Will you hear me? 

Land, Oaths! what care you for oaths, to gain 
your ends, 

When you are high and pamper’d? What saint 
knows you? 

Or what religion, hut your wicked passions? 

I’m sick to see this dealing. 

T)on J, Heaven forbid, mother ! 

Land. Nay, 1 am very sick. 

EouJ, Who waits there? 

Peter. (TVi/Aiw.) Sir? 

Eon J, Biing a bottle of canary wine. 

Land. Exceeding sick, heaven help me! 

Eon J. Haste you, sirrah! 

1 must e’en make her drunk. (Aside.) Nay, gentle 
mother — 

Land. Now fie upon you ! was it for this purpose 
You fetch’d , 3 our evening walks for your devotions. 
For this pretended holiness? No weather. 

Not before day, could hold you from the matins. 
Were these your bf^peep prayers? 

Still sicker, sicker I 

Enter Peter, wdth a bottle of wine. 

EonJ. There is no talking to her till I have 
drench’d her: (Aside.) 

Give me : here, mother, take a good round draught. 
It will purge spleen from your spirits: deeper, 
mother. 

Land, A|, ay, son, you imagine this w"l mend 

EonJ, All, i’faith! mother. 

Land, I confess, the wine 
Will do its part. 

• Eon J. IMI pledge you. 

Land, But, sou John — 

Eon J. 1 know yonr meaning, mother ; tonch it 
once more. 

Alas 1 you look not well. Take a round draught. 
And then we’ll talk at large. 

Land, A civil gentleman ! 

A stranger ; one the town holds a good regard of. 

(Aside.) 

EonJ, Now we grow kind and maudlin. (Aside.) 
Land, One that should weigh his fair name! 
'% (Aside.) Oh! a stitch: 


[Act II. 

Eon J, There’s nothing belter for a stitch, good 
mother : 

Make no spare of it as you love yonr healtCl ; 
Mince not the matter. 

iMnd. As 1 said, a gentleman lodge in my house ! 
Now heaven’s my comfort, signior!— 

Eon J, And llie wine, good mother. 

I look’d for this. (Aside.) 

J^nd. I did not think yon would have us’d 'me 
thus ; 

A womanaof credit ; one, heaven knows ! 

That loves yon hut loo tenderly. , 
fEou J. The thunder ceases, and the rain de- 
Hceiids. 

Land. What do you say, son? 

Eon J. I say, mother. 

That I everroundyourkii)dne.sK, and acknowledge it. 
Land, No, no; I am a fool to counsel you. 
W'here’s the infant ? 

Come, let’s see yonr workmanship. 

Eon J. It is none of mine, mother, but I’ll fetch 

Here it is, and a lusty one. 

Lnttd. Oh I heaven bless thee! As I live. 

Your own eyes, signior; and the nether lip 
As like you as yon had spit it. 

Eon J. I am glad oii’t. 

Land. Bless me ! what t]iings are these? 

Eon J, T thought my labour 
W'as not all lost ; ’tis goV; and these are jewels. 
Both rich and right. 1 hope. 

iMnd. W’ell, well, sort John, 

Here I am with you now, when, as they say, 

Y'cnr pleasure comes with profit. 

Don J. All this time, good mother, 

The child wants looking to, wants meat and nurses. 

Lnnd. Now blessing o’ thy heart ! it shall have all, 
And instantly : I'll seek a nurse myself, son. 

’Tiq a sweet child I Ah I my young Spaniard! 
Take you no further care, sir. 

Eon J, Y cs, of these jewels, 

1 must, by your good leave, mother; these are 
mine : 

The gold for bringing up oft, I freely render 
To your charge : lor the rest, I’ll find a master. 

But where’s Don Fred’rick, mother? 

Land. Ten to one, 

About the like udvciilure; be told roe 
He was to find you out. 

Eon J, Why should he stay thus? 

There ma^ be some ill chance in’t ; sleep I will not, 
Before 1 have found him. 

W'^ell, my dear mother, let the child he look’d to; 
And Ic'ok you to be rewarded. About it 
Straight, good mother. 

Land. No more words, nor no more children. 
Good son, as you love me: this may do well : 

This shall do well : eb I you little, sweet cherub ! 

[£xil, with the Child. 
EonJ. Away! So, so; 1 thought the wine 
would do its duty : 

She’ll kill the child with kindness: t’other glas.s. 
And she had ravish’d me. ’There is no way 
Of bringing women of her age to reaifbn, 

Bat by this : girls of fifteen are caught 
Fifty ways ; they bite as fast as you throw in ; 

But with the old cold ’tis a dilPrent dealing, 

’Tis wine must warm them to their sense of feeling. 

[JSTxS. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — A Chamber. 

Enter Don Frederick, and Anthonw wUh a 
candle* 

Eon F. Give me the candle ; so, go you out that 
way. 
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Anth, What have we now to do? (Aside.) 
Do^F. And, on your life, sirrah! 

Let none come near the door, without my know- 
ledge; 

No, not mv landlady, nor my friend. 

A nth. ’Tis done, sir. 

Don F. Nor any serious business that concerns 
' me. ' 

Atith. Is the wind there again? (Aside.) 

DonF. Hegone! • • 

Anth. I am, sir. * [^Exit. 

Fred. Now enter without fear. * 

Euler First CoNSTANTlA. 

And, noble lady, 

That safety and civility you wish for, 

Shall truly here attend you : 

No wishes, 

Beyond the moderation dt a man, 

, Bare enter here. Your own desires and inno- 
cence, • 

Join’d to iny vow’d obedience, shall protect you. 

1 Con. You are truly noble, • 

And worth a w'Ouiaii’M trust : let it become me, 

(1 do beseech you, sir,) for all your kindness. 

To rendft^awith iny thanks, this worthless trifle: 

(Offers ft rimj.) 

1 may be longer troublesgiiie. 

Don F. Fair oflices • 

Are still their o\mi rewards- heaven bless me, 
lady. 

From selling civil courtesies. May it please you, 

If >ou will force a favour, to oblige me. 

Draw but that cloud aside, to sutisf} me 
For what good angel I am engag’d. 

1 Con. It shall be; 

For 1 am truly coiilident you are honest 
The piece is scare* worth looking on. 

Don F. Trust H’-*, 

The abstract of all beauty, soul of sweetness* 

What e>es are there ’ 

Noble lady, 

If there be any further service to cast on me. 

Let it be worth iiiy lile, so much 1 honour }ou — 

1 Con. Your service is too liberal, worthy sir. 
Thus lar T shall i-nlreat — 


^Duke. Then you shall buy me dearly. 

(They fight; the Duke fights and retreats.) 

Enter Don John. 

DonJ. Sore, ^tis fighting! 

My friend may be engag’d. Fie! gentlemen. 

This is unmanly odds. {Duke falls.) Press upon 
A fall’n enemy; it is cowardly : 

Thus will 1 protect him. (Bestrides the Duke.) 
Anto. I’ll stop your month, sir. 

Don J. Nay, then, have at thee freely. 

There's a pluin to satisfy your longing. 

Petr, lie's fallen; 1 hope I hav^sped him. 
Where’s Antonio? * 

Anto. I must have one thrust more, air. 

Doi€ J. Come up to me. 

Anto. A mischief confound your fingers! 

He’s given me riiy quietus est; I felt him 
In my small guts, I’m sure he's fee/.'d me: 

Tliis conies of siding with you. 

Petr. 1 hear more rescue coming. 

( Trampling within.) 
Anto. Let’s turn back, then ; 

My skull’s uncloven yet, let me but kill somebody. 
Petr. Away, for heaven’s sake, with him ! 

^ [ They hurry Antonio off, 

• Enter the Duke's Party. 

Don J. Help, gentlemen ! How is it? 

Duke. Well, sir, 

Only a little stagger’d. 

Duke's Party. Let's pursue them. 

I Duke. No; not a man, I charge you. 

' My thanks to you, brave .sir, whose timely valour 
I And iiisnly courtesy came to my rescue. 

! Don J. You had foul play olVer’d you, and shame 
I befall him 

That can pass by oppression. 

I Duke. May 1 crave, sir, 

j But this niiicli honour more, to know your name, 

; And him 1 am so bound to * 

Dun J. For the bond, sir, 

’Tis every good man's lie, to know me further, 

I \\ ill little profit >ou ; I am a stranger, 

’ My country, Spain ; my name, Don John; a gen- 
tleman 


Don F. Comiiiand me, lady : 

You make vour power too poor. 

1 Con. That pie.seiilly, ^ 

W'itb all convenient baste, you will retiv 
L'nto the street you found nic in: 

I'licre, if you liiid a genticm.in oppress'd 
With lord* and violence, do a man’s ollice, • 

And draw your svvoid, to re.scue him. 

Don F. He’s safe, 

Be what be will ; and let his foes be devils. 

Arm'd with 3 our beauty, I .shall conjure them. 
Retire ; this key will guide you : all things necessary 
Are there before you. 

1 Con. All my prayers go with you! 

DonF. Men say. gold 

Does nil, cngage.s all, woik.s through all dangers: 
Now, 1 sav, be.iuty can do iiioie. The king’s ex- 
cfiequer. 

Nor all his wcaltliy Indies, could not draw me 
Through half those miseries this piece of pleasure 
Might make me leap into : 

Yei, I vow, « 

My hopes shall die, and iny tongue rot within me. 
Ere 1 infriiige iiiy faith. Now to my rescue. [£jnV. 

, SCENK II.— .<4 Street. 

Enter tHeVtUKL, pursued by Pr.TRlJCIllO, AntoNIO, 
and that party. 

Duke. You will not ail oppre.ss me? 

Anto. Kill him i’ th' wanton eye. 

Let me come to him. 


' That came abroad to travel. 

Duke. I have heard, .sir, 

! Much worthy nieiition of you, yet I find 
I Fame short of wlmt vou are. 

; Don J. You are pleas'd, sir, 

; To express your courtesy , iiAy I demand 
j freely what yon are, and what mischance 
j Cast you into this danger f 
j Duke. For this present 
1 must desire your pardon ; you shall know me 
Ere it be long, sir, and nobler thanks 
Than now my will can render. 

Don \ our will’s ydar own, sir. 

( Looking about . ) 

Dtfilr^What is’t you look for, sir! Have you 
Ybst anything! 

DonJ, Duly iiiy .hat i' th’ sciiflle; sure, these 
fellows 

Were night -snaps I 

Duke, believe me, sir; pray, use mine. 

For 'twill he hard to find youi own now. 

DonJ. Indeed, I cannot. 

Duke. Indeed, you .shall : I can command another. 
I do beseech you, honour me. 

Don J. Well, sir, then I will; 

And so I’ll take iiiy leave. 

Duke. Within these few days 
1 hope 1 shall be happy in your knowledge. 

Till when, you live in luy reinemhraiice* 

( Exit tnth his party, 

Don J. And you in mine. 

This is some noble fellow ! 
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1 Con. With much joy may he wear it! ’t£s a 
right one, 

I ean aaaare yon, gentlemen ; and right happy 
May he be in all fights for that noble service. 

Dou F, Why do you blush ? 

1 Con. It had almost cozen’d me. 

For, not to lie, when 1 saw that, I look’d for 
Another owner of it. But ’tis well. 

Don /*. W ho' B there ? ( Knockwg. ) 

Pray you, retire, madam. [£«if 1 .Con.] Come in, ^ 
sir. 

Enter Anthony. 

Now, what’s the iiew^ with you? 

Anth, There is a gentleman without 
Would speak with Don John. 

Don /<. (To Don J. who is peeping after Con.) 
Don John! 

DonJ. (Still peepinp.) What’s the matter? 

Don F. Leave peeping, John: you are wanted. 
Don J. Who is it ? 

Anlh. I do not know, sir; but he shews a man 
Of no mean reckoning. 

Don J. Let him shew his name. 

And you return a little wiser. [Exit Anthony. 
Don F. How do you like her, John? 

Don J. As well as you, Frederick, * 

For all I am honest ; you shall find it, too. ^ 

Don F. Art thou not honest? 

Don J. Art thou an ass? 

** And modest as her blushes !” What a block- 
head 

Would e’er have popp’d out such a dry apology 
For his dear friend ? And to a,gentlewoman, 

A woman <^her youth and delicacy ! 

They are arguments to draw them to abhor us. 

An honest, moral man ! ’tis for a constable. 

A handsome man, a wholesome man, 

Adiberal man, a likely man. 

Stout, strong, and valiant — 

These had been things to hearken to; things 
catching ; 

But you have such a spic’d consideration. 

Such qualms upon your worshiii's conscience. 

Such chilblains in your blood, that all things pinch 
you. 

Which nature and the liberal world make custom; 
And nothing but fair honour! dear honour! sweet 
honour! 

Ob ! damn your water-gruel honour! 

Don F, I am sorry, John — 

DonJ. And so &ra 1, Frederick; but what of 
that ? 

Fie upon thee! a man of thy discretion! 

That 1 was trusty and valiant, were things well 
put in ; 

But, modest ! a modest gentleman * 

Ob! wit, wit! where wast thou? 

Don F. It shall be mended ; 

And henceforth you shall nave your due.' 

Re-onter Anthony. 

Don J. 1 look for’t.- -How* now, who is’t? 

Anth. A gentleman of this city, 

And calls himself Petruchio. 

DonJ* Petruchio! I’ll attend him. [Exit Anth. 

Enter First CONSTANTIA. 

1 Con. How did he call himself? 

Don F. Petruchio : 

Does it concern you aught? 

1 Con. Oh! gentlemen, 

The hour of my destruction is come on me ; 

1 am discover’d, lost, left to my ruin : 

As ever you bad pity— 

Don /• Do not fear ; 


Let the great devil come, he shall oome through 
me first. 

Lost here, and we about you ! 

1 Con. To you, and your humanity, a hapless 
Helpless creature, begs for safety. Oh ! grant 
Me your protection ; to your honours, sirs, 

I fly, as to the altar, for a refuge : 

Be your nobleness 

My sanctuary, and shield a woe-sick heart 
From all its terrors and afflictions. (Kneeling.') 
Don J. Pray, rise. (Kneels.) 1 can’t bear it. 

II Don F. Fall before us ! 

1 Con. Oh ! my unfortunate estate ! all anger 
Compar’d to his, to his — 

Don F. Let bis and all men’s. 

Whilst we have power and life ; bear up, for hea- 
ven’s sake ! 

Don J. And lor ray sake, be comforted. 

1 Con. J have offended heaven, too; yet heaven 
knows — 

Don J. Ay, heaven knows, that we are alf 
evil ; 

Vet heaven forbid we should have our deserts. 
What is he? 

1 Con. Too, too near to my offence, sir. 

Ob! he will rut me piece-meal! ^ < 

Day F. ’Tis no treason? 

Dott J. Let it be what it will, if he cut here. 

I’ll find him cut-Av6rk. S> 

Don F. He must buy you dear; 

With more than coiniuon lives. 

Don J. Fear not, nor weep not; 

By heaven. I’ll fire the town before you perish ! 
And theji the more the merrier; we’ll jog with 
you. 

Don F. Come, in, and dry your eyes. 

Don J. Pray, no more weeping. 

Spoil a sweet face for nothing ! My return 
Shall end all this, 1 warrant you. . 

'1 Con, Heaven grant it! [EAcun/. 

Scene IV. — An Apartment in Don Frederick's 
Lodgings. 

En/er Petruchio, with a letter. 

Petr. This man should be of quality and worth. 
By Don Alvaro’s letter ; for he gives 
No slight recommen Jation of him : 

I’ll e’en fttake use of him. 

Enter Don John. 

Don J. Save you, sir ; 1 am sorry 
My business was so unmannerly, to make you 
Wait thus long here. 

Petr. Occasions must be serv’d, sir. 

But is your name Don John ! • 

Don J. It is, sir. 

Petr. ’I’heu, 

First, for your own brave sake, I must embrace 
you: 

Next, for the credit of your noble friend, 

Hernanda de Alvaro, make you mine : 

Who lays his charge upon me, in this letter. 

To look you out ; and for the virtue in you, 

Whilst your occasions make you resident 
In this place, to supply you, love and honour 
you; 

Which had 1 known sooner — 

Don J. Noble sir. 

You’ll make iiiy thanks too poor. I wear^ sword, 
sir; 

And have a service to be still dispos’d of, 

As you shall please command it. 

Petr. That manly courtesy is half my business, 
sir; 
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Act III, Scene 1.] 

And, lo be Abort, to make you know 1 honour 

And in Slf points believe your wortb-like oracle; 
This day, I’etruchio, « 

One that may command the strength of this place. 
Hazard the boldest spirits, hath made choice 
Only of you, and in a noble uflice. 

Von J. Forward, 1 am free to entertain it. 

Pltr, Thus, then; 

I do beseech you , mark me. 

Von J, I bliull, sir. • ‘ 

Pelr. FerAra’s duke — Would I might call hi^ 
worthy ! 

But that he has raxed out from his family, 

As he has mine, with infamy — This man. 

Rather, this powerful monster, we being left 
But two, of all our house, to stock our memories, j 
My sister Coiistniitia and myself; with arts and { 
witchcrafts, 

Vows, and such oaths heaven has no mercy for, 
•Drew to dishonour this weak maid by stealth, l 
And secret passages, I knew not of. . | 

Oft he obtain'd his wishes, oft abus’d her, | 

I am -asham’d to .say the rest. This purchas'd, ! 
And his hot blood allay'd, he left hei, i 

And all name to ruin. i 

Von J.Tliis was foul play, 

And ought to he rewarded so. * ! 

Petr. ] hope so : • 

He 'scap'd me \esterniglA ; which, if he dare 
Again adventure for, 1 will pardon him. 

Von J. Sir, what commands have you to lay on > 
ine'f 

Petr. Only thus : by word of mouth to carry him •' 
A challenge from me, tliul so (if lie have honour in 
hull) 

e may deride all diflTerence betwixt ns. 
iMm J. Fair and noble; 

And 1 will do it hocie. When .shall 1 visit voul 
Petr. Please yoi., this aCternoon, I will ride with 
> ou , 

For, at the castle, six miles hence, we are sure 
To find him. 

Von J. I’ll be ready. ' 

Pelr. ]My man shall wait here, j 

And conduct ^^ou to iiiv house. 

Von J, I shall not fail you. Pttruchw. 

Enter Don FRrDLRICK. ‘ 

Don F. Ilow' now? • 

Von J. All's well, and hotter than thou couldst 
expect, fur this wench is certainly uo vestal. But 
who do you think that she is 7 guess, an’ lhou*canst. 
Von F. I cannot. i 

Von J. Be it known, then, to all men, by these | 
presents, this is she, she, and onlv she, our curious 
coxcombs have been so long hunting after. 

VonF, ho, Constantia ? Thou talk’st of cocks 
and bulls, John. 

f DonJ, I talk of wenches, Frederick, This is 
the pullet we two have been crowing after. 

Von F It cannot be. 

DonJ. It can be, it .shall he, and must he— sister 
lo Don Petruchio; her name, Constantia , 1 know 
ail, man. 

VoH F. Now I believe— 

Von J, I both believe and hope it. 

Von F. Why do you hope it? 

Von J. First, because she is handsome ; and 
next, because she is kind : there arc two reasons 
for you. Now do you find out a third, a better, if j 
yougpan: for take this, Frederick, for a certain rule, . 
since sh" has once begun, she'll never give it over : 
ergo, if we have good luck, in time she may fall to 
our share. 

VonF. I can't believe her dishonest foj all this. 
She has not one loose thought about hei. 


JfonJ. No matter for that, she’s no saint. There 
has been fine work, dainty doings, Frederick ! 

Von F. How can you talk so? 

Von J. Because I think so. Now yon think so, 
and talk otherwise; therefore, I am the honester, 
though you nray be the modester man. 

Von P. Well, well ; there may have been a slip. 

Von J. Ay, and a tumble, too, poor creature! 1 
think the hoy will prove her's, I look up last night. 

Von F. The devil ! 

Von J. Ay, ay , he has been at work. Let us go 
in, and comfort her : that she is here, is nothing yet 
suspected. .'\non I’ll tell you why her brother came, 
(who, h} this light, is a brave fellojiv,) and what 
honour he has done me, in *calliug me to serve 
him. 

Von F. There be irons heating for some, Don 
John. 

Von J. Then we must take core not to burn our 
fingers, Frederick. [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

Sci.nl 1. — A Chamber. 

^ Enter Landlady and ANTHONY. 

Land. Come, sir, who is it that keeps your master 
company ? 

Auth. 1 say to you, Don John. 

Land. I say, what woman? 

Anth. I say so, too. 

Land. I sa^ again, I will know 
Anth. I say, ‘tis tM 3011 should. 
iAtnd. And I tell tliee, he has a woman here. 
Anth. I tell thee, 'tis, then, the better for him. 
Land. Was ever gentlewoman 
So fruinp’d up willi a fool! Well, saucy sirrah, 

I will know who it is, and to what purpose. 

I pay the rent, and I will know how iny bouse 
Comes by these inflammations. 

Anth, ’Twould be a great ease to your age. 

Enter Don Frldcrick. 

Von F. How now ? 

Why, wllat’.^ the matter, Landlady ? 

Land, \\ hut’s the matter ! 

You use me decently among you, genttpineu. 

Von F. Who has abus'd her! you, sir"? 

Land. Od's my witness! 

1 will not be lliu.i treated, thaiPl will not. 

Anth. 1 ga\e her no ill language. 
jMnd. Tlinii best, sirrah' 

Thou took'sl me up at cxerv word I spoke, 

A.s 1 had been a maukin, a flirt gillian : 

And tbou thiiik'st, because thou oan.st write and 
read. 

Our nose^^must be undewthee. 

Von F. Dare you, sirrah ? 

.4it//i^Let but the truth be known, sir, 1 beseech 

you : 

She raves of w enclie.s, and T know not w'hat, sir. 
Land. Go to, thou kiiow’st too well, thou wicked 
varlet ! 

Thou instrument of evil! 

Anth. As I live, sir, she's ever thus, till dinner. 
Von F. Get you in, sir; I’ll answer you anon. 

Anthony, 

Now to yoiir grief: what is’t? for 1 can guess — 
Land. You may, with shame enough, Don Fre- 
derick, 

If there were shame amongst|you : nothing thought 
on, 

But how you may abuse my house. 

Von F. No more of these word.*: ; 

No) no more inurm'rings, woman . 

* J2i 
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I did fiui^eet joar anger; 

But turn it presently aud handiioinelr. 

And bear yoDrself mscreetl r to this lady ; 

Bor such a one there is, indeed. 

Land. Tis well, sir! 

$h» F. Leave off jonr devil’s matims, and your 
melancholies, 

Or we shall leave our lodgings. 

Land. But, mine honour — 

And ’twere not for mine honour — ^ , 

Bon F. Come, your honour, 

Your house, and you, too, if yon dare believe me. 
Are well euough. Sleek up yonrself, leave crying ; 
Bor I must hare you entertain this lady 
With all civility. When you know her. 

You’ll find your own fault; no more words, but do 
it. 

Land, You know, you may command me. 

Entar Don John. 

Don J, Worshipful landlady. 

How does thy swanskin petticoat? By heav’n. 

Thou look'st most amiable ! 

Land. You’ll leave this roguery. 

When you come to my years. 

Don J, By this light, 

Thou art not above fifteen yet; a mere girl ! 

Thou hast not half thy teeth! {Knocking.) 

Don F. Somebody knocks; 

See who it is; and do not mind this fellow. 

Land. T beg, sir, that you’ll use me with decorum. 
Don J. Ay, ay. I’ll promise you; with nothing 
else. [Exit Landlady. 

Was there ever such a piece lif touchwood? 

DonF. Pr’ythee, John, let her alone; she has 
been 

Well vex’d already. She’ll grow stark mad, man. 
Don J. I would fain see her mad. An old mad 
woman — 

Don F. Don’t be a fool. 

Don J. Is like a miller’s mare troubled with the 
tooth>acbe. 

She makes the rarest faces — 

Don F. Pr’ylbee, be sober. 

Be-enter Landlady. 

Don J. What, again! 

Bay, fhenr it is decreed, though bills were set on 
bills. 

And seas met seas to guard thee, I would through! 

Land. Od’s my witness! if you rufile me. I’ll 
spoil your sweet hice for you. 

Don J. Oh ! raptures, raptures ! 

( JCissiny her. She runs etfler him.) 
What, will yon hurt your own son? 

Land, Well, well ; go, go to the door, there’s a 
gentleman there woultf speak with you. 

Don J. Upon iny lifef Petrnohio. Oood, dear 
landlady, carry him into the dining-room, and I’ll 
wait upon bim presently. ^ s 

Land. Well, Don John, the time will come that 
I shall be even with you. [Exit, 

Don J. I must bmne about this business. 
Won’t yon go too, Frederick? 

DonP. 1 am not requested, yon know; besides, 
the lady will want advice and consolation. 

Donl. Yob ; and I know, too, with all yoarmo- 
dusty, that you will be ready to give it her. 

Lhm F, For afaame, John ; how can you ramble 
so? 

You know you may trust me. 

Bon /. I had rather irost a cat with sweet milk, 
Frederick. 

Don F. I’ll bat speak to her, and follow you. 
Bon /• Indeed? ** 

Don F, Indeed. 


Ddn J. Upon year lunkottrt 
Don F. Upon my honour. 

Don J. And yont modesty f 

Don F. Plioo, phoo ! dGu^t be a fool. 

Bon J. Well, well, I shall trust you, — now I’m 
easy. [Exit. 

Enter First CONSTANTIA. 

1 Con. What, no way to divert this certain * 
• ’danger? 

t Dan F. Impossible ! tiieir honours are enng’d. 

1 Con, Then there must be murder, and 1 the 
cause ! 

Which, gen’rous sir, I shall no sooner hear of, 

Thau make one in’t. You may, if you please, 
sir. 

Make all go less. Do, sir, for heaven’s sake. 

Let me request one favour. 

Don F. It is granted. 

1 Con. Your friend, sir, is, 1 find, too resolute. 
Too hot and fiery for the cause : as ever 
You ^id a virtuous deed, for honour’s sake, 

Go with him, and allay him : your fair temper. 

And noble disposition, like wish’d showers. 

May quench those eating fires, that won'd spoil all 
^ else. * 

I see in him destruction. 

Don F. 1 will do it : and it is a wise consider- 
ation. 

I’ll after him, lady. 

The old gentlewoman 

Shall wait upon you ; she is discreet and secret. 
And you may trust her in all points. 

1 don. You are noble. 

Don F. And so 1 take my leave. 

I hope, lady, a happy issue for all this. 

1 6’oa. All heaven’s care npon yow, and mj 
praj ers ! [Exeunf. 


Scene II. — Antonio's House. 

Enter Surgeon and a Gentleman, 

Gent, What symptoms do you find in him ? 

Surg. None, sir, dangerous, if he’d be ruled. 

Gent. W'hy, what does he do? 

Surg. Nothing that lie should. First, he will let 
no liquor down biitt^rine ; and then, he has a fancy 
that he n ust be dressed always to the tune of John 
Dory. 

Gent, How to the tone of John Dory? 

Surg. Why, he will have fiddlers, and make them 
pli^ and sing it to him all the while. 

Gent. An odd fancy, indeed! 

Enter Antonio. 

AntOt Give me some wine. 

Surg. I told you so — ’Tis death, sir. 

Anto. ’Tis a Horse, sir. Dost tbon think I shall 
recover with the help ofbarley water only? 

Gent, Fie, Antonio, yon most be.fOverned. 

Anto. Why, sir, he feeds me with nothing bat 
rotten roots, and drowned chickens, stewed peri- 
craniums and pia-maters ; and when 1 go to bed, 
(by heaven ’tis true, sir) he rolls me op in lints, 
with labels at them, that I am just the man in the 
almanack, my bead and face is in Aries’ place. 

Surg. Will it please you to let your friends see 
you opened? 

Anto, Will it please yon, sir, to give a 
brimmer? I feel my body open enouf^i^ for that. 
Give it me, or I’ll die npon thy band, and spoil thy 
custom. 

Surg. How, a brimmer? 

Anto, Why, look you, sir, thus I am used still; 
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I can ^ nntlriol; tint I want. In haw lon^ a timo 
canst th^ cure me? 

Surg. In forty daye. 

Anto. I’H bave a do^ eball Uck me wMe in 
twenty. In bow long a time oanst thou kHl me? 

Surg» Presently. 

Anio. Do it; lliat’s the shorter, and there’s more 
deligiit in it. 

Gent. You must have patience. 

ilnfo. Alan, I roust have business; this fooUsh 
fellow hbidera himself; 1 have a du/.en rascals to 
hurt within these five davs. Good man-mendei% 
stop me up with parsley like stufled beef, and let 
me walk abroad, and let me be dressed to that war- 
like tune, John Dory. 

Surg. You shall walk shortly. 

Anto. 1 will walk presently, sir, and leave your 
salads there, your green salves and your oils; 1*11 
to my old diet again, strong food and rich wine, 
and see what that will do. 

* Surg. Well, go thy ways, thou art the maddest 
old fellow I ever met with 1 [^Exeunt severally: 


SciflNE 111 . — Don Frederick's lodging. 

Eute^^irst CoNSTANTlA and Landlady^ 

1 Con. I have told all Loan, and more than yet 
These gentlemen know oline, ever trusting 
Your concealinent — but arc they such strange 
creatures? 

Land. There's the younger, ay, and the wildest, 
Don John, the arrant'st Jack in all this city : 

Has been a dragon in his days! the truth is. 
Whose chastity he chons upon he cares not ; 

He (lies at all; bastards, upon my conscience. 

He has now a hundred of ’em. The last night 
He brought home one ; I pity her that bore it. 
Some rich woman 

(For wise I dare not call her) was the mother. 

For it was hung with jewels ; the bearing cloth 
No less than crimson velvet. 

1 Con, How ? 

Land. *Tis true, lady. 

1 Con. Was it a boy, too? 

Laud. A brave boy ! 

1 Con. May I see it? 

For there is a neighbour of mine, a gentleman. 

Has had a late mischance, whifli willingly 
I would know further of; now if you pleate 
To be so courteous to nic. 

Land. You shall see it; 

But what do you think of these men, now* yon 
^ know^eni? 

Be wise, or you may repent too late. I tell you 
But for your own good, and as you will find it. 

1 Con. I am advi.sed. 

Land. No more words then; do that, 
instantl V, I told you of ; be ready : 

^on John, 1 Ml fit you for your frai|^ps. {Aside.) 

1 Con. I will, dame : 

But shall I .see this, child? 

• Land. Within this half hour. 

Let’s in, and then think better. [Lxeunt. 


Scene IV. — "Sear the Castle of the Duke. 

0 

Enter Petruchio, Don John, and Frederick. 

Dorn J. Sir, he is worth your knowledge, and a 
• gentleman 

^f 1 tbat^o much love him, may commend him) 
That’s full of honour : and one, if foul play 
Shonld fall on us, will not fly back for iillipa. 

Petr, You much honour me. 

And once more I pronounce you both mine. 


Jfon F, Stay ; 

What troop is that below i’ th* valley there? 

Don J, Hawking, 1 take it. 

Petr, They are so; ’tis the Doke^ ’tis evenbei 
gentlemen ; 

1 know him by his company* 

Don F. I think too, 

He bends up this way* 

Petr. So he does. 

I, Don J. Stand you still, 

I Within that covert, till I call: You, Frederick, 

By no means be not seen, unless they offer 
To bring on odds upon us ; He comes forward ; 
Here will 1 wait him fairly : 'Ifo yeui^places. 

Petr. I need no more instruct you. 

Don J, Fear me not. 

{Petruchio and Frederick retire.) 


Enter Dcke and his Party. 

Dtdce. Feed the hawks up, 

W’e’ll fly no more to-day'. Oh, my blest fortune. 
Have I so fairly met the man! 

DonJ. You have, sir; 

And him you know by this. {Showing his hat.) 

Duke. Sir, all the honour. 

And lov^— 

Dou^. I do beseech your grace stay tliere. 
Dismiss your train a little. 

Duke. Walk aside, 

; And out of hearing, I command ye‘ Now, sir, 

Be plain. 

Don J, I will, and short; 

You have wronged a^genlleman beyond all justice. 
Beyond the mediation of all friends. 

Duke, The man, and manner of wrong? 

Don /. Petruchio is the man ; 

The wrong is, you have dishonour’d his sister. 

Duke. Now, slay you, sir, 

And hear me a little.’ This gentleman’s 
; Sister, that you have named, ’tis true T hare long 
j loved; 

I As true, 1 bave possess’d her: No less truth, 

I I have a child by her. But that ahe, or be, 
j Or any of that family, are tainted. 

* Sufl*er disgrace or ruin by my pleasures, 
j I wear a sword to satisfy the world, no, 

' And him in this case when pleases ; for know, sir. 
She is iny wife, contracted before heaven; 

' ( A witness I owe more tie to than her bfother) 

' Nor will I fly from that name, which long since 
! Had had the church’s seal and i|pprobation, 

' But for his jealou.s nature. 

{ Don J. Sir, your pardon ; 

And all that was niy anger, now my service. 

Duke. Fair sir, I knew I should convert yon; 
had we 

But that rough man here now too^ 

Don J, You shall, sir. 

What, hoa#hoa! * 

Duke.^ hope yotf have laid no ambush? 

Enter PETRrcHlo. 

Don J. Only friends. 

Duke. Aly noble brother, welcome. 

Come, put your anger off, we’ll have do fighting. 
Unle.HS you will maintain I am unworthy 
To bear that name. 

Petr. Do you speak this heartily? 

Duke. Upon my soul, and truly : The first priest 
Shall put you out of these doubts. 

Petr. Now 1 love you, 

And beseech yon, pardon my snspioiaiis; 

You are now more than a broUior, a brave friend 
too. 

Jkm J. The good man’s oveijov’d. Wbat, bo, 
Mr. Modesty, you may come forth now — 
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JEnter Don FREDERICK. 

Dot! F*. How goes ill 

Don J. Why, the man has bis mare affain, aud 
airs well. 

The Dake professes freely he’s her hasband. 

Don F. ris a good hearing. 

DonJ* Y es, for modest gentlemen ; 

I must oresent you — May it please your grace. 

To number this brave gentleman, my friend. 

And noble kinsman, among these your servants. 
He is truly Yaliant, and modest to converse with. 
Dukt. Oh, my brave friend! you shower your 
bounties on me. 

Amongst thy best ''thoughts, signior, in which 
number 

Yon being worthily disposed already. 

My freely place your friend. 

Don F. 'Your grace honours me. 

Petr. Why, this is wond'rous happy. But now, 
brother, 

Now comes the bitter to our sweet: Constantin ! 
Duibe. Why, what of her? 

Petr. Nor what, nor where do I know : 

Wing’d with her fears, last night, beyond my 
knowledge. 

She quit my house, but whither — 

Don F. Let not that — 

Duke. No more, good sir, 1 have he^.rd too 
much. 

Petr. Nay, sink not, 

She cannot be so lost. 

Don J. Nor shall not, gentlemen ; 

Be free again, the lady's found : That smile, sir. 
Shows you distrust your servfint. 

Duke. I do beseech you. 

Don X. Yon shall believe me; by my soul, she’s 
safe. 

Duke. Heaven knows I would believe, sir. 

Don F. Y ou may safely. 

Don J. And under noble usage : This modest 
gentleman — 

Speak, Frederick. — 

Don F. 1 met her in all her doubts last night, and 
to my guard 

(Her fears being strong upon her) she gave her 
person ; 

I waited on- her to our lodging; where all re- 
spect. 

Civil and honest service, now attend her. 

Petr. Yon may believe now. 

Duke. Yes, 1 do, and strongly : 

Well, my good fliends, or rather my good an- 
gels. 

For you have both preserved me; when these 
virtues 

Die in your friend’s remembrance — 

Don /• Good, your grace. 

Lose no more time in compliments, His too pre- 
cious ; * ^ 

1 know it by myself, there can be no hell 
To his that hangs upon his hopes. > 

Petr. He has hit it. 

Don F. To horse again then, for this night I’ll 
crown you 

With all (he joys yon wish for. 

Petr, Happy gentlemeh! [Exeunt. 


Scene V. — The Suburbs. 

Enter FRANCISCO and a Man. 

Fran. This is the maddest mischief : never fool 
was so fobbed off as I am, made ridiculous, and to 
myself mine own ass ; trust a woman ! I’ll trust the 
devil first, for he dares be better than his word 
sometimes. Pray tell me, in what observance bavD 
I ever failed her? 


Man. Nay, yon ean tell that best yourself. 

Fran. Let us consider. 

Enter Don Frederick and Don John. 

Don F. Let them talk, we’ll go on before. 

Fran. Where didst thou meet Constantia, and 
this woman? 

Don F. Constantia! what are these fellows? 
Stay by all means. (They listen.) 

J Juan. .Why, sir, I met her in that great street 
that (fomes from the market-place, juvt at {he turn- 
ingby u goldsmith's shop. 

Don F, Stand still, John. 

Fran. Well, Constantia has spun herself a fine 
i thread, now; what will her best friend think of 
this? 

Don F. John, I smell some juggling, John. 

DonJ. Yes, Frederick, 1 fear it will be proved 
so. 

Fran. But what should the reason be, dost think^ 
of this so sudden change in her? 

Don F. ’Tis she. 

Man. Why, truly I suspect she has been enticed 
to it by a stranger. 

Don J. Did you mark that, Frederick ? 

Fran. Stranger! who? t 

Mt.n. A wild gentleman, that’s newly come to 
town. 

Don F. Mark that, to.. 

Don J. Yes, sir. 

Don F. Why do you think so ^ 

Man. I heard her grave conductress twattle 
something as they went along, that makes me 
guess it. 

Don J. ’Tis she, Frederick. 

Don F. But who that he is, John? 

I Fran. I do not doubt to bolt them out, for they 
must certainly be about the town. Ila' no more 
words. Come, leVs be gone. [Francisco and Man 
seeing Don J. and F. they retire.) 

Don F. Well. 

Don J. Very well. 

Don F. Discreetly. 

DonJ. Finely carried. 

Don F. Y ou have no more of these tricks ? 

Don J. Ten to one, .sir. 

I shall meet with them if you have. 

Don F. Is this fair? 

DonJ. Was it in you a friend’s part to deal 
..double? 

I am no ass, Don Frederick. 

Don F. And, Don John, 

It shall appear I am no fool . disgrace me. 

To make yourself thus every woman’s courtesy? 
’Tis boyish, ’tis base. 

DonJ. ’Tis false ; I privy to this dog-trick ! 
Clear yourself, for 1 know where the wind sits : 

Or, as I have a life — (^Trampling within.) 

Dun F. No more, they are coming: show no 
discontent, let’s quickly away. If she be at home;, 
our jealousies »re over; if not, you and I must'' 
have a farther parley, John. 

Don J. Yes, Don Frederick, yon may be sure 
we shall. But, where are these fellows ? Plague on 
them, we have lost them too in our spleens, like 
fools. 

Enter Duke and PCTRUCHlo. 

Duke. Come, gentlemen, let’s go a little faster: 
Suppose you have all mistresses, and mend 
Your pace accordingly. 

Don J. Sir, I should be as glad of a mistress as 
another man. r 

Don F. Yes, on my conscience woufdst thou, 
and of any other man’s mistress too, that I’ll an- 
swer for. 

DonJ. You’ll answer! — Oh! You’re a good 
one! [Exeunt. 
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Act IV. Scene 1.] 

Scene yi^Antomo'i JSbiue. 

^tUer Antonio and his Man, 

I 

Anio, With all my raid? 

Man, The trank hrmLen open, and all gone ! 

Anto, And the mother in the plot? 

ATofi. And the mother and all. 

Anto. And the devil and all ; and all hia imps go 
with them. Belike they thought I waa no more of 
thia worlds aiK^thoae triflca would but diatifrb,iny 
conscience. j 

Man, Sure, they thought, air, you would not live 
to diaturb them. | 

At^o, Well, ray sweet miatresa, I’ll try how 
handsomely your ladyship can caper in the air; 
there’s your master-piece. No imaginations where 
they should be? 

Man. None, sir; yet we have searched all places 
we suspected ; 1 believe they have taken towards 
tbe port. 

^Rlo. Give me then a water-conjurer, one that 
can raise water-devils! I’ll part them — play, at 
duck and drake with my money! Get me a con- 
jurer, 1 say; inquire out a man that lets out 
devils. 

Afan. J donH know where. ^ 

Anto. In every street, Tom Fool; any blear- 
eyed people with red heads jEid flat noses can per- 
form it. Thou hhalt know them by their half 

f owiis and no breeches. Find me out a conjurer, 
say, and learn his price, how he will let his de- 
vils out by the day. I’ll have them again, if they 
be above ground. [Exeunt. 

Scene VII. — Street before Don Fredericks 
Lodging, 

Enter Duke, Petrlchio, Don Frederick, and 
Don John. 

Petr. Your grace is welcome now to Naples; 
so you are all, rantlemen. 

DonJ, Don Frederick, will you step in, and 
give the lady notice who comes to visit her? 

Petr, Bid her make haste , we come to see no 
stranger — a night gown will serve her turn. 

Don F, I'll tell her what you say, sir. [Exit. 
Petr. Now will the sport Ik to observe her 
alterations, how, betwixt fear and joy, she will be- 
have herself. 

Duke. Dear brother, I must entreat you — 

Petr. 1 conceive your mind, sir; I will notcffide 
^her, but like a summer’s evening against heat — 

Enter Don Frederick and Peter. 

Don J, How now ? 

Don F. Not to abuse your patience longer, nor 
bold you ofT with tedious circumstances ; for you 
must know — 

Don J. What I knew before. 

.Petr. What ? 

Duke. Where is she ? 

Don F. Gone, sir. 

' , Duke. How! 

Petr. What did you say, sir? 

Don F. Gone ; by heaven removed. The Woman 
of the house, too. 

Petr. What, that reverend old woman, that tired 
me with compliments? 

DomF. The very same. 

DonJ, Well, Don Frederick. 

Don F, Don John, it is not well : but — 

Dor/. But what? 

Petr, Come! 

Don F. This fellow can satisfy I lie not. 


U 

PsAr. A little after my master was departed, sir, 
with this gentleman, my fellow and myself being 
sent on business, as we must think, on purpose — 

Don J, Yes, yes, on purpose. 

Petr, Hang these circumstances, they always 
serve to usher in ill ends. 

Don J. Gone ! now could I eat that rogue, 1 am 
so angry. Gone? 

Petr. Gone ? 

^ Don F. Directly gone, fled, shifted ; what would 
you have me say ? 

) Duke. Well, gentlemen, wrong not my good opi- 
nion. 

Don F. For your dukedom, sir, I uAmld not be 
a knave. 

Don J, He that is, a rot run in his blood. 

Petr. But harkye, gentlemen, are ye sure you 
had her here? Did you not dream this? 

Don J. Have you your nose, sir? 

Petr. Yes, sir. 

Don J. Then we bad her. 

* Petr. Since you are so short, believe your having 
her shall sufler more construction. 

DonJ, Well, sir, let it suffer. {Tunis off pee- 
vishly. ) 

Don F. Howto convince }oa, sir, I can’t ima- 
gine ; but itiy life shall justify my innocence, or fall 
with it. , 

Duke. Thus, then — for we may be all abused. 

Petr. ’Tis possible. 

Duke. Here let's part until to-morrow this 
time ; we to our way to clear this doubt, and you 
j to yours. Pawning our honours then to meet 
again , when, if .she be^ot found — 

I Don F. W'^e stand engaged to answer any wor- 
t thy way we are called to. 

I 'Duke. We ask no more. 

' Petr. To-iiiorrow, certain. 

Dun J, If we out-live this night, sir. 

[Exeunt Duke and Petruckio, 

Don F. Very well, Don John ! 

Don J. V'ery ill, Don Frederick! 

Don F. We have somewhat now to do. 

Dun J. With all my heart, I love to be doing. 

Don F, If she be not found we must light. 

Don J. I am glad ou’t ; 1 have not fougiit a great 
while. 

Don F. I am glad you are so merry, sir. 

Don J. I am sorry you are so dull, sir. 

Don F. Here let us part; and if the lady be 
Not forthcoming, 

’Tis this. Dun John, shall damp yfiur lenity ! 

( Clapping his hand upon his sword.) 

Don J. Or this shall tickle up your modesty ! 

[Exeimf. 

ACT IV. 

a Scene I.— if Tavern, 

m 

Enter Second CoNSTANTiA and her Mother. 

Mother. Hold, Cons, hold, for goodness, bold! 
I am ill that desertion of spirit, for want of breath, 
that I am almost reduced to the necessity of not 
being able to defend myself against the inconveni- 
ence of a full. 

2 Con. Dear mother, let ns go a little faster, to 
secure ourselves from Antonio: for my part, I am 
in that terrible fright, that I can neither think, 
speak, nor stand still, till we are safe a ship-board, 
and out of sight of the shore. 

Mother, Out of sight of the shore! why, do yon 
think rii depatriate? 

2 Cor. Depatriate? what's that? 

Mother. Why, you fool, you, leave my country ; 
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what, will yoa never learn to speak out of the Vulgar 
yoad? 

2 Con. Oh lord \ this hard word will undo ns. 

Mother. As I am a Christian, if it were to save 
my honour (which is ten thousand times dearer to 
me than life) I would uot be guilty of so odious a 
thought. 

2 Con. Pray, mother, since your honour is so 
dear to you, consider that if we are taken, both it 
and we should depatriatel 4 

2 Con. Ay, there's it; the world! why, mother, 
the world does not care a pin, if both you and I * 
were hanged; and that we shall be certainly, if 
Antonio takes us# for you have run away with his 
gold. 

Mother. Did he not tell you that he kept it in his 
trunk for us? and had not I a right to take it when- 
ever 1 pleased : you have lust your reasoning fa- 
culty, Cons ! 

2 Con. Yes, mother, but you was to have it upon 
a certain condition, which condition I would sooner 
starve than agree to. J can’t help my poverty, 
hut 1 can keep my honour, and tiie richest old 
fellow in the kingdom sha'n’t buy^ it. I'll sooner 
give it away than sell it; that’s iny spirit, mo- 
ther. 

Mother. But what will become of m'e, Cons? I 
have so indelible an idea of my dignity, tkat I must 
have the means to support it ; these 1 have got, and 
I will ne’er depart from the demarches of a person 
of quality; and let come what will, I shall rather 
chuse to submit myself to my fate, than strive to 
prevent it, by any deportment that is not congruous 
in every degree to the steps and measures of a 
strict practitioner of honour. 

*2 Con. Would not this make one stark mad? 
your style is no more out of the way, than your 
manner of reasoning ; you first sell me to an ugly 
old fellow, then you run away with me and all Tiiji 
gold ; and now, like a strict practitioner of honour, 
resolve to be taken, rather than depatriate, as you 
call it. 

Mother. As I am a Christian, Cons, a tavern, 
and a very decent sign; i’ll in, I am resolved, 
though by it I should run a risk of never so stu- 
pendous a nature 1 

2 Con. There’s no stopping her. What shall 1 
do? (Aside.) 

Mother. I’ll send for my kinswoman and some 
music, to revive me a little . lor really, Cons, 1 am 
reduced to that sad imbecility, by the injury I have 
done my poor feet, that 1 am in a great incerti- 
tude, whether they will have liveliness siiHicient to 
support me up to the top of the stairs or no. 

[Exit Mother. 

2 Con. T have a great mind to leave this fantas- 
tical mother-in-law of mine, with her stolen goods, 
take to my heels and seek iiiy fortune ; but to 
whom shall I apply? Ceiierosity and humanity 
are not to be met with at every corneV of the street. 
If any young fellow would but take alK.ing to me, 
and make an honest woman of me, I would make, 
him the best v/ife in the world : but wbat a fool am 
1 to talk thus? Young men think of young wo- 
men now-B’days, as they do of their clothes : it is 

S enteel to have them, to be vain of them, to show 
lem to everybody, and to change them often ; 
when their novelty and fashion is over, they are 
turned out of doors, to be purchased and worn by 
^IlMijifirst bnyer. A wife, indeed, is not so easily 
got rid of: it is a suit of mourning, that lies neg- 
lected at the bottom of Ihe chest, and only shows 
itself now and then, upon melancholy occasions. 
What a terrible prospect! However, I do here 
swear and vow to live for ever dilute, till I iind a 
young fellow who will take me *for better and 
for worse. La, what a desperate oath have I 
taken ! 


[Act IV. 

Mother. {iMiking out of the window.) Come up, 
Cons, the fiddles are here. / 

2 Con. I come — (Mother goes from the window.) 

I must begone, though thither I cannot tell ; these 
fiddles, and her discreet companions, will quickly 
make an end of all she has stolen; and then for 
five hundred new pieces will she sell me to another 
old fellow, whom 1 will serve in the same manner. 
She has taken care not to leave me a farthing; yet 
I am so, better than under her conduct, ’twill beat 
worst but begging for my life: « * <* 

And starving were to me an easier fate^ 

Than to bejored to live with one I hate. 

Mother. Come, Cons, make haste. {Goes up to 
her mother.) 

Enter DoN John. 

Don J. It will not out of my head, hut that Don 
Frederick has sent awuv this wench, for all he 
carries it so qiiietlv ; yet melhiiiks he shoiild'be 
honester than so ; but these grave men are never 
touched upon such occasions. (Music above.) 
What’s here, music and women? the best mixture 
in the world ! — ’would I were among them. (Mu- 
sic affain, and a woman appears he balcony.) 
Tlmt’s a right one, I know it by her smile. I have 
an eye that never fails me. (Another lady appears.) 
Ah, rogue! she’s rigitf., too; I'm sure on’t ; here’s 
a brave parcel of them ! (Music stdl^ and dancing.) 

Mother. Come, come, let's dance in t'other 
room ; ’tis a great deal better. 

DonJ. Say you so? what, now, if I should go 
up and dance too? It is a tavern — rot this busi- 
ness! why should a man he hiinling upon a cold 
scent, when there is so much better sport near at 
hand? I'll in, 1 am resolved, and try my own for- 
tune; ’tis hard luck if I don’t get one of them. 
(As he goes to the door.) 

Enter Second CoNSTANTFA. 

Sec, here’s one boiled already! fair lady, whither 
so fast? 

2 Con. I don’t know, sir. 

Don J. May 1 have the honour to wait upon 
you ? 

2 Con. Yes, if you please, sir. 

DonJ. W' hither? 

2 Con. 1 tell yhu, 1 don’t know. 

DoiiJ. She’s very quick. Would I might be 
so happy as to know you, lady ! 

2 Con, 1 dare not let yuii see my face, sir. 

DonJ. Why? 

2 Con. For fear you should not like it, and then^ 
leave me ; fur, to tell you true, 1 have, at this pre- 
sent, very great need of you. 

Don J. Hast thou ? 'Then I declare myself thy 
champion : and let me tell thee, there is not a bet- 
ter knight-errant in all Christendom than I am to 
sucronr distressed damsels. 

2 Con. What a proper, handsome, spirited fellow 
this is! If he’d love me now as he ought, 1 would 
never seek out farther. Sir, I am young, and un- 
experienced in the world. 

Don /.If thou art young, it's no great matter 
what thy face is. ' ■ 

2 Con. Perhaps^this freedom in me may seem 
strange; but, sir,*in short. I’m forced to fly from 
one I hate ; will you protect me ? 

Don J. Yes, that 1 will, before 1 see your face ; 
your shape has charmed me enough for that al- 
ready . *» 

2 Con. But if we should meet him, will you here 
promise me, he shall not take me from you ? 

Dqn J. If any one lakes you from ine> he shall 
lake my life too; if I love one, I won’t keep 
t’other ; they shall go together. 
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Scene 2.] 

* 2 Con. For ii6aven*8 sake, then, oondaet me to 
some place where I may be secured a while from 
the sig^ht of any one whatsoever. 

Von /. By all the hopes f have to find thy face 
as lovely as thv shape, 1 will. 

2 Con. Well, sir, I believe you; for you have 
an honest look. 

J)onJ\ An honest look! Zounds! I am afraid 
Don Frederick has been giving her a character of 
me too. Ccyne, pray, unveil. 

2 Con. Then tlrn away your face, for I’m re- 
solved you shall not see a bit of mine, till 1 have 
set it in order, and then — 

J)onJ. What then? 

2 Con. ril strike you dead. 

JJonJ. A mettled wench, I warrant her’ If she 
be young now, and have but a nose on her face, 
she^ll be as good as her word. Come, my dear, I’m 
even panting with impatience". Are you read} 7 
turns siowly round, she gets on the other 
side.) 'Sdeath ' where is she'! 

2 Con. Here! stand your ground, if you dare! 

Von J. By this light, a rare creature’ ten thoK- 
sand times liandsomer than her we seek for ! this 
can be no c ommon one ; ’pray Heaven she be 
a kind oiie’ ^tfdde.) 

2 Con. Well, sir, what say yon now? / 

VunJ, Nothing: I'm so a^a/ed. I’m not able 
to speak. Pr’ythee, my swiftl creature, don’t let 
us be talking in the street, hut run home with me, 
that 1 may have a little private innocent conversa- 
tion with you. 

2 Con. No, sir, no private dealing, I beseech 
30U. 

Don J. ’Shcart, what shall I do? I'm out of 
my wits. Harkye, iny dear .soul, canst thou love 
me? 

2 Con. in could, filial then? 

. Don J. Why, then 1 should be the happie.st man 
a1i\ V ' ( Kiyung her hand.) 

2 Con. Na\ , good sir, hold — remember the con- 
ditions. 

Von J. Conditions’ what conditions? I would 
not wrong thee for tlie universe ! 

2 (’ 0 / 1 . Then you'll promise? 

VonJ. \\ hat, what ? I’ll promise anything, every- 
thing, thou dear, sweet, bewitching, heavenly wo- 
man! 

2 Con. To make mo an honest ^onian? 

Von J. How the devil, my tingel, can I dg that, 
if you arc undone to my hands? 

2 Con. \v, but I am not; I am a poor inno- 
cent lamb. Just escaped from the jaws of an aid 

VonJ. Art thou, my pretty lamb? then I’ll be 
thy shepheid, and fold thee in these arms. {Kisses 
her hand . ) 

2 Con. Ay, but you must not eat the lamb your- 
Trt,df. 

Von J. I like you so we’l, I will do aiiythiiig for 
thee, my dear delighttul incognita' 1 love you so 
much, it is impo.vsible to say how much I love 
thee I JVly heart, my mind, and iii\ soul, are trans- 

1 )orted to such a degree, that — that — that — d — 11 it, 

[ can’t talk ; so let us run home, nr the old fox, 
n^y lamb, will overtake us. {Theg run out.) 


Scene I\,—The Street . 

Enter Don Frederick and Francisco. 

Von F, )fnd art thou sure it was Constaiitia, 
sayesit thou, that he was leading? - 

Fran. Am 1 sure I live, sir? 
tho liouKC with her: how can I chuse but know 
her? « . 

Von But didst thou see her JNO* 


Fran* Lord, sir, I saw her face as plain as I see 
yours just now, not two streets oflT. 

Don F. Yes, ’tis even so \ I suspected it at first, 
but then he forswore it with that confidence — Well, 
Don John, if these be your practices, you shall have 
no more a friend of me, sir, I assure you. Perhaps, 
though, he met her by chance, and intends to carry 
her to her brotiier, and the duke. 

Fran. A little time will show. Gadso, here 
he *5 ! 

Von F. I’ll step behind the shop, and observe 
Aim. 

Euler Don John and Second Const^NTIA. 

VonJ. Here, now go in, and let me see who 
will get you out again without my leave. 

2 Con. Remember, you have given vour hononr. 

Von J. And my love — and when they go toge- 
ther, you may always trust them. 

Von F, Dear Don John! {Von J.puts Con, in, 
and locks the door.) 

‘ VonJ. Oil' how do you do, Frederick? D — a 
him, now will lie ask me forty foolish questions, 
I and I have such a mind to talk to this wench, that 
I cannot tliink of one excuse for my life ! 

Von F. Your servant, sir: pray, who's that you 
locked in jus^ now, at the door? 

Von J. \Vliy, a friend of mine, that’s gone up to 
read a book. 

Von F. A book! that's a quaint one, i'faith ! 
pr’ythee. Don John, what library ba.st thou been 
buying this aftemoon? for in the morning, to my 
knowledge, thou bad^t never a book there, except 
it were an almanack, and that was none of thy own 
neither. 

Von J, No, no, its a book of bis own; he 
! brought along with him : a scholar, that’s given to 
I reading. 

I Von F. And do scholars, Don John, wear petti- 
I coats now-a-da^s? 

' Von J. Plague on him, be has seen her! Well, 
Don Frederick, thou knowest I am not good at 
l}iug ; tis a woman, 1 confess it, make your best 
on’t : what then ? 

Von F. Wily then, Don John, I desire you’ll be 
pleased to let me see her. 

VonJ. Whv, ’faith, Frederick, I should not be 
against the thing, but you know that a man mu.st 
keep his word, and she has a mind to be pri- 
vate. 

Von F. But, John, you may remember, when I 
met a lady so before, this very selX-satne lady too, 
that I got leave for yon to see her, John. 

Von J. Why, do you think then, that this here 
is Constantia? 

Von F. I cannot properly say I think it, John, 
because I know it; this fellow, here, saw her, as 
y'ou led her in the street.s. 

Von J. Well, and what then? Who does lie say 
it is ? • 

Von F. !lsk him, sir, and he’ll tell ye. 

VonJ. Harkye, friend, dost tliou know this 
ladv? 

Pran, I tliink I should, sir; I have lived long 
enough in the house to know her, sure. 

Von J. And how do they call her, pr’ythee ! 

Fran. Constantia, 

Von J. How ’ Constantia ! 

Ftan. Yes, sir; the woman’s name is Constantia, 
that’s flat. 

Von J. It is so, sir? and so is this too. {Strikes 
him.) 


Fran. Oli, oli ! {Runs out.) 

VonmFal^t^’Don John, why do you heat the 
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DonJ. Telling troth! tboo talkest aat-if tboo 
hadst been hired to bear false witness too: jou 
are a very line gentleman ! 

JDon F. What a strange oonfidenoe he has ! but 
is there no shame in theel nor no consideration of 
what is just or honest, to keep a woman thus 
against her will, that thou knowest is in love with 
another man too*! Dost think a judgment will not 
follow this? 

Don J. Good, dear Frederick, do thou keep jlhy 
sentences and thy sentiments, which are now out 
of fashion, for some better opportunity; this hen 
is not a lit subject for them : I tell thee, she is no 
more Comitantia jthan thou art. 

Don F. Why won't you let me see her then ? 

DonJ, Because I can't: besides, she's not for 
thy taste. 

Don F. How so 1 

Don /• Why, thy genius lies another way ; thou 
art all for flames and darts, and those line things ! 
now I am for pure, plain, simple love, without any 
embroidery; 1 am not so curious, Frederick, as 
thou art. 

Don F, Very well, sir; but is there no shame ? 
but is this worthy in you to delude — 

Don J, But IS there no shame ! but is this 
worthy! What a many buts are here< If I should 
tell thee now solemnly thou hast bnj one eye, 
and give thee reasons lor it, wonldst thou believe 
me? 

Don F. I think hardly, sir, against iiiy own 
knowledge. 

Don J, Then why dost thou, with that grave 
face, go about to persuadc^ine against mine You 
should do Hs you would be done by, Frederick. 

Don F. And so J will, sir, in this very particu- 
lar, since there’s no other remedy ; I shall do that 
for the duke and Petruchio, which 1 should expect 
from them upon the like occasion : in shorty 
to let you see I am as sensible of my honour, 
as you can be careless of yours, 1 must tell you, 
sir, that I’m resolved to wait upon ihLs lady to 
them. 

Don J. Are you so, sir? Why, I must then, 
sweet sir, tell you again, I am resolved you sha’n’t. 
Never stare nor wonder ! I have promi.sed to pre- 
serve her from the sight of any one whatsoever, 
and with the hazard of my life will make it good ; 
but that you may not think J mean an injury to 
Petruchio, or the Duke, know, Don Frederick, 
that though 1 love a pretty girl perhaps a little 
better, I hate t^ do a thing that’s base, us much as 
you do. Once more, upon my honour, this is not 
Conslantia ; let that satisfy you. 

Don F. All that will not do. (Goes to the doo/-.) 

Don /. No! why, then this shall. (Draws/) 
Come not one step nearer, for if thou dost, by 
heaven, I’m througli you ! 

Don F. This is an insolence beyond the temper 
of a man to sufler. I'hus, I thrown IT thy friend- 
ship*, and since thy folly has provoked ^.iy patience 
beyond its natural bounds, know it is not in thy 
power now to save thyself. 

Don J. That’s to be tried, sir, though by vour 
favour. (Looks up at the balcony.) Mistress What 
d’ye-call-’em, pr^ytbee look out now u little, and 
flee bow I’ll flgut for thee. 

Don F. Come, sir, are you ready? 

^ Don J, Oh lord, sir, your servant! (Fight.) 

Enter DllKE and PLTRUCHIO. 

Pefr. What’s here? fighting! Let’s part them. 
How! Don Frederick against Don John? How 
came you to fall out, gentlemen? What’s the 
cause ? 

Don F> Why, sir, it is your quarrel, and not 
mine, that drew this on me : 1 saw him lock Con- 


stantia up into that house, and I desired to. wait 
upon her to you ; that’s the cause. / 

Duke. Oh ! it may be, he designed to lay the 
obligation upon us hiuiself. Sir, we are beholden 
to you for this favour beyond all possibility of — 
(Awroaching Don J.) 

Don J. Pray, your grace, keep back, and don’t 
throw away your thanks, before you know, whether 
I have deserved them or no. Oh, is that your de- 
sign ? Sir, you must not go in there. (Petruchio is 
going to the door.) , * 

Petr. How, sir! not go in? 

Don J. No, sir; most certainly not go in. 

Petr. She’s my sister, and 1 will speak to her. 

Don J. If she were your mother, sir, you should 
not, though it were but to ask her blessing. 

Petr. Since you are so positive. I'll try. 

^ Don J, You shall find inc a man of my word, 
sir. 

Duke. Nay, pray, gentlemen, hold ; let me com- 

i iose thi.s matter. W^hy do you make a scruple of 
etting us see Con.Htantia? 

^Don J. Why, sir, ’twould turn a man’s head .. 
round to hear these fellows talk .so. there is not 
one word true of all that he has said. 

Duke. Then vou do not know wlm.*'*' ^onstaiitia 

DonJ. Not I, b} heavens! 

I Dun F. Oh, moilK^rDus impudence 1 Upon my 
life, sir, 1 saw him force her up into that house, 
lock her up, and the key is now in hi.s pocket. 

DonJ. Now that is two lies; for, flrst, he did 
not see her: and next, all force is unnecessary, she 
is !sn very willing. 

I Duke. But lookyc, sir, this doubt may easily he 
I cleared . let either Petruchio or me but see her, 


and if she he not Conslantia, we engage our honours 
(though we should know her) never to discover 
who she is. 

Don J. Ay, but there's the point now, that I can • 
never consent to. 

Duke. Why? 

DonJ. Because I gave her my word to the cuii- 
trary. 

Petr. Pish ! I won't be kept oil' thus any longer. 
Sir, either let me enter, or I’ll force my way. 

Don F. No, pray, sir, let that be in\ olliee: I 
will be revenged on him, for having betrayed me 
to his friendship. ( Petruvhto and Dun F. ojfer to 
fight with Don 

Dti'm.e. Nay, you shall not ofler him foul play, 
neither. Hold, brother, pray a word; and with 
you too, sir. 

*Don J. Harkye, genlleiiieii, I’ll make ye a fair 
proposition; leave oil' this ceremony among yoiir^ 
selves, and those dismal threats against me . fillip 
lip, cross or pile, who shall begin lirst, and I'll do 
the best I cun to entertain you all, one after 
another. ^ 

Enter Antonio. 

AtUo. Now do iny fingers itch to be about some- 
body's ears, for the loss of my gold. Ha! what’s 
here to do? swords drawn! I must make one, 
though it cost me the singing of ten Joiin Dories 
iiioie. Courage, brave boy I I’ll stand by you as 
long as this tool here lasts : and it was once a good 
one. 

Petr. Who’s this? Antonio! Oh, sir! you are 
welcome! you shall be even judge between us. 

Anto. No, no, no; not I, sir, J thank you: I’ll 
make work fcr others to judge of, I’m resolved to 
fight. • ' 

Petr. But we won’t fight with you. 

Anto. Tltj^n put up your swords, or by this hand 
I’ll lay about me! (They put up their swords.) 

Don J. Well said, old Bilbna, i’failh! , 

Petr. Pray ^ar us, thougii . this gentleman saw 
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Act V. Scene l.j 


him lock np my sister into this house, and he re- 
fuses to let ifs see her. -i. V 

Anto, How, friend, is this true? (Chmg to Aim.) 

Don /. Not so hasty, I beseech yon. Lookye, 
ffentleini-n, to show yon that all are mistaken, and 
that my formal friend there is an ass — 

Don F. I thank you, sir. 

Don J. I'll give you my consent, that this gen- 
tleman here shall see her, if his information can 
satisfy you. 

Duke. Yes, jes ** he knows her very well. 

DonJ. Then, l^ir, go in here, if you please: I 
date trust him with her, for he is too old to do any 
mischief. {Antonio goes in.) 

Don F. I wonder how my gentleman will getofl* 
from all tliis? 

Don J. I shall be even with you, Don Frede- 
rick, another time, for all your grinning. {Noise 
teithin.) How now ! what noise is that? 

• Enter PETLil. 

Peter* The gentleman! — 

*'* DonJ. Where is he? 

Peter. He's run out of the hack door, sir. 

Don y ^How so ? 

Peter. ^ h^,^/ir, he’s run after the gentlewoman 
yon brought in. * 

Don J. 'Sdeatli ’ how durst vou let her out? 

Peter. Why, sir, I knew nttiiing. 

Don J. No ! thou ignorant rascal ! and therefore 
I'll beat soniething into thee. (Heats him.) Run 
after her, you dog, and bring her back, or — {Peter 
runs off'. ) 

Don F. What, you won't kill him ? 

Don J. Nay, come not near me, for if thou dost, 
by heavens, I’ll give thee ns much ' and would do 
so however, but that 1 won't lose time from looking 
after my dear, sweet- a plague confound you all ’ 

^ (Goes in, and shuts the door after him.) 

Duke. Wiiat, he has shut the door! 

Don F. It's no matter . I'll lend you a private 
back way, by that corner, where we shall meet 
him. [ Exeunt. 

Enter First CoNsTANTlA. 

1 Con. Oh' whither shall I run to hide myself? 
the constable has seiz.ed the landlady, and, I am 
afraid, (he poor child too. How to return to Don 
Frederick’s house, I know not: ^d, if 1 knew, I 
durst not, after those things the landlady haa told 
me of him. I am faulty, I confess, but greater faults 
have often met with lighter punishments. 

^ Enter Don .Tohn. 

Don J. I am almost dead with running, and will 
be so quite, but I will overtake her. 

1 Con. Hold, Don John, hold! 

. Don J. What's that? ha! is it you, my dear? 

1 Von, For heaven's sake, sir, carry me from 
hence, or I’m utterly undone. 

DonJ. Phoo, plague, this is the other! now 
could I almost beat ber, for but making me the 
proposition. Madam, there are some a-comitig, 
that will do it a great deal better : but I am in 
such haste, that, I vow to gad, madam — 

^ .1 Con. Nay, pray, sir, stay; you are concerned 
in this as well as I ; for your w^an is taken. 

Don J. Ha! my woman! {Goes hack to her.) 
1 vow to gad, madam, I do so highly honour your 
ladyship, that I would venture my life, a thousand 
times, to do you service. But, pray, where is 
she? • 

1 Con. Why, sir, she is taken by the constable* 

• DonJ, Constable! Which way went he 1 

1 Con. I cannot tell; for 1 ran out into the 
*stuets, just as he had seixed upon your landlady. 


Don J. Plague o’ my landlady ! 1 mean the other 
woman.’ 

1 Can, Other woman, sir! I have seen no other 
woman, never since 1 left your bouse! 

Don J. ’Sdeath ! what have 1 been doing here, 
then, all this while! Madam, your most humble-* 

1 Con. Good sir, be not so cruel as to leave me 
in this distress. 

Don J. No, no, no j I’m only going a little way, 
and will be back again presently. 

1. Con, But, pray, sir, hear roe; I’m in that 
danger — 

DonJ, No, no, no; I vow to gad, madam, no 
danger in the world. Let me alone, 1 warrant 
you. {Hurries off.) 

1 Con. He’s gone! and 1 a lost, wretched, mi- 
serable creature, for ever. 

Enter Antonio. 

Anto. Oh ! there she is. 

1 Con. Who's this? Antonio! the iiercest enemy 
I’liave. {Runs away.) 

Anto, Are you so nimble-footed, gentlewoman? 
A plague confound all whores! [Ejnf. 


ACT V. 

Scene J.—A Street. 

Enter Mother and Kinswoman. 

Kins. But, madam, be not so angry; perhaps 
she’ll come again. 

Mother. Oh' kinswoman, never speak of her 
more ; for she's an odious creature to leave me 
thus in the lurch. I have given her all her breed- 
ing, and instructed her with my own principles of 
education. 

Kins. I protest, madam, I think she’s a person 
that knows as much of all that as — 

Mother. Knows, kinswoman! there's ne’er a fe- 
male in Italy, ol thrice her years, knows so much 
the proceduVes of a true gallantry, and the iofallible 
principle.s of an honourable friendship, as she does. 

Kins. And, therefore, madam, you ought to Jove 
her. 

Mother, No, be upon her! nothing at all, as I am 
a Christian. When once a person fails inVunda- 
mentals, she’s at a period wiln me. Besides, with 
all her wit, Constantia is bnt a foo&; and calls all 
the minauderies of a bonne mt?ie, affectation. 

Kins. Bless me, sweet goodness! But, pray, 
madam, how came Constantia to fall out with your 
ladyship? Did she take anything ill of you? 

Mother. As I am a Christian, I can’t resolve you, 
unless it were that I led the dance first : but for 
that she must excuse me ; I know she dances well, 
but there are ulhers, who, peinaps, understand the 
right swim t.Tit as well as she — 

Enter Don Frederick. 

And, though I love Constantia — 

Hon/’. How’s this? Constantia! 

Mother. I know no reason why I should be de- 
barred (he privilege of showing my own geno too 
sometimes. 

Don F, If I am not mistaken, that other woman 
is she Don John and I were directed to, when we 
came first to town, to bring us acquainted with 
Constantia. I’ll try to get some intelligence from 
her. Pray, lady, have I never seen you before? 

Kins. Yes, sir, I think you have, with another 
stranger, a friend of yours, one day, as I was com- 
ing out of the chnreh. 
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Don F. I’m right then. And, pray, who were 
yoti talkin^f? ” 

Mother, Why, air, of an inconsiderate, inconsi- 
derable person, that has at once both rorfeited the 
honour of my concern, and the concern of her own 
honour. 

Von F, Very fine, indeed ! and is all this intended 
for 'the heautiful Constanlial 

Mother. Oh ! fie ujion her, sir, an odious crea- 
ture, as I’m a Christian, no beauty at all. 

Don F, Why, does not your ladyship think ^hcr 
handsome? 

Mother. Seriously, sir, I don’t think she's ugly ', 
hut, as 1 am a Christian, my position is, that no 
true beauly can ks lodged in that creature, who is 
not, in some measure, buoyed up with a just sense 
of what is incumbent to the devoir of a person of 
quality. 

Don F, That position, madam, is a little severe; 
but however she has been inciiinbent formerly, as 
your ladyship is pleased to say, now that she’s 
married, and her husband owns the child, she is 
sullicienlly justified for what she has done. 

Mother, Sir, I must, blushingly, beg leave to 
say, yon are in an error. I know there has been 
the passion of love between them, but with a tem- 
perament so innocent and so refined, as it did im- 
ose a negative upon the very possibility of her 
eing with child. No, sir; I ossur'' voii iny 
dauglitcr Gonstantia has never had a child. A 
child! Ha, ha, hu! Oh, goodness, save us, a 
child ! 

Don F. Well, madam, I shall not dispute this 
with you any farther; but give me leave to wait 
upon your daughter ; for ker friend, I assure you, 
is in great impatience to see her. 

Mother, Friend, sir! 1 know none she has. I’m 
sure she loaths the very sight of him. 

Don F. Of whom ? 

Mother. Why, of Antonio, sir; he that yon were 
pleased to say — ha, ha, ha! 

Don F, 1 tell you 1 do not know Antonio, nor 
never named him to you. 1 told you, that the 
Duke has owned Constantia for his wife, and that 
lier brother and he are friends, and are now both 
in search after her. 

Mother, Then, ns I’m a Christian, I suspect we 
have both been equally involved in the misfortune 
of a mistake.' Sir, 1 am in the dernier confusion to 
avow, that, though my daughter, Constantia, has 
been liaole to several addresse.s, yet she had never 
the honour to be produced to his grace. 

Don F. So, row the thing is out, and I’m a d — d 
rogue for what 1 did to Don John ; for, on my con- 
science, this is that Constantia the fellow told me 
of! I’ll make him amends, whate’er it cost me. 
Ladji you must give me leave not to part with 
you, till you meet with your daughter, for some 
reasons 1 shall tell you hereafter. 

Mother, Sir, 1 am ^o highly your obligee for the 
manner of your enquiries, and you Have grounded 
your determinations upon so just a KUsis, that I 
shall not be ashamed to own myself a votary to all 
your commands. lExeunt. 

Scene II.— A Street. 

Enter Second Constantia, 

2 Con, So, thanks to my yonth and my heels, I 
am once more free from Antonio ! What an escape ' 
and yet, what a misfortune ! I have no great reason 
to reioice — for, though I have got clear from the 
old iellow, 1 have lost the young one too. 1 did 
not wish to out-run them both ; but whither to go 
now ? that’s the question— I wish my spirited young 
Spaniard were here to answer it ; but that this wild 


spark, whoinl liked so well, and who sworeheliked 
me, should send that old piece of mii^hief to dis- 
tress me, and drive me out of the house, puzzles 
me exceedingly ! I wish I could see him once more, 
to explain this rnattlk to me. May I never be 
married if he is not coining this way ! Should lie 
prove false, in> poor heart will have a terrible time 
of it. Now for the proof— ( Walks aside.) 

Enter Don John, holding Peter, 

Don J, Did you run after her,. as I ordered you, 
sirrah ! 

Peter, liike any greyhound, sir. 

Don J, And have you found her, rascal? 

Peter, Not quite, sir. 

DonJ, Not quite, sir! You are drunk, fellow! 
Pete*. A little, sir; I run the better for it. 
DonJ, Have you ^een her? speak quickly, or 
speak no moie. {^Shaking him.) 

Peter. Yes, yes, I have seen her. 

Don /, Where? where? • 

Peter. There ! there ! 

Don J, W’here’s there, sirrah? 

Peter. There where I saw her — in the street! 
Don J. Did you overtake her ' 

Peter. I was overtaken myself, >.'< , -/?d — hie — 
f«M down. 

DonJ, Then she is gone! irrecoverably gone! 
and 1 sliall run distiM*tcd ! {Second Constantia taps 
him on the shoulder; he turns, and they gaze on each 
other.) Heigho ! 

Peter, Never was so near death in all my life! 

[Exit. 

Don J. Oh ! my dear soul, take pity on me, and 
give me comfort; for I’m e’en dead for want of 
thee. 

2 Con, Oh I you’ro a fine gentleman, indeed, to 
shut me up in your house, and send another man 
to me. 

Don J, Pray, hear me. 

2 Con, No, 1 will never h^ar you more, after 
such an injury ; what would you have done, if I 
had been kind to you, that you could use me tbus 
before? 

Don J. By my troth, that’s shrewdly urged. 

2 Con. Besides, you basely broke your word. 
Don J. But will you bear nothing? nor did you 
hear nothing? I had three men upon me at once, 
and had I not consented to let that old fellow up, 
who came to idy rescue, they had all broken m 
whether I would or no. 

2 Con, It may be so ; for I remember I heard a 
noi.se; but suppose it wasnotso, what then? why, 
then, I’ll love him, however. Ilarkye, sir, I ought 
now to use you very scurvily ; but I can’t find ik 
tny heart to do so. 

Don J. Then heaven's blessing on thy heart fur 
it! 

2 Con. But a — 

DonJ, What? 

2 Con. I would fain know — 

Don J. W'bat, what? I’ll tell thee anything, 
everylhing. 

2 Con. I would fain know, whether you can* bo 
kind to me. 

Don J. Look in your glass, my charmer, and 
answer for me. * 

2 Con. You think me very vain. 

Don J. I think 'you devilish handsome. 

2 Con. 1 shall find you a rogue at last. 

Don J, Then you shall han^ me for a fool ; take 
your garters, and do it now, it you will. {Sighing,) 
*2 Con. You are no fool. « ' 

Don J, Oh, yes, a loving fool. 

2 Con, 'Will you love me for ever? 

Don J. I’ll be bound to you for ever; you can’t 
desire better security. 
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2 Con. I have better aecnrity. 

Don J. What’s that, my anucl } 

2 Con. Ttf 3 tenderest affection for you now, and 
the kindest behaviour to you, for evermore. 

Don J. And I, upon my krees, will swear, that, 
that— what shall 1 swear? 

2 Con, Nay, use what words you please, so they 
be but hearty. 

Don J. I swear, then, by thy fair self, that 
looks so like a deity, and art the only thing 1 
now can think of, that I’ll adore you to my dying 
day. * % * 

2 Con. And here I vow, the minute thou dost 
leave me. I’ll leave the world— that’s, kill myself. 

Don J, Oh! my dear heavenly creature, we’ll 
love as long as we live, and then we’ll die toge- 
ther; and there’s an end of both of us. But who 
is this my old friend has got there? 

£/i?er Firs? Const ANTI A arid Antonio, who 
seizes her, 

Anlo, Oh! have I caught yon, gentlewoman, at 
last? Come, give me my gold. 

1 Con, I heme he lakes me for another ; I won’t 
answer, for 1 had rather you should take me for 
any one.^h an jv ho I am. 

Dun J.‘Fray,' sir, who is that 30U have thereby 
the hand ? ^ 

Anto. A person of honour, trVat has broken open 
my trunks, and run away wffh all my gold ; yet. 
I’ll hold ten pounds I’ll have it whipped out of her 
again. 

2 Con, Done, I’ll hold you ten pounds of that 
now. 

Anlo. lla! by my troth, you have reason ; and, 
lady, 1 ask your pardon ; but I’ll lune it whipped 
out ol )OU, then, gossip. {^Going to her.) 

Don J. Hold, sir; y(*a must not meddle withniy 
goods. {Stoirping him. 

• .4fi/o. Yo'ir goods! how came she to be yours? 

I’m sure I bought her of her mother for five hun- 
dred good pieces in gold. 

Don J. Ay, sir, but that bargain won’t hold good 
in our court; besides, sir, as 1 told you before, 
she’s mine, Don. 

Anto. Y'nurs, sir! what right? 

Don J, 'riie right of possession, sir; the law of 
love, and consent of the paities. 

Anto. And is this so, young lady? 

2 C’on. Yes, young gentleman,, it is. You pur- 
chase me! And could you imagine, you oK fool 
you, that I would take up with you, while there 
was a young fellow to be bad for love or iiioiiev ' 
Pui chase yourself a little wit. and a great deulbf 
ffaniiel, against the cold weather, or, on my word, 
you’ll make a melancholy (iguie. Ha, ha, fia! 

Don J. He does make a melaiichuly figure' 
ba, hi< ' you had better lei her alone, Don; why, 
she’s too hard for me — 

Anlo. Indeed, 1 think so. But, pray, sir, by 
your leave, J hope you will allow me the speech of 
one word to your goods here, us you cull her ; 'tis 
but a small request. 

DonJ. Ay, sir, with all iny heart — how, Con- 
slaolia! Afladam, now you have seen that lady, I 
hope you will pardon the haste you met me in a 
lilile while ago ; if 1 committed a fault, you must 
thank her for it. 

1 Con, Sir, I do know too well the pow'er of love, 
by ray own experience, not to pardon all the effects 
of it in another. 

Anto, Well, then. I’ll promise you, if you will 
but he% 11^ to recover my gold again, that I’ll 
uever trouble you more. 

2 Con, A match ; and ’tis the best that you and 
I could ever make. 

, Don /. Pray, madam, fear nothing; by my love. 
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I’ll stand by you, and see that yoor brother shall 
do yon ho harm. 

2 Com. Harkye, air, a word ; bow dare you talk 
of love to any lady but me, sir? 

Don J. By my troth, that was a fault, but 1 
meant it only civilly. 

2 Con, Ay, but if you are so very civil a gentle- 
man, we shall not be long friends ; I scorn to share 
your love with any one whatsoever; and, for my 
part, I’m resolved to have either all nr none. 

^on J. Well, well, my dear little covetous 
rogue, thou slialt have it all — thus I sign and seal — 
(•Jvmes her hand.) and transfer all iny stock of love 
to thee, for ever and for ever. 

2 Con. 1 accept it, in the warmest spitit of love 
and gratitude. 

Enter Don Frederick and Mother. 

Don F, Come, now, madam, let us not speak 
one word more, but go quietly about our business; 
not but that I think it the greatest pleasure in the 
world to hear you talk, but — 

Mother, Do you, indeed, sir? I swear then, good 
wits jump, sir ; for 1 have thought so myself a very 
great while. 

Don F, You have all the reason imaginable. Oh, 
Don John, Isask lliy pardon' but I hope I shall 
make thee amends, for 1 have found out the mo- 
ther, and she has promised to help thee to thy mis- 
tress again. 

Don J. Sir, you may save your labour; the bu- 
siness is done, and 1 am fully satisfied. 

Don F. And dost thou know who she is? 

Don J. No, ’faith, I never asked her name. 

Don F. Why, then, i’ll make thee more satis- 
fied; this lady, here, is that v ery Constantia — 

Don J, Ha ! thou bast not a mind to be knocked 
o’er the pate loo, hast thou? 

Don F. No, sir; nor dare yon do it neither; 
but, for certain, this is that very self same Con- 
stantia that thou and I so long looked after. 

Don J , I thought she was something more than 
orctmarv ; but shall I tell thee now a stranger thing 
than ulf Ibis? 

Dun F. What's that? 

Don J. Why, I will never more think of any 
other woman, for her sake. 

Don F. That, indeed, is strange ; but you are 
miicli altered, John ; it was but this morning that 
women were such bvpocrites that you would not 
trust a single mother's daughter of them. 

Dun J. Ay, hut when things are at the worst, 
they’ll mend, example doese\er\thing, Frederick, 
and the fair sex v'ill certainly grow better when- 
ever the greatest is the best woman in the king- 
dom ; that's what 1 trust to, 

Don F. Well parried, John! 

Dan J , .See here, F'rederick ' the lost jeivel is 
found. (^Shou'ing Ftrst Constantia.) 

Don F. Ali}«lam, I am heaFtily glad to meet your 
ladyship hewe ; we have been in very great disorder 
since we saw you. 

2 Con. (h)iiie, mother, deliver your purse ; I 
have delivered myself up to this young fellow, and 
the bargain’s made wilti that old fellow ; so be 
may have bis gold again, that all shall be well. 

Mother. As I am a Christian, sir, I took it away, 
only to have the honour of restoring it again ; fur 
niy liuid fate having not bestowed upon me a fund 
which might capacitate me to make you presents, 
I bad no w ay left for the exercise of my generosity 
but by putting myself into a condition of giving 
back what was yours. 

Anto. A very generous design, indeed ! So now 
I'll e'en turn a sober person, and leave off this 
wenching and this fightiair, for I begin to find it 
does not agree with me. 
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Don /. Wbat’i here? Onr landlady and the 
ohild again ! 

Enier Petrdchio and Landlady, with the Child, 

Petr, Yes, we met her going to be whipped, in 
a drouken constable's bands that took her for 
another. 

DonJ, Why, then, pray let her e'en be taken, 
and whipped for herself, for, on my word, she de- 
serves it. 

Land* Yes, I'm sore of your good word at any 
time. 

1 Con, Harkye, dear landlady ' 

Land, Oh, sweet goodness' is it yon'* 1 have 
been in snch a pdck ot troub]e<i since 1 saw 30 a , 
they took me, and thev tumbled me, and they 
hauled me, and they pulled me, and they called me 
painted Jezebel, and the poor little baha here did 
so take on ' 

Enter Duke. 

Come hither, my lord, come hither . here is Con- 
stantia' 

1 Con. Yonder's my brother ' 

Ihdce. No, madam, there is no danger. 

1 Con. Were there a thousand dangers in those 
arms, I wonld ron thus to meet them. 


Duke, Oh, my dear! it were not safe that any 
should be here at present ; for now my heart is so 
overpressed with joy, that I should scarce be able 
to defend thee. 

Petr. Sister, I'm KJ ashamed of all my faults 
which my mistake has made me guilty of, that I 
know not how to ask your pardon for them. 

1 Con. No, bi other, the fault was mine, in mis- 
taking yon so much as not to impart the whole truth 
to you at first , but, having begun ray love without 
your consent, I never durst acquaint you with the 
progress of It. 

Duke, Come, let the consummation of our pre- 
sent jojH blot out the memory of all these post 
mistakes. 

Don /. And when shall we consummate onr 
joys’ 

2 Con. Never : 

We'!! find out ways to make them last for ever. 

Don /. A match, my girl'-^Come, let us all 
away, 

dnd celebrate Till: Chances of this day ; 

My former vanities are past and gone. 

And now 1 fix to happiness and one, 

Change the wild wanton, for the sober plan. 

And, like my friend — become a modest man. 



TANCRED AND SIGI8MUNDA; 

A'TRAGEDr, IN FIVE ACTS.— BY JAMES THOMSON. 



CHARACTERS. 

TANCREn I OSMOND I RIGISMCNDA 

SIFFKKiif 1 RODOLPHO | I AURA 


ACT I. 

Scene \,^The Palace. 

SiGiSMUNDA and Laura. 

Sig. Ah ! fatal dajr to Sicily ! the king 
Touches his last iiioiiients. 

Lau. So ’tis fear'd. [charg’d 

Stg. Laura, ’tis said, the heart soinetiines 
With a prophetic sadness: such, inethinks, ^ 

^ow hangs on mine. The king’s approaching death 
Suggests a thousand fears. Sviiut troubles thence 
May throw the state once more into confusion* 
What sudden changes in my father's house 
May rise, and part me fruiii my dearest Tancred, 
Alarm my thoughts. 

Jmu. The fears of love-sick fanc} ! 

Perversely busy to torment itself. 

But be assur'd your father's steady friendship. 
Join’d to a certain geniu*', that coinniands, 

Not kneels to fortune, will support and cherish. 
Here in the public eye of Sicily, 

This, 1 may call him, his adopted son. 

The noble Tancred, form’d to ail his virtues. 

Sig, Ah! form'd to charm his daughter. This 
^ fair morn 

*Has tempted far the chase. Is he not yet 
Return'd? • 

Imu. No. When >our father to the king. 

Who now expiring lies, was call’d in haste. 

He sent each way his messengers to find him ; 
Witii su^i a look of ardour and impatience. 

As if thi*Dear event was to Count Tancred 
Of more importance than 1 comprehend. [birth, 
Sig, There lies, my Ijauru, o’er my Tanered's 
A cloud 1 cannot pierce. W'ltli princely accost, 
Nay, with re.spect, which oft f have observ’d. 
Stealing at times submissive o’er his features, 

In Belmont’a woods iny father rear'd this youth. 


1 Ah! woods, for ever dear! where first my artless 
I bosom learn’d 

j The sighs of love. He gives him out the son 
I Of an old fiiend, a baron of Apulia, 

! Who in the laic criisadn bravely fell; 

; Bui then, tis sliaiige ; is all his bunily. 

, Ah well as falber, dead f and all their friends, 

; Except my sire, the geii’rous, good Siflredi? 

'[ Had he a mother, sister, brother left, 

! The last remain of kindred, with what pride, 

! What rapture, might they fly o’ef earth and sea, 

! To claim this rising honour of their blood I 
i This bright unknown • this all-acponiplish'd youth! 

' Who rliarnih too much the heart of Sigismunda. 

1 What says Hodolpho? Does he duly credit 
I The ntorv of his hiith? 

' Lifif. He has soiuetimes. 

Like yon, his doubts; yet, svhen maturely weigh’d. 
Believes^ li^e. As for lord Tanered’s self. 

He never enlerlain'd the slightest liiongbt 
That verg’d to doubt; but oft laments his state. 

By cruel foitiiiie so ill pair’d to your s. 

Sig, Merit like his, the fortune ol the mind. 
Beggars all wealth. Then, to your brother, Laura, 
lie talks of me ! 

Lau. Of nothing else. ^ Howe’er 
The talk begin, it ends with Sigismunda; 

' Their morning, noon-tide, and their ev'ning walks, 
j Are full of you ; and all the woods of Belmont 
I Enamour'd' with your name — 

I Sig, Away, my friend; 

Yon flatter :* vet the dear delusion charms. 

Lau. No, Sigismunda; 'iis the strictest trnlli, 

N ar half the truth, I tell you. Ev’n with fondness 
My brother talks for ever of the passion [litm 

I I That tires young Tanered’s breast. So iiincb it strikea 
IL; praises Jove as if he were a lover. 

Heaven, he say's, 
il'2 
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In lavish boanty form’d the heart for love } 

In love inclnded all the finer seeds 
Of honour, virtue, friendship, purest bliss — 

Sig, Virtuous Rodolpho! 

Lau. Then his pleasing theme 
He varies to the praises of your lover. 

Sig. And what, my Laura, says he on the subject? 
Zmu. He says that though he was not nobly born, 
Nature has form’d him noble, gen’roos, brave. 
Chiefly one diarm 

He in Ills graceful character observes; 

That though his passions burn with high impatience. 
And sometimes, from a noble heat of nature. 

Are ready to fly ofl*; yet the least check 
Of ruling reason brings them back to temper. 

And gentle softness. 

Stg. True! oh! true, Rodolpho! 

Blest be thy kindred worth for loving his! 

He is all warmth, all amiable fire, 

All quick, heroic ardour! temper’d soft 
AVith gentleness of heart, and manly icason ! 

If virtue were to wear a human form, 

I'o light it with her dignity and flame, 

Then soft’nirig mix her smiles and tender graces; 
Oh! she would choose the person of my Tancred. 
Go on, my friend ; go on, and ever praise him ; 
The subject knows no bounds, nor can I tire. 
While niy breast trembles to that sweetest music. 
The heart of woman tastes no truer joy. 

Is never flatter’d with such dear enchantment. 

As when she hears the praises of the man she loves. 
Xnu. Madam, your Auher comes. 

ii’M/er SiFi nr.nr. 

SiJ'. (To an Af/etulant as he enters.) Lord Tan- 
cred is found? 

Aften. My loiil, lie quickly will be here. 

Si/. ’Tis well; retire. You, too, iiiy daughter, 
leave me. 

Sip. 1 go, ray father. But how fares the king? 
SiJ\ He is no more. Gone to that awful state. 
Where kings the crown wear only of their viitues. , 
Sig. How bright must then be bis. This stroke 
is sudden ; 

He was this morning well, when to the chase 
Lord Tancred went. 

Sif. *Tis true. But at his years 
Death gives short notice. Drooping nature then. 
Without a gust ol pain to shake it, falls. 

His death, my daughter, was that happy period 
AVhich fejv attain. The duties of hi> duv 
Were all discharg’d, culm as evening skies 
Was his pure mibd, and lighted up with hope.*^ 
Thai open iieaveii ; when (or his lust long sleep 
Timely prepar’d, a lassitude of life, 

A pleasing weariness of mortal joy. 

Fell on his soul, and down he sunk to lest. 

Oh ! may iny death be such ' He but one wish 
Left numlfiii’d, whicli was to see Count Tancred. 
Sig. To see Count Tancred! Pardon me, my 
lord — [tioD, 

Sif. For what, iny daughter? But with such etno- 
VVhy did yon start at mention of Count Tancred ? 

Sig. Nulhing — 1 only hop’d the dying king 
Might mean to make some generous, just provision 
For this your worthy charge, this noble orphan. 

Sif, And he has done it largely. Leave me now; 
1 want some private conference with Lord Tancred. 

\Exeunt SigismumUi and Laura. 
My doubts are but too true, if these old eyes 
Can trace the marks of love, a mutual passion 
Has seia’d, I fear, my daughter, and this prince. 
My sovereign now. Should it be so? All! there, 
There lurks a brooding tempest, that may shake 
My long concerted srheiiio, to settle linn 
The public peace and welfare, which the king 
Has made tlie prudent basis of Ins will. 

Away, unworthy views, you shall not tempt me! 
Nor interest, nor ambition shall seduce 
My fix’d resolve. Perish the selfish thought, 


[Act I. 

Which our own good prefers to that of millions! 
He comes, my king, nnconscioas of bis fortune. 

Enter Tancred. 

Tan. My Lord Sift'redi, in your looks I read. 
Confirm’d, the mournful news that fly abroad 
From tongue to tongue: we, then, at last, have lost 
The good old king. • 

Sif. Yes, we have lost a father; 

The greatest blessing heaven bestows on mortals 
A good, a worthy king ! Hear me) my Tancred, 
And I will tell thee, in a few plain words. 

How he deserv’d that best, that glorious title. 

He lov’d his people, deem’d them all his children; 
The good exalted, and depress’d the bad. 

He sought alone the good of those for whom 
He was entrnsted with the sovereign power: 

Well knowing that a people in their rights 
And industry protected, living safe 
Beneath the sacred shelter of the laws. 

Are ne’er ungrateful. With unsparing hand 
They will for him provide ; their filial love 
And confidence are his unfailing treasure, 

And every honest man bis faithful p^uard. 

Tan. A general face of grief i# ci spreads the city- 
I mark’d the people, as I hither came. 

In crowds assembled, struck with silent .sorrow. 
And pouring Ciirtli th^ noblest praLse of tears. 

A mingled murmur ran 

Along the streets ; and from the lonely court 
Of him who can no more assist their fiirtunes, 

I saw the courtier-fry, with eager haste, 

I All hurrying to Coiisluntia. 

Sif. Noble youth' 

T joy to hear from thee these just reflections, 
orthy of riper years. But if they seek 
Constantia, trust me, they mistake their course. 
Tan, How I Ts she not, iny lord, the late king’s, 
sister? 

Heir to the crown of Sicily? the last 
Of our fam’d Norman line, and now oor queen 
Sif, Tancred, ’tis true, she is the late king’s sister. 
The sole survi\iiig ollspriiig of that tyrant, 

William the Bad; born some months 
After the tyrant’s death, but not next lieir. 

Tan. You much surprise me. May I, then, presume 
To Hsk who is? 

Sif. Come nearer, noble Tancred, 

Sou of my care. 1 must, on this occasion, 

(’onsull thy generous heart, which, wheu oonducled 
I By rectitude of mind and honest virtues, 

' Gives better counsel than the hoary head. 

Then know, there lives a prince, here in Palermo, 
'I'lie lineal ollspriiig of our fuinuus hero. 

And rightful heir ofSicilv. 

Tan, Great heaven! How far remov'd 
From that our mighty founder? 

Sif. His great grandson ; 

Sprung from his eldest sun, who died untimely. 
Before his father. 

Tan, Ha' the prince you mean, 

Is he not Manfred’s son ? The generous, brave. 
Unhappy Manfred! whom the tyrant AVilliam, 

You just now mention’d, not content to spoil 
Of his paternal crown, threw into fettew. 

And infamously murder'd i 
SiJ, Y es, the same. 

Tan. But this prinCC, 

W’here has he lain conceal'd? 

Sf. The lato good king, 

By noble pity mov’d, contriv’d to save him 
From bis dire father’s unrelenting rage, 

And had him rear’d in private, us became 
His birlli and hopes, witli high and princely nurture. 
Till now, loo young to rule a troubled state, 
civil broils most miserably torn, 

Hfe in his safe retreat has lain conceal’d. 

His birth and fortune to himself unknown ; 

Blit when the dying king to me intrusted. 
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As to the cliaooeltor of the realm, his will. 

He nam’d him his enccessor. 

Tan, Hwpy jouthi 

He tlien will triumph o’er IJ^is father’s foes. 

O’er haoghly Osmond, and the tyrant’s daughter. 

Sif, Ay, that is what I dread — the heat of youth ; 
There lurks, I fear, )>erdition to the state 3 
I dread tlie horrors of rekindled war ; 

Thougfi dead, tlie tyrant still is to be fear’d ; 
Hisdaugliter's party still is strong and numerous; 
Her friend; eari Osmond, constalile of Sicily, 
Experienc'd, brave, liigb>bnrn, of mighty interest. 
BeUer the prince and princess should by marriage 
Unite their friends, their interest, and their claims. 
Then will the peace and welfare of the land 
On a firm basis rise. 

Tan. My lord Siffredi, 

If by myself 1 of this prince may judge. 

That scheme will scarce succeed. Your prudent age 
In vain will counsel, if the heart forbid it. 

But wlierefore fear? The right is clearly his; 

All Sicily will rouse, all faithful hearts, 

\\’ill range themselves around prince Manfred’s son. 
For me, I here devote me to the service ' 

Of this young , ■ ; T every drop of hlood 

Will lose with joy, with trans|»ort, in his canse — 
Pardon my warmth — but that, my lord, will never 
To this decision eome. Tlien find the prince; 

Lose not a moment to awak^i in hltn 

The royal soul. Purbans be, now desfionding. 

Pines in a corner, and liinients liis fortune 
That in the narrow' bounds of private life 
He must confine bis airiis, those swelling virtues 
Which, from his noble father, he inherits. 

Sif. Perhaps, regardless, in the eoininon bane 
Of youth he melts, hi vanity and love. 

But if the seeds of virtue glow within him, 

I will awake a higher sense, a lo^c 
That giasps the loves and happiness of millions. 
Tan, Why that surmise'^ Or should ho love, 
SilVredi, 

1 doubt not, it is nobU, which will raise 
And animate his virtues. Oh ' permit me 
To plead the cause of youth . their viitiic oft, 

In pleasure’s soft encliummcnt lull’d awhile, 
Forgets itself; it sleeps and gaily dreams. 

Till great occasion rouse it , tlieii, all flume. 

It walks abroad, with height en’d soul and vigour. 
And by the change astonishes the \>^rld. [tbers' 
Sif. Hear him, imiiiortMl shades of his great fa- 
Forgive me, sir, this trial of your heart, • 

Thou, thou art he! 

Tan. Siffredi 1 

Sif. Tancred, thou ! * 

Thou art the man, of all the many thousands 
That toil upon the bosom of this isle, 

By heaven elected to command the rest, 

"■*'0 rule, protect them, and to make them happy. 

Tan. Manfred, my father’ T the lust support 
Of the fam’d Norman line, that awes the woiUU 
I, who, this morning, wander’d forth an orphan, 
Outcast of ail hut thee, iiiy second father ' 

Thus call’d to glory ! to the lirst great lot 
Of humunkiiid ' Oh! wonder-working hand. 

That in majestic silence sways at will 

The mighty movements of unboniidcd nature! 

Ob ' grant me, lietiven, the virtues to sustain 
This awful burden of so many heroes ! 

Let me not be exalted into sliame; 

Set up the worthless pageant of vain grandeur. 
Meantime, I thank the justice of the king, 

has ray right bequeath’d me. Thee, Siffredi, 

J thank fhec ’ Oh! I ne’er enough can thank thee. , 
Yes, thou hast been — thou art — shalt be my father! ' 
Thou shalt direct my inexperienc’d vears ; ' 

Shalt be the tilling head, and 1 the liand. 

Sif. It is enou^i for me to see iny cov’relgii 
A’»scrt his virtues, and maintain his hoiioiir. I 

. an, 1 think, iny lord, you said thckiiigcommillcd ] 


To yoii his will? I hope it is not clogg’d 
With any base conditions, any clause, 

To tyrannise my heart, and to Constantia 
Enslave my hand devoted to another. 

The hint you Just now gave of tlmt alliance, 

You must imagine, wakes my fear. But know. 

In Ibis alone I will not bear dispute, 

Not ev’n from tbee, Siffredi. I^t the council 
Be straight assembled, and the will there open'd: 
Thence issue speedy orders to convene, 

’Uiis day, ere noon, the senate, where those barons, 
»Who now are an Palermo, will attend. 

To pay their ready homage to the king. 

Sif. I go, ray liege. But once again permit me 
To tell you, now is the trying orisis • 

That must determine of your future reign. 

Oh! with heroic rigour wafcli jour heart; 

And to the sovereign duties of the king. 

Til* niiequaird pleasures of a god on earth. 

Submit the common joys, the common passions. 
Nay, even the virtues of the private man. 

Tan. Of that no more. They not oppose, but aid. 
Invigorate, clierisli, and reward each other. 

[Exit Sif. 

Now, generous Sigismunda, comes my turn. 

To shew my love was not of tliinc unworthy. 

When fortisne bade me blush to look to thee, 
llbt what is fortune to the wish of lovel 
A misercilde bankrupt' 

Quick, let me find her; taste that highest joy, 

Th’ exalted heart can know, the mix’d effusion 
Of gratitude and love' Behold, she comes! 
He-futer SlGIsMUNDV. 

My flutt'iing soul was on the wing to find thee, 

My love, my SigismuifHa' 

Sif/, Oh' iny 'J’ancred, 

Tell me what means this mystery and gloom. 

That lowers around? Just now involv'd in thought, 
My father shot athwart me— You, my lord, 

Seem stiangely mov'd — I fear, some dark event 
From the king's death, to trouble our repose , 

’That tender calm we in the woods of Belmunt 
So happily enjoy’d. Explain this hurr\ , 

Whn' means it'’ say. 

Tan, Jt means that we are happy ' 

Beyond our most romantic wishes happy ' 

Si(/ You hut perjilex me more. 

Tan. It means, my fairest. 

That thou art queen of Sicily; and I 
The happiest of mankind! 

Because with thee, I can adorn niy throjie. 
Manfred, who fell by tyrant William's rage. 

Was my fatlier. " * {Pauswg.) 

You droop, my love; dejected on a sudden. 

You seem to mourn my fortune. The soft tear 
Springs in thy eye: oh ' let me kis.s it olf. 
why this, my Sigismunda? 

Slg. Royal Tancred, 

None at your glorious foiliine can like me 
Rejoice; yet me alone, of all Sicilians, 

It iiiakel un nappy . 

Tan. T should hate it, then ' 

Should throw, with scorn, the splendid ruin from me. 
No, Sigismunda, ’tis my hop^witli thee 
To share it, whence it draw’i» its richest value. 

Sig. You are iiiy sov’reigii : 1 at humble distance — 
Tan. Thou ari my queen! the sovereign of my 
soul ! 

The dear, the tender, gen'rous Sigismunda! 

Sig. Your heart, I know, disdains the little thought 
Of changing with the vain, external change 
Of circunistancc and fortune. 

But, ah ' the hearts of kings are not their own. 
Some high descended princess, who will bring 
New power and interest to your tlirime, demands 
Your »-oynl hand; perliups, Coiistaiilia — 

Tan. She! 

Oh' inline her not- weie I tins moment iiec 
And d Sf'iigag'tl as he who iievei sigh’d 
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For matchless worth like thine, I shonld ahhor 
All thoughts of that alliance. Her fell father 
Most basely murder’d mine ; 

And cans! tnnn deem me, then, so poorly tame, 

So cool a traitor to my father’s blood, 

As from the prudent cowardice of state 
E’er to submit to such a base proposal ; 

They whom just heaven has to a throne exalted. 
To guard the rights and liberties of others, 

What duty binds them to betray their own? 

Or it', indeed, my choice must be directed 
By views of public good, whom shall I choose 
So fit to grace, to dignify a crown, 

And beam sweet mercy on a happy people, 

As thee, my love**' Whom place upon my throne 
But thee, descended from the good Sid'iedi? 

Siff, Cease, cease to raise my hopes above my 
duly; 

Charm me no more, my Tancred! Oh ! that we 
In those blest woods, where first you won my soul. 
Had pass’d our gentle days : far from the loil 
And pomp of courts! Such is the wish of love: 
’Tis all in vain ; you cannot hush a voice 
That murmurs here — 1 must not be persuaded. 
Tan, (Kneelinff.) Hear roe, thou soul of all my 
hopes and wishes! 

And witness, heaven, prime source ofldve and jn; ! 
Not a whole warring world combin'd agamst me, 
8haH ever shake iiiy faith to Sigismunda! 

( Trumpets and acclamations heard.) 
But, hark! the public voice to duties call me. 
Which with unwearied zeal 1 will discharge; 

And thou, yes, thou shall be my bright reward. 
Yet, ere I go, to hush thy l^^vely fears, [blank. 
Thy delicate objections, (writes his name) take this 
Sign'd with my name, and give it to thy father: 
Tell him ’tis my command it be fill'd up 
With a most strict and solemn marriage contract. 
How dear each tie' how charming to my soul ! 
That more unites me to my Sigisniunda. 

For thee, and for my people’s good to live. 

Is all the bliss which sov ’reign power can give. 

{Exeunt. 

ACT ir. 

SCCNE I. — A grand Saloon, 

Enter Siffkedi. 

Sif. So far ’tis well. The late king’s will proceeds 
Upon the plan I counsell’d; that prince Tancred 
Shall make Coiistantia partner of his throne. 

Oh ! great; oh ! wish’d event ! 

But liow this mighty obstacle surmount. 

Which love has thrown betwixt? My daughter owns 
Her passion for the king; she trembling own’d it, 
W ilh prayers, and tears, and tender supplications. 
That almost shook my firmness. And this blank. 
Which his rash fondness gave her, shews how much, 
To what a wild extravagance he loves. 

I see no means — it foils my deepest thought 
How to coptronl this matlness of the Vlug)t 
That wears the face of virtue, and will theiice 
Disdain restraint. The crowding barons 
Here summon'd to the palace, meet already. 

To pay their homage, and coniiirn the will. 

On a few moments hangs the public fate. 

On a few hasty moments — Ha* there shone 
A gleam of hope. Yes, with this very paper 
I yet will save him. Here is the royal hand; 

I will beneath it write a perfect, full, 

And absolute agreement to the will ; 

Which read before the nobles of the realm 
Assembled, in tlie sacred face of Sicily, 

Constantia present, every heart and eye 
Fix’d on their monarch, every tongue applauding. 
He must submit ; his dream of love must vanish. 
It shall be done. To me, 1 know, ’tis rum; 

But safety to the public, to the kiiig.^ 

I will not reason more. No ; ’tis fix’d ! 

<rl here devote me for my prince and country ; 


Let them be safe, and let me nobly perJeb ! 
Behold, earl Osmond conies, withont whose aid 
My schemes are all in vain. 

Enter OsMoN'D. 

Osm, My lord SiflVedi, 

I fioin the council hasten’d to Constantia, 

And have accomplish'd what wc there propos’d. 
The princess to the will submits her claims. 

8be with her presence means to grace the senate. 
And of your royal charge, young 'ranefed’s hand. 
Accept. Metliouglit, besides, 
f could discern, that not from prudence merely 
She to his choice submitlcd. 

Si/, Noble Osmond, 

Yon have in this dune to the pnblic great 
And signal soivice. Yes, I must avow it; 

This frank and ready instance of your zeal. 

In such a trying crisis of the state. 

Upbraids the rashness of my former judgment. 

0.sm. Sifi'redi, no. To you belongs the praise, 
’Tis you, my lord, to whom the many thousands. 
That by the barbarous sword of civil war 
Had fallen inglorious, owe their lives. 

1 blush to lliink 

I have so long oppos’d the best good man 
In Sicily: 

To your’s I join my hand ; with you will own 
No iiit'rest and'no paity but my country. 

Nor is your friendship only my ambition: 

There is a dearer name, the name of father, 

By which I should rejoice to call Sifi'redi. 

Your daughter's hand would to the pnblic weal 
Unite my private happiness. 

Si/, My lord. 

You have my glad consent. To be allied 
To your distinguish’d family and merit, 

I shall esteem an honour. From my soul 
I here embrace earl Osmond as my friend 
And son. 

Osm. You make him happy. 

I from this moment vow myself the friend 
And zealous servant ofSifiredi’s house. 

Enter an Officer belonging to the Court, 

Offi. {^To Siffredi.) The king, my lord, demands 
your speedy presence. 

Si/. I will attend him straight. Farewell, my lord; 
The senate meets : there, a few iiioineiits hence, 

I will rejoin ybu. 

Osm. There, iny noble lord, 

We will complete this salutary work ; 

Will there begin a new, auspicious era. 

[Exeunt Stffredi attd Officer, 
SiflVedi gives his daughter to my wishes. 

But does she give herself? Guy, young, and flat* 
ter’d. 

Perhaps, engag’d, will she her youthful heart 
Yield to my harsher, uncomplying years? 

I am not iorm’d, by flattery and praise. 

By sighs and tears, and all the whining trade 
Of love, to feed a fair one’s vanity ; 

To charm at once and spoil her. These soft arts 
Nor suit my years nor temper ; these be left 
To boys and doling age. A prudent fatlier. 

By nature charg'd to guide and rule her choice. 
Resigns his daughter to a husbarid’s power, 

Who vvith superior dignity, with reason, 

And manly tenderness will ever love her ; 

Not first a kneeling slave, and then a tyrant. {Exit. 

Enter RoTiOLPHO /rom the Senate. 

Rod. This will perplexes all. No, Tanerj^d ni ver 
Can stoop to these conditions, which at once 
Attack bis rights, his honour, and his love. 

Til’ unjust, the base conditions of the will! 
Uncertain, toss'd in cruel agitation, 

He oft, inethouglit, address’d himself to speak. 
And interrupt Siff'rodi, who appear’d, 

With conscious haste to dread that interruption, 
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And bnrrj'd on—But, liark ! I bear a noiee, 

Af if tbe asiembly rose. 

[Siffimunda and Attendants pttss through 
the baekscedh> 

Enter Lauba. 

Lau. Yonr hi);h prais’d friendf tbe king. 

Is false, most vilely false. Tbe meanest slave 
Had sbewn a nobler beart. 

He Manfred’s son ! away ! it cannot be ! 

The son of that brave prince could never sacrifice | 
All faith, all hdnour, gratitude, and love, J 

All in a moment. And for what? why, truly, 

For kind permission, gracious leave, to sit j 

On his own throne with tyrant William’s daughter! j 
Eod, I stand ama/.’d. You sorely wrong him, < 
Laura; 

There must be some mistake. | 

Jmu, There can be none : • 

SifYredi read his full and free’ consent - 

efore th’ applauding senate. True, indeed, ' 

small remain of shame, a timorous weakness, i 
Even dastardly in falsehood, made him blu.di 1 
To act this scene in Sigismuiida’s e>e, • , 

Who sunk beneath his perfidy and baseness. I 

Hence, till to-morrow he adjourn'd the senate ; j 
To-inorrow fix'd, with infamy to crown him ; 

Then, leading ofi’liis gay, triumphant princess. 

He left the poor unhappy Si|;ismuada ■ 

To bend her trembling steps to that sad home 
His faithless vows will render hateful to her. t 
He comes. Farewell ! 1 cannot bear his presence. I 

[Exit, j 

Enter TaNCRED and SiFFREDI- I 

Tan, Avoid me, hoary traitor! Go, Rodolpho, 
Give orders that all passages this way i 

Be shut. Defend me from the hateful world, 

The bane of peace and honour; then return. 

[Exit Rodolpho. ' 

Whatfjdost thou haunt me still? Oh ! monstrous 
“ insult! 

Unparallel’d indignity ! Just heaven ' 

Was ever king, was ever man so treated? 

So tranmled iuto baseness? 

Sif, Here, my liege, i 

Here strike! I nor deserve, nor ask for mercy. 

Tan. All, all but this 1 could have borne: but • 
this! ! 

This daring insolence beyond example ! I 

This murd rous stroke, that stubs my peace for ever' ; 
That wounds me there — there, where the Jbutnan ' 
heart I 

Most exouisitely feels— I 

Sif. oil ! bear it not, * 

My royal lord ; appease oii me your \engeauce' 

Tan. Did ever tyrant image aught so cruel? > 
The lowest slave that crawls upon the earth, , 

Uobb’d of each comfort lieav'n bestows on mortals, ) 
On the bare ground has still his virtue left, i 

The sacred treasure of au honest heart, 

Which thou hast dar’d, with rash, audacious hand, I 
And impious fraud, in me to violate — [ 

Sif. Behold, my lord, that rash, audacious hand, i 
Which not repents its crime. Oh! glorious, happy! 
If ^ my ruin 1 can save your honour. [scorn 
Tan. Such honour I renounce; with sovereign 
Greatly detest it, and its mean adviser! 

Hast thou not dar’d beneath piy name to shelter. 
Beneath thy sovereign’s name, basely pieaum’d 
To shield a lie — a lie, in public utter d. 

To all deluded Sicily ? But know, 

This poor contrivance is as weak as base. 

Whn, marry her! Constaiitia! her! the daughter 
Of the fell tyrant who destroy’d my father! 

The very thought is madness ! Ere thou seest ! 
The torch of Hymen light these hated nuptials. 

Thou shall behold Sicilia wrapp'd in llames, i 

Hercities raz’d, her valleys drench’d with slaughter, 
l^ove set aside, uiy pride ussiiines the quarrel; 

My honour now is up j in spite of thee, 


A world combin’d against me, I will give 
This scatter’d will in fragments to the winds, 
Assert my rights, tbe freedom of my heart. 

Crush all who dare oppose mo to the dost. 

And heap perdition on thee! 

Sif. Sir, 'lis just. 

Exhaust on me thy rage ; I claim it all. 

But for these pulilic threats thy passion utters, 

'Tis what thou canst not do. 

. Tan. I cannot! ha! 

who shall arrest my vengeance? Who? 

Sif. Thyself. 

Jan. Away ! Dare not to justify thy crime : 
That, that alone can aggravate«its homr; 

Add insolence to insolence — perhaps, 

May make my rage forget — 

Sif. Oh ! let it burst 

On this grey head, devoted to tliy service! 

But when the storm lias vented all its fury, 

'I'hou then must bear ; nay, more, 1 know thou wilt ; 
Wilt bear the calm, yet stronger voice of reason. 
Thou must reflect that there are other duties; 

Yes, thou must. 

In calmer hours, divest thee of thy love, 

These common passions of the vulgar breast. 

This boilii^ beat of youth, and be a king, 

The lover of tby people I 

Jan. Ves, 1 will be a king, but not a slave; 

In this will l>e a king ; in this my people 
Shall learn to judge bow I will guard their rights, 
When they behold me vindicate my own. 

But have !, say, been treated like a king? 
Heav’ns! could I stoop to such outrageous nsage« 
f were a mean, a sliaiiteless wretch, iiuwortby 
To wield a sceptre in :i land of slaves ; 

\ soil abhorr’d of virtue ; should belie 
My father's blood; belie those very maxims, 

At other times yon taught my youth, — Siflredi ! 

Sif. Behold, iny prince, tiiy poor old servant. 
Whose darling caVe, these twenty years, has been 
To nurse thee up to virtue ; behold him here. 

Bent on bis feeble knees, to beg, conjure tbec, 
With tears to beg thee, to controul tby passion, 
And save thyself, thy honour, and tby people! 
Kneeling with me, behold the many thousands 
To tby protection trusted ; fathers, mothers. 

Tile sacred front of venerable age, 

The lender virgin, and the helpless infant; 

See them all 

Heie at thy feet conjiniiig thee to save ^hem 
From misery and war, from crimes and rapine' 
Turn not away : oh ' is there not*soine part 
Til thy great heart, so sensible to kindness, 

And generous warmth, some nobler part, to feel 
The prayers and tears of these, the mingled voice 
Of heaven and earth ? 

7’a». There is, and thou hast touch'd it. 

Rise, rise, Sifl’redi. Oh ' thou hast undone me' 
Unkind old man! Oh! ill*entreate(l Tailored! 
Which T:ny%oe’er ] turn. Dishonour rears 
Her hideous front, and misery and ruin. 

Why have you rais’d this miserable conflict 
Betwixt the duties of the king and man ? 

Set virtue against virtue? But, hold, my soul, 
Tliy steady purpose ; toss'd by various passious 
To this eternal anchor keep : there is, 

Can be no public without private virtue. 

Then, mark me well, observe what I commaad , 
To-inorrow, when the senate meets again. 

Unfold the whole; unravel the deceit : 

Start not, my lord — this must and shall be done. 
Or here our friendship ends. Howe'er disguis'd, 
Whatever tliv pretence, thou art a traitor. 

SiP. I should, indeed, deserve the name of traitor, 
And ev'ii a traitor’s fate, had 1 so slightly, 

From principles so weak, done what I did, 

As e er to disavow it. 

Tun. Ha! 

.bif. My livgP, 

4 . 122 
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Expect not this: thonch practis'd long in oonrts, 

I have not so farlearird their subtle trade. 

To veer obedient with each gust of passion* 

I honour thee, I venerate thy orders, 

But honour more my dnty. Nouf^ht on earth 
Shall ever shake me from that solid rock. 

Nor smiles, nor frowns — 

Tan. You will not, then ? 

Sif. 1 cannot. 

TVin. Away! begone! Oh! my Rodolpho, cony^. 
And save me from this traitor. ‘ lienee, I say ! 

No reply ! Away ! [Exit SiffrediJ 

Be-enter Rodoi.PIIO. 

Jlod. What can .'ncense my prince so highly 
Against his friend SillVedi^ 

Tan. Friend, Rodolplio! 

'When T have told thee what this friend has done. 
How play'd me like a boy, a base-born wretch, 
'Who had nor heart nor spirit, thou wilt stand 
Amaz'd, and wonder at my stupid patience. 

Jlod. Nothing so mean 

As weak, insulted power, that dares not punish. 

And how would that have suited with your love; 
lii.s dnnghler present, too ? Trust me, your conduct. 
Howe’er abhorient to a heart like your’s, 

Was fortunate and wise. Not that 1 ii^ean 
E’er to advise submission — 

Tan. Heiiv'ns! submission! 

Could 1 descend to bear it, ev’n in thought. 

Despise me, you, the world, and Sigismunda! 
Submission! No! To-morrow's glorious light 
Shall Hash discovery on the scene of baseness. 
Whatever be the risk, by heav'ns! to-morrow, 

I will o’erlurn the dirty, Ii6-buili schemes 
Of these old men, and shew iny faithful senate. 

That IVIanIred’s son knows to assert and wear, | 
W'ith undiminish ’d dignity, that crown 
This unexpected day has plac'd upon him. ; 

But this, my friend, these stormy gusts of pride i 
Are foreign to my love. Till Sigismunda i 

Be disabus'd, my breast is tumult all, | 

And can obey no settled course of reason. 

1 see her stdl, T feel her pow’rfiil image. 

That look , where wi I h reproaeli complaint was mix’d. 
Big with soft woe, and gentle indignation, 

Which seem’d at once to jiity and to scorn me. 

Oh ' let me liiid her. I too long have left 
My Sigismunda to converse with tears, 

A prey to thoughts that picture me a villain. 

But all I how, clogg’d with this accursed state, 

A tedious world, shall I now find access'? 

Her father, foo^ten thousand horrors crowd 
Into the wild, fantastic eye of love — 

W'lio knows what he may do I Come, then, iny friend. 

And by thy sister’s hand, oh! let me steal 

A letter to her bosom. I no longer 

Can bear her absence, by the just contempt 

She now must brand me with, inflam’d to madness. 

Fly, my Rodolpho, fly k engage thy sister 

To aid my letter. And this very evCniu,;' 

Secure an interview. 1 would not bear 
This rack another day, not for iny kingdom. 

Till then, deep plung’d in solitude and shades, 

I will not sec the hated face of man. 

Thou gh t dri v es on tli ou gli I , on passi ons passions roll ; 
Her smiles alone can calm my raging soul. [Exennf. 

ACT III. 

Scene I.— A Chamber. 

SlciSMUNBA discovered. 

Sig, Ah ! tyrant prince ! ah ! more than faithless 
Tancred ! 

Ungen’rous and inhuman in thy falsehood ! 

Hadst thou this morning, when my hopeless heart, 
Submissive In iny fortune and iny duty, 

Had so much spirit left, as to be willing 
To give thee back tliy vows ; ab! hadst thou then 
Confess’d the sad necessity thy state 
Impos’d upon thee, and with gentle frieodsliip^ 


SIGISMUNDA. [Act 1ft. 

Since we must part at last, our parting soften’d ; 

I should, indeed— 1 should have been unhappy. 

But not to this extreme. 

Is there, kind beav’ii, Ao ooustancy in man? 

No steadfast truth, no geii’rous, fix’d afl'ection. 
That con bear up against a selfish wo|id ? 

No, there is none; ev’n Tancred is inconstant! 
Hence! let me fly this scene! Wliate'er 1 see. 
These roofs, these walls, each object that surrounds 
me. 

Are tainted with his vows. But Whither fly? 

The groves are worse, the soft retreat of I^lmont, 
Its deep’ning glooms, gay lawns, and airy summits. 
Will wound my busy memory to torture. 

And all its shades will whisper — Faithless Tancred ! 
My father comes. How, sunk in this disorder. 
Shall I sustain his presence? 

Ew/er SlFFREDt. 

Sif. Sigismunda. 

My dearest child ! I grieve to find thee thus , 

A prey to tears. 

Awake to reason from this dream of love. 

And shew the world thon art Siffredi’s daughter. 
Sig. Alas! 1 am unworthy of that name. 
sif. Thou art, indeed, to bliime; tlion hast too 
rashly 

Engag’d thy heart, without a father’s sanction. 

But this I can £Qi-giv«»; and if thy heart 
Will now resume its pride, assert itself. 

And greatly rise superior to this trial, 

I to my wannest confidence again 

Will lake thee, and esteem thee more my daughter. 

Sig. Oh ! you are gentler far lhan I deserve. 

It is, it ever was, my darling pride. 

To bend my soul to your supreme commands, 

Your wisest will; and though by love betray’d, 
(Alas! and piiiiish’d, too,) I have transgress'd 
The nicest bounds of duly, yet I feel 
A setiliinent of tenderness, a source 
Of filial nature springing in my breast, 

That, should it kill me, shall oonlroul this passion. 
And make me all siihniission and obedience 
To yon, my honour'd lord, the best of fathers. 

Sif. Come to niy arms, thou comfort of my age! 
Thou only joy and hope of these grey hairs ! 

Come, let me take thee to a parent’s heart; 

There, with the kindly aid of iny advice, 

Ev’ii with the dew of these paternal tears. 

Revive and nburisli this becoming spirit ; 

Then llioii dost promise me, ra^ Sigismunda-— 

Thy lather stoops to make it his request — 

Thou will resign thy fond, presumptuous hopea, 
Anu licnceforth never more indulge one thought 
That in the light of love regards the king. 

S^. Hopes 1 have none! Those by this fatal day 
Are blasted all. But from iny soul to banish. 
While weeping inem’ry there retains her seat. 
Thoughts which the purest bosom might have obe- 
risli’d, 

Once my delight, now ev’n in anguish charming. 

Is more, my lord, than 1 can promise. [sions, 
$Sif. Absence and time, the soft’ner of our pas- 
Will conquer this. Meantime, 1 hope from thee 
A great, a gen’rous effort ; that thou wilt now 
Exert thy utmost force, nor languish thus 
Beneath the vain extravagance of love. 

Let not thy father blush to hear it said. 

His daughter was so weak e’er to admit 
A thought so void of reason, that a king 
Should to liis rank, bis honour, and his glory. 

The high, imporlaut duties of a throne, 

Ev’n to his throne itself, madly prefer i 
A wild, romantic passion, the fond child 
Of yuiithfui dreaming thought and vacant hours ; 
That he should quit nis heav’n-appointed station. 
Desert bis awful charge, the care of all. 

What! must for thee. 

To make thee blest, »Sicilia be unhappy ? 

Rouse (hee^ for shame! and if a spark of virtue 
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• Lies slamb'rioi^ in thy lool, bid it blaze forth ; . 

Nor sink uneaual to the glorions lesson, 

This day thy lover (cave thee from his throne. 

Sig- Ah ! tliatwasnotfronf virtue. Had, my father. 
That been bis aim, I yield to what you say. 

'Why did yon drag me to a sight so ornel? 

Sif. It was a scene to fire thy emulation. 

Sta. "It was a scene of perfidy ! But know, 

I will do more than imitate the king; 

For he is false: I, though sincerely pierc'd 
Willi the beBt,*troest passion, ever touch'd 
A virgin’s breast, here vow to heav'u and you. 
Though from my heart I cannot, from ray hopes 
To cast this prince. What would you more, my 
fatherl [hsppy ^ 

Si/, Yes, one thing more ; thy father then is 
This world from thee, my honour, and thy own. 
Demands one step; a step, by which, convinc’d. 
The king may see thy heart disdains to wear 
A chain which his has greatly thrown aside. 

But above all, thou must root out for ever 
From the king's breast the least remain of hope. 
And henceforth make his mention’d love dishonour. 
These things, my daughter, that must needs bo dune. 
Can but this way ue done — by the safe refuge. 

The sacred shelter of a husband’s arms. 

And there is one — 

tSig. Good lieav'ns ! what 4 ueans«niy lord? 

Stf, One of illustrious family, high rank. 

Yet still of higher dignity and merit. 

Who can and will protect thee; one to awe 
The king himself — nay, hear me, Sigismonda — 
The noble Osmond courts thee for his bride. 

And has my plighted word. This day— 

Sig, (Ktieeln.) My father! 

Let me with trembling arms embrace thy knees. 

Oh ' if you ever wish to see me happy ; 

If e’er in infant yeais I gave you joy. 

When, as I prattling twin'd around your neck. 
Yon snatch'd me to %our bosom, kiss’d my eyes, 
And melting said you saw my mother there ; 

Oil ' save me fiom that worst severity 
Of fate! Oh ! outrage not ray breaking heart 
' To that degree! I oaniiot — ’tis impossible — 

So soon withdraw it, give it to another — 

Or 1 shall die; shall, by the sudden change, 

Be to distraction shock'd. Ijvt me wear out 
My hapless days in solitude and silence, 

Far from the malice of a prying wofid ; 

At least — you cannot, sure, refuae me this— 

Give me a little time ; I will do all, 

All I can do, to please you. 

Sif. My daughter! you abuse ' 

The softness of iny nature — 

Sig. Here, my father. 

Till you relent, here will I grow for ever! 

Sif, Rise, Sigisiiiunda. Though you touch my 
heart, 

Nothing can shake the inexorable dictates 
Of honour, duty, and determin’d reason. 

Then by the holy ties of fili-il love, 

Resolve, I charge thee, to receive Earl Osmond, 
As suits the man who is thy father's choice. 

And worthy of tliy hand — 1 go to bring him — 

' Sig. iipare me, my dearest father! 

• Sif. I must rush 

From her soft grasp, or nature will betray me! 

{Aside.) 

Quit me, my child! 

Sig. You cannot, oh, my father! 

You cannot leave me thus ! 

S^\ C(f>me hither, Laura, 

Come to thy friend. Now show thyself a friend. 
Combat her weakness, dissipate her tears, 

Cherish, and reconcile her to her duty. [Extf. 
Enter Laura. 

Sig. Oil, woe on woe! distress'd by love and 
duty! 

Oil, every way unhappy Sigismunda! 


Lou. Forgive me, madam, if I blame your grief. 
How can yon waste your tears on one so false 1 
Unworthy of your tenderness; to whom 
Nonght bat contempt is due, and iodignationl 
S^, You know not half the horrors of my fate! 

I might, jperbaps, have learn’d to scorn his falsa- 
hood; 

Nay , when the first sad burst of tears was past, 

I might have rous’d my pride and scorn’d himself— 

8 ut "tis too much, this greatest, last misfortoiie — 
h, whither shall I fly? Where hide me, Laura, 
From the dire scene my father now prepares? 

Lau. What thus alarms yon, madiam? 

Sig. Can it be ? « • 

Can I — ah, no! — at once give to another 
My violated heart? in one wild moment! 

He brings Earl Osmond to receive my vows. 

Oh, dreadful change I for Tauored, haughty Os- 
mond. [heart 

Lau, Now, on my soul, His what an ontrag’d 
Like yours should wish! — I should, by beav’ns, 
esteem it 

Most exquisite revenge! 

Sig, Revenge! on whom? 

On my own heart, already bat too wretched! 

Lau, On him ! thisTancred ! who has basely sold, 
Bor the dull form of despicable grandeur. 

His faitir, his love! — At once a slave and tyrant! 

Sig. Oh, rail at me, at my believing fully. 

My vain, ill-founded hopes*, but spare him, Laura. 
Lau. Who rais’d these hopes? who triumphs 
o’er that weakness? 

Pardon the word — Y'ou greatly merit him ; 

Better than him, with «ll liis giddy pomp ; 

You rais’d him by your smiles when be was nothing. 
Where is your woman’s pride, that guardian spint 
Giv’n us to dash the perfidy of man? fence-— 
Yepow’rs! 1 cannot bear the thought with pati- 
Before the public thus, before your father, 

By an irrevocable, solemn deed, 

W ith such inhuman scorn, to throw you from him: 
To give his faithless hand, yet warm from thine, 

W itli complicated meanness, to Constantia. 

And to complete liis crime, when thy weak limbs 
Could scarce support thee, then, of thee regardless. 
To lead her oil ! 

Sig. That was indeed a sight 
To poison love ; to turn it into rage [ness 

And keen contempt. W hat means this stupid weak- 
Tliat hangs upon me? Hence, unworthy tears ! 
Disgrace my cheek no more ! No more, iny heart. 
For one so coolly false, or meanly fickle, 

Dare to suggest 

The least excuse! Yes, traitor, I will wring 
Thy pride, will turn thy triumph to confusion ! 
Sicilia's daughters 

Shall wond’ring see in me a great example 
Of one who punish’d an ill-judging heart. 

Who made it bow to wha^ it most abhorr'd. 
Crush’d Jt iff misery, for having thus 
So lightly listen'd to a worthless lover. 

Lau. At last it mounts, the kindling pride 
of virtue ; 

Trust me, thy marriage will embitter his. 

Sig. Ob, may the furies light his nuptial torch! 
Be it accurs'd as mine ! For the fair peace. 

The tender joys of hymeneal love. 

May jealousy awak’d, and fell remorse. 

Pour all their fiercest venom through their breast! 
Where the fates lead, and blind revenge, I follow — 
Let me not think— By injur'd love! I vow, 

Thou shah, base prince! perfidious and inhuman! 
Thou shall behold me in another’s arms; 

In his thou hatest! Osmond’s! 

Lau. Ay, that will sting 
His soul to madness. 

Your cooler thought besides will of the change 
Approve, and think it happy. 

Sut. Talk not of Osmond, but pcifidiousTaocredJ 
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Rail at liiiii, rail ! invent new names of scorn ! 
Assist me, Laura, lend my rage fresh fuel ; 

Snpport my staggVing purpose. Trhich alread v 
Begins to fail me — Ali, my vaunts, how vain ! 

How have I lied to my own heart! — Alas. 

My tears return, the mighty flood o’erwLelms 
me! 

Lau, If thy own peace and honour cannot keep 
Thy resolution fix’d, yet. Sigisinunda. 4 

Oh, think how deeply, how beyond retreat. ^ 

Thy father is engag’d. 

Siff. Ah, wretched weakness! 

That thus enthrals (*iiy soul ; 

And have 1 then no tears for thee, my fatiier? 

Can 1 forget thy cares, from helpless years. 

Thy tenderness for me? Shall J fur these 
Repay thy stooping, venerable age. 

With shame, disquiet, anguish, and dishonour? 

It must not be ! — Thou first of angels ! come, 
Sweet filial piety, and firm my breast ! 

Yes, let one daughter to her fate submit. 

Be nobly wretched — but her father happy ! 

Laura! — they come! Oh, heav’ns, T cannot stand 
The horrid trial 1 — Open. open, earth ! 

And hide me from Ihcir view. ^ 

JLau. Madam. ^ 

• 

Re-enler Siffredi ami Osmond. 

Sif, My daughter. 

Behold my noble friend who courts thy hand. 

And whom to call my son 1 shall be proud. 

Osm, Think not, I presume. 

Madam, on this, your fathom’s kind consent. 

To make me blest. I love you from a heart. 

That seeks your good superior to my own^ 

And will by ev’ry art of tender friendship. 

Consult your dearest welfare. May I hope. 

Yours does not disavow your fathers choice? 

Sig* 1 am a daughter, sir — and have no pow’r 
O’er my own heart — 1 die — Support me, Laura. 

(Faints.) 

Sif, Help — Bear her ofT— She breathes — my 
daughter ! 

Sig, Oh ! 

Forgive toy weakness — soft — my Laura, lead me — 
To my apartment. lExeunt Sig. and Lau. 

Sif. Pardon me. my lord. 

If hy this sadden accident alarm’d, 

I leave ygu for a monieut. [EjriV. 

Osm. Let me think — 

What can this mhan? Is it to me aversion? 

Or is it. as 1 fear'd she loves another? 

Ha! — yes; perhaps the king, the young Count 
Tancred. 

They were bred up together — Surely that, 

That cannot be — Has he not giv’n his hand. 

In the most solemn manner, to CoiistSntia? 

Does not his crown depend upon the deed ? 

What is it then? 1 care not what it bl. v 
My honour now, my dignity demands. 

That roy propos’d alliance, by her father. 

And ev’n herself accepted, be not scorn’d. 

I love her too — I never knew till now 
To what a pitch I love her. Oh, she shot 
Ten thousand charms into my inmost soul ! 

She look’d so mild, so amiably gentle. 

She bow’d her head, she glow’d with such confu- 
sion. 

Such loveliness of modesty ! She is. 

In gracious mindi in manners, and in person. 

The perfect model of all female beauty! 

She must be mine — She is! — If yet her heart 
Consents not to my happiness, her duty. 

Join’d to my tender eares. will gain so much 
Upon her gen’rous nature — That will follow. 

The roan of sense, who acts a prudent part, 

Not flatt’ring steals, but forms himself the heart. 


I Act IV. 

Scene I . — Thg Garden belonging to Siffredi*s 
house. 

Enter SiGTSMUNDA and Laura. Sigismunda with 
a letter in her hand. 

Sig, ’Tis done ! — I am a slave ! The fatal vow 
Has pass’d my lips! Methought in those sad 
moments. 

The tombs around, the saints, the darken’d altar. 
And all the trembling shrines with horror shook. 
But here is still new matter of disp-essi 
Ob, Tancred, cense to persecute me more ! 

Oh, grudge me not some calmer state of woe ; 
Some quiet gloom to shade my hopeless days. 
Where I may never hear of love and thee ! 

Has Laura too conspir’d against my peace? 

W’hy did you take this letter? Bear it back — 

I will not court new pain. (Gives her the letter.) 

Lau. Madam. Rodolpho [me. 

Urg’d me so much, hay, ev’n with tears conjur'd 
; But this once more to serve the unhappy king — • 

\ For such he said he was — that though enrag’d. 

Equal with thee, at his inhuman falsehood, 

' I could not to my brother's fervent pray’r 
J Refuse this oilicc — Read it — His^xcuscs 
Will only more expose his fals^ood. 

Sig. No: 

It suits not Osmond's wife to read one line 
From that contftgiou&!>hand — she knows too well! 
Jaw. He paints him out distress’d beyond ex- 
pression, 

Ev’n on the point of madness. 

I He dies to see you, and to clear his faith. 

Sig. Save me from that ! That would be worse 
than all! [then 

Lau. I but report my brother’s words; who 
Began to talk of some dark imposition, 

That had deceiv’d us all; when interrupted. 

We heard your father and Earl Osmond near. 

As summon’d to Constantin’s court they went. 

Sig. JHa! imposition? Well, if I ain doom’d 
To'be, o'er all niy sex, the wretch of love. 

In vain I would resist*— Give me the letter — 

To know the worst is some relief — Alas ! 

It was not thus, with such dire palpitations, 

That, Tancred, once I us’d to read tby letters. 

(Attempts to read the letter ^ but gives it to Laura.) 
Ah. fond remembrance blinds me ! Read it, Laura. 

Lau. (^Reads.) ** Deliver me, Sigismunda, from that 
most exquisite misetg which a faithful heart can suffer 
— to bf thought base bg her, from v^hose esteem even 
virtue borrows new charms. When / submitted to my 
cruel situaticUfit was not falsehood you beheld, but an 
excess of love. Rather than endanger that, 1 for awhile 
gave up my honour. Every moment till I see you stabs 
me with severer pangs than real guilt itself can feel. 
Let me then conjure you to meet me in the garden, to- 
wards the close of the day, when I shall enplain the 
mystery. IV e have been most inhumanly abused; and 
that by the means of the very paper which I gave you, 
from the warmest sincerity oj love, to ensure you the 
heart and hand of Tancred.” 

Sig, There, Laura, there, the dreadful secret 
sprung ! 

{ That paper! ah, that paper! it suggests 
! A thousand horrid Ibougbts — I to my father 
I Gave it! and be perhaps — I dare not cast 
I A look that way — Ifyet indeed you love me, 

I Ob, blast me not, kind Tancred, with the truth! 
j Oh, pitying keep me ignorant forever. 

I Wbal strange, peculiar misery is mine! 

Reduc’d to wisii the mau 1 love were false’ ^ 
Lau. Madam, • 

Behold be comes — the king — 

Sig. Hcav’ris! how escape? 

No— 1 will stay — This one last meeting — Leave me. 

[Exit Laura. 

Enter Tancred. 

Tan. And are these long, loug hoitrs of tortuie 
past! 
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Scene L] 

My life ! my 

Siff. Rise, my lord. 

To see my sov'reign Ihas tfy more becomes me. 
Tan, Oh, let me kiss the gronad on which yon 
tread I 

Let me exhale my soul in softest transport ! 

Since Lagain behold my Sigismunda! (Rises.) 
Unkind! now couldst (Iioii ever deem me false? 
How thus dishonour love ? After the vows. 

The fervent truth, the tender protestations, 
'Which mine has often pour’d, to let thy breast, 
Whate’er th’ appearance was, admit suspicion? 

Hiq. How ! when I heard myself your full consent 
To the late king’s so just and prudent will? 

Heard it before you read, in solemn senate? 

'When 1 beheld you give your royal hand. 

To her, whose birth and dignity of right 
Demands that high alliance? Yes, my lord, 

Yyu have done well. The man whom heav’n 
appoints 

To govern others, should himself first learn 
To bend his passions to the sway of reason. 

In all, you have done well ; but when you bid 
My humbled hopes look up to you again, 

And sooth’d with wanton cruelty my weakness — 
That too was well— My vanity deserv’d 
The sharp rebuke. <1 « [now. 

Tan. Chide on, chide on. Thy soft reproaches 
Instead of wounding, onl} sooth iny fondness. 

No, no, Ihoii charming consort of my soul ' 

I never lov’d thee with such faithful ardour. 

As in that cruel, miserable moment 
You thought me false. 

It was thy barh’rous father, Sigismunda, 

Who caught me in the toil. He turn’d that paper. 
Meant for th’ assuring bond of nuptial love. 

To ruin it for ever; he, he wrote 

That forg’d consent, you heard, beneath my name, 

Had he not been thy father — Ha! my love ! 

You tremble, you grow pale! 

Sig. Oh, leave me, Taiirred * [set 

Tan. No!— Leave thee! — Never! nevertillyou 
My heart at peace, till these dear lips again 
Pronounce thee mine ! W'ithout thee, 1 renounce 
Myself, my friends, the world — Here on this hand — 
Sig. My lord, forget that hand, which never now 
Can be to thine united — 

Tan. Sigismunda! 

What dost thou mean ? ^ 

Sig. Inquire no more — I never can be thine. 

Tan. What, who shall interpose ? Who dares 
attempt 

To brave the fury of an injur’d king. 

Who, ere he sees thee ravish’d from his hopes, 
'W'ill wrap all blazing Sicily in flames? 

Si^. In vainyourpow’r,my lord— ’Tis fatal error. 
Join'd to my father s unrelenting will, 

Hus plac’d an everlasting bar betw'ixt us — 

I am — Karl Osmond’s — wife. 

Tan. Earl Osmond’s wife ! 

(After a long pause, during which they looi 
at one another with the highest agitation, 
and must tender distress . ) 

Heav'ns! did I hear thee right? What! marry 'd? 
. marry ’d! 

Lost to thy faithful Tancred? lost for ever’ 
Couldst thou then doom me to such matchless woe. 
Without so much as hearing me? Distraction ! 
Alas ! what hast thou done? Ah, Sigismunda! 

Thy rash credulity has done a deed, 

Whicbf of 4wo happiest lovers that e’er felt 
The blissful pow'r, has made two finish’d wretches! 
But — madness ! — Sure thou know’st it cannot be ! 
This hand is mine! a thousand thousand vows — 
Enter Osmond. 

Osm. (Snatches her hand from the king.) Madam, 
this hand, by the most solemn rites, 

A little hour ago, was giv’n to me. 


Sigismunda ! 

(Throws himself at her feet.) 


And did not sovereign honour now command roe. 
Never but with my life to quit my claim, 

I would renounce it — thus ! 

Tan. Ha, who art thou? 

Presumptuous man ! 

Sig. (Aside.) Where is my father? Heav’ns! 

[ExiL 

Osm, One thou shouldst better know — 'les — 
view me, one 

\^ho can and will maintain his rights and honour, 
^Against a faithless prince, an upstart king. 

Whose first base deed is what a harden’d tyrant 
Would blush to act. 

Tan. Insolent Osmond ! knoi/, * 

This upstart king will hurl confusion on thee. 

And all who shall invade his sacred rights. 

Prior to thine — thine, founded on compulsion, 

On infamous deceit! — I will annul. 

By the high pow’r with which the laws invest me. 
Those guilty forms in which you have entrapp’d. 
My queen betroth’d, who has my heart, tny nand. 
And shall partake my throne — if, haughty lord. 

If this thou didst not know, then know it now; 
And know, besides, as I have told thee this, 
•Shouldst thou hut think to urge tliy treason further — 
Thy life shoiFI answer for it. 

‘Osm. Ha! my life! — 

It moves iny scorn to hear thy empty threats. 
When was it that a Norman baronVs life 
Became so vile, as on the frown of kings 
I To hang? — Of that, my lord, the law must judge; 
Or, if the law be weak, my guardian sword — 

Tan. Dare not to touch it, traitor, lest my rage 
Break loose, and do a ul*ed that misbecomes roe. 

I E’n/er SirFRLDI. 

Sif, My gracious lord, what is it I behold? 

My sov ’reign in contention with his subject? 

Surely this house deserves from royal 'I’ancred 
A little more regard, than to be made 
A scene of trouble, and unseemly jars. 

Heavens ' can your highness 
From your exalted character descend. 

Unkindly thus disturb the sweet repose, 

The secret peace of families, for which 
Alone the free-born race of man to laws 
And government submitted? 

Tan. My lord SiflVedi, 

Spare tliy rebuke. The duties of my station 
Are not to me unknown. But thou, old man. 

Dost thou not hliish to talk of rights invaded ; 

And of our best our dearest bliss disturb’d? 

Thou, who with more than barbarous perfidy 
Hast trampled all allegiance, justice, truth. 
Humanity itself, beneath thy feet? 

Thou know’st thou hast — 1 could, to llij confusion, 
Ketnrn thy hard reproaches ; but I spare thee 
Before ibis lord, for whose ill-sorted friendship 
Thou hast roost basely sacrific'd tliy daughter. 
Farewell, iny lord. i''or thoe, lord constable, 
W’lio dost '^ire^ume to lift thy surly e^e 
To my soft love, my gentle Sigismunda, 

I once again command thee on th^ life — 

Yes, chew thy rage, but mark me, on thy life. 

No further urge lliy arrogant pretensions ! [EjriV. 
Osm. Ha! Arrogant pretensions! Heaven and 
earth ! 

What! arrogant pretensions to my wife? 

My wedded wife! Where are we? in a land 
Of civil rule, of liberty and laws? 

Not, on niy life, pursue them? Giddy prince! 

My life disdains thy nod. It is the gift 
Of parent heaven, who gave me to an arm, 

A spirit to defend it against tyrants. 

Mine is a common cause. My arm shall guard. 
Mix’d with my own, the rights of each Sicilian; 
Ere to tliy tyrant rage they fall a prey, 

J shall fin'd means to shake thy tottering throne, 
And crush thee in the ruins! 

Constantia is my queen ! 
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Sif. Lord constable. 

Let us be stedfast in the right ; but let os 
Act with cool prudence, and with manljp temper, 
As well as manlj firmness. Remember that mj 
house 

Protects my daughter still; and ere I saw her 
Thus ravish’d from us by the arm of power. 

This hand should act the Roman father's part. 
Fear not; be temperate ; all will yet be well. 

I kno w the king. Trust me, to reason 
He will return. * 

Osm, He will ! By heavens, be shall! 

You know the king — I wish, my Lord SifTredi, 
That you had deigq,’d to tell me all you knew — 
And would yon have me wait, with duteous pati- 
ence. 

Till he return to reason ? Ye just powers ! 

When he has planted on our necks his foot. 

And trod us into slaves ; when his vain pride 
Is cloy'd with our submission. 

No, no, my lord ! there is a nobler way. 

To teach the blind oppressive fury reason : 

Oft has the lustre of avenging steel 
Unseal'd the stimid eyes — The sword is reason I 
Enter KODOLnio, with Guards. 

Rod. My lord high constable of Sicil^^ 

In the king's name, and by his special brder, « 

I here arrest you prisoner of state. 

Osm, What kingl 1 know no king of Sicily, 
Unless he be the husband of Constantin. [orders 
Rod. Then know him now — behold his royal 
To bear yon to the castle of Palermo. 

Sif. Let the big torrent foam its madness off. 
Submit, my lord— Mo castlo long can hold 
Our wrongs. This, more than friendship or alli- 
ance, 

Confirms me thine; this binds me to thy fortunes. 
By the strong tie of common injury, 

Which nothing can dissolve. 1 grieve, Rodolpho, 

To sec the reign in such uubappy sort 

Begin. 

Osm. The reign ! the usurpation call it' 

This meteor king may bla/e awhile, but soon 
Must spend his idle terrors — sir, lead on — 
Farewell, my lord — more than iny life and fortune. 
Remember well, is in your hands — my honour! 

Si/m Our honour is the same. My son, farewell — 
We shall not long be parted. On these eyes 
Sleep shall not shed his balm, till I behold thee 
Restor’d to freedom, or partake thy bonds. 

lExeunt 

ACT V» — Scene I. — A Chamber. 

Enter SlFFREDl. 

Sif. The prospect lowers around. I found the 
king. 

Though calnrd a little, with subsiding tempest. 

As suits his generous nature, yet in love 
Abated nought, most ardent in his purpose; 
Inexorably fix’d, what^’er the risk. 

To claim my daughter, and dissolve t*us marriage — 
1 have embark’d, upon a perilous sea, 

A mighty treasure. 

Bear witness, heaven ! thou mind-inspecting eye ! 
My breast is pure. 1 have prefer'd my duty. 

The good and safety of my fellow- subjects. 

To all those views that fire the selfish race 
Of mortal men, and mix them in eternal broils. 
Enter an Officer helonginff to Siffredi. 

Offi. My lord, a man of noble port, his face 
Wrapt in disguise, is earnest for admission. 

Sif. Go, bid him enter — ^Exit Offi. 

Ha r wrap'd in disguise ! 

And at this late unseasonable hour 1 
Who can it bcl 

Enter OsMOND, discovering himself. 

Sif. Earl Osmond, you? Welcome, once more. 
To this glad roof! But why in this disguise? 
Would f could hope the king exceeds his promise! 
^ J have bis faith, soon as to-morrow ’a sun 


[Act V. 

Shall gild Sicilia’s clifts, you shall be free — 

Has some ^ood angel turn’d his heart to justice? 

Osm. It 18 not by the favour of Count Tancred 
That I am here. As mrich I scorn his favour. 

As I defy his tyranny and threats — 

Our friend Golfredo, who commands the castle. 

On my parole, ere dawn to render back 
My person, has permitted me this freedom. 

Know then, the faithless outrage of to-day. 

By him committed whom yon call the king. 

Has rous’d Constantia’s court. Our friends, the 
friends 

Of virtue, justice, and of public faith. 

Ripe, for revolt, are in high ferment all. 

I thence of you, as guardian of the laws. 

As guardian of this will, to yon entrusted, 

Desire, nay more, demand your instant aid. 

To see it put in vig’rous execution. [rence. 

Sif. You cannot doubt, my lord, of my concur- 
Who, more than I, have labour’d this great point? 
'Tis my own plan ; and if I drop it now, 

I should be justly branded with the shame 
Of rash advice, or despicable weakness. 

But let ns not precipitate the matter. 

CoiK«tantia’s friends are numerous and strong ; 

Yet Tancred’s, trust me, are of equal force : 

E’er since the secret of his birth was known. 

The people all arc in a tumult hurl’d. 

Of boundless jA'y. dli 1 if our prattling virtue 
Dwells not in words alone — Oh, let us join, 

My generous Osmond, to avert these woes. 

And yet sustain our tott’ring Norman kingdom ! 

Osm. But how, SitVredi, bow ? If by soft means 
We can maintain our rights, and save our country, 
May his unnatural blood first slain the sword, 

Who with unpitying fury first shall draw it! 

Sif. I have a thought — The glorious work be 
thine. 

Suppose mv daughter, to her God devoted, 

Were plac a witniii some convent’s sacred verge, 
Beneath the dread protection of the altar — 

Osm. Ere then, by heavens ' I would 
Turn whining monk myself. 

And pray incessant for the tyrant’s safety. 

What! how' because an insolent invader, 

A sacrilegious tyrant, dcinaiids my wife; 

What! snail 1 tamely yield her up. 

Even in the manner you propose ? Oli, then 
I were supre<nely vile! degraded! sham’d! 

The scorn of manhood ! and abborr’d of honour ! 

Sif. There is, my lord, an honour, the calm child 
Of reason, of humanity, and mercy, 

Soperior far to this punctilious demon. 

That singly minds itself, and oft embroils 
With proud barbarian niceties the world. 

Osm, My lord, niy lord, I cannot brook your 
prudence ; 

It holds a pulse unequal to my blood — 
Unblemish’d honour is the flower of virtue ! 

The vivifying soul ! and he who slights it, 

Will leave the other dull and lifeless dross. 

Sif, No more, you are loo warm. 

Osm. You are too cool. 

Sif. Too cool, my lord! I were indeed too cool, 
Not to resent this language, and to l^l thee — ^ 

I wish Earl Osmond were as cool as I 
To liis own selfish bliss — ay, and as warm 
To that of others— dlut of this no more — 

My daughter is thy wife — I gave her to thee, 

And will, against all force, maintain her thine. 

But think not I will catch thy headlong passions. 
Whirl’d in a blaze of madness o’er the land ^ 

Or, till the last extremity compcdl’d me? 

Risk the dire means of war — The king, to-morrow. 
Will set you free; and, if by gentle means 
He does not yield ray daughter to your arms, 

And wed Constantia, as the will requires. 

Why then expect me on the side of justice— 

Let that suffice. 
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Osm. It does— Forgive my beat. 

My rankled mind, by injaries inflam’d, 

May be too prompt to take and give ofience. 

Sif. ’Tis past — Yoar wi^ngs, I own, majf well 
transport 

The wisest mind — But henceforth, noble Osmond, 
Do me more justice, honour more my truth. 

Nor mark me with an eye of squint suspicion — 
Return, my son, and from your friend Gotfredo 
Release joqr word. There try, by soft repose. 

To calm vour bTeast. 

Osm. Rid the vex’d ocean sleep, 

Swept by the pinions of the raging north — 

But your frail age, by care and toil exhausted. 
Demands the bsum of all-repairing rest. [skies, 
Sif. Soon as to-morrow's dawn shall streak the 
I, with my friends in solemn state assembled. 

Will to the palace, and demand your freedom. 
Then by calm reason, or hy higher means, 

The king shall quit his claim, and in the face 
Ot Sicily, iny daughter shall be yours. 

Farewell. 

Osm, My lord, good night. [£xi/ Sf, 

{After a long pause.) I like him not — 

Yes, I have mighty matter of suspicion. 

My honour is not safe, while here my wife 
Remains. Who knows but he this very night 
May bear her to some convej^t, as Hje mention'd. 
'J'he king ton, though I smother’d up my rage, 

I mark’d it well — will set me free to-niorrow. 
Why not to-night? He has some dark design — 

By heav’ns, he has! I’m abus’d most grossly; 
Made the vile tool of thi.s old statesman’s schemes; 
I will not wait his crawling timid motions, 

I will convince him that Earl 0.sniond never 
Was form’d to be his dupe — I will bear her off 
This night, and lodge her in a place of safety : 

1 have A trusty hand that waits not far. 

Hence ! let me lose no time— One rapid moment 
Should ardent form, al once, and execute 
A bold design — ’Tis fix’d — The mine is laid. 

And only wants iiiy kindling torch to .spring. 

l^Exit. 

SCENi: II. — SigUmunda a Apartment. 
Thunder. SlGlSMTNDA am/L\li|{A discovered, 
Lati. Heavens' 'tis a fearful night ’ 

Sig. All! the black rage 
Of midnight tempest, ortli’ assuring smiles 
Of radiant niorii, are equal all to mei 
Nought now has chariii.s or terror to my breast. 
The seat of stupid woe! Leave me, my Lauta. 
Kind rest, perhaps, may hush my woes a little. 

Oh, for that quiet .sleep that know's no morning*! 

Laii. Madam, indeed 1 know not how to go. 
Indulge my fondness — lict me watch awhile 
By your sad bed, ’till these dread hours shall pass. 

Sig, Alas! what is the toil of elements, (T/iiim/er.) 
This idle perturbation of the sky. 

To what I feel within? Oh, that the fires 
Of pitying heaven would point their fury here! 
Good night, inv dearest Laura. 

Lau. Oh, I know not 

What this oppression means — But ’tis with pain, 
With tears, 1 can persuade myself to leave you — 
•^ell then — Good night, my dearest Sigisinunda. 

[Elrif. 

Sig, And am I then alone? The most undone. 
Most wretched being now beniath the cope 
Of this aflrigliting gloom that wraps the world — 

1 said I did not fear — Ah, me! I feel 
A shiv’ring horror run through all my powers ! 

Oh, loam nought but tumult, fears, and weakness! 
And yet how idle fear, when hope is gone. 

Gone, gone forever! Oh, thou gentle scene 

{Looking towards her bed.) 
Of sweet repose, where, by the oblivious draught 
Of each sad toilsome day, to peace restor’d, 

Unl appy mortals lose tlieir woes awhile, — 

Tliuu hast no peace for me! What shall 1 do? 


How pass this dreadful night, so big with terror? 
Here with the midnight shade, here will I sit, 

(Sitting down,) 

A prey to dire despair, and ceaseless weep 
The- hours away — Bless me — 1 beard a noise — 

(Starting up.) 

No, I mistook ; nothing but silence reigns. 

And awful midnight round. Again! Oh, heav’ns ! 
My lord the king ! 

En/er TancreP. 

Tan, Be not alarm’d, my love! 

" Sig, My royal lord, why, at this midnight hour— 
How came you hither? 

7'an. By that secret way • 

Mjr love contriv’d, when we, in happier da^s. 

Us’d to devote these hours, so mncli in vain. 

To vows of love, and everlasting friendship. 

Sig, Why will you thus persist to add new stings 
To her distress, who never can be thine? 

Oh, fly me! fly! you know — 

Tan. I know too much. 

* Oh, how 1 could reproach thee, Sigismunda ! 

Pour out my injur’d soul in just complaints! 

But now the time permits not; these swift mo- 
ments — 

1 told thee how thy father’s artifice 
E'>rc’d me to seem perfidious in thy eyes. 

Ever sinoe — a dreadful interval of care ! 

My thoughts have been einplov’d, not without hope. 
How to defeat Siffredi’s barbarous purpose. 

But thy credulity has ruin’d all. 

Thy rash, thy wild— I know not what to name it — 
Oh, it has prov'd the giddy hopes of man 
To be delusion all, and sick’ning folly! 

S^. All, gen’rous Tancred! ah, thy truth de- 
stroy .s me! 

Yes, yes, 'tis I, ’tis I alone am false! 

My hasty rage, join’d to my tame submission. 

More than the most exalted filial duty 
Could e’er demand, has dash'd our cup of fate 
With bitterness unequul’d. But, alas I 
WMiat are thy woes to mine? — to mine! just 
heaven! [me’ 

Now is thy turn of vengeance — hate, renounce 
Oh, leave me to the fate 1 well deserve, 

To sink in hopeless ini.sery ' At least, 

Try to forget the worth1e.ss Sigisinunda! 

Tan. Forget thee! No! Thou art my soul itself 
T have no thought, no hope, no wish but thee ! 

Ah, how forget thee ! Much must be forgot. 

Ere Tancred can forget his Sigisninnda ! ' 

Sig, But \ou, my lord, mustoiiiake that great 
effort. 

Tan. Can Sigismuiida make it? 

Sig, Ah, I know not 

Witii what success — But all that feeble woman 
And Inve-entangl’d reason can perform, 

1 to the utmost will exert to do it. 

Tan. Oh, barbarous Sigisinunda ! 

And caiisk thou talk thus steadily ; thus treat me 
With SUCH unpity ing, unrelenting rigour? 

Poor is the love, that rather than give up 
A little pride, a little formal pride. 

The breatli of vanity, can bear to see 

The man, whose heart was once so dear to thine. 

By many a tender vow so mix'd together, 

A prey to anguish, fury, and distraction! 

Thou caiist not surely make me such a wretch, 
Thou ciinst not, Sigisinunda! Yet relent. 

Oh, save us yet ! Kodolpho, with iiiy guards. 
Waits in tlie garden — Let us seize the moments 
W e ne'er inav have again. With more than power 
I will assert thee mine, with fairest honour. 

’riie world shall ev'n approve; each honest bosom 
Swell’d with a kindred joy to see us happy. 

Sig. The world approve! what is the world 
to me? 

The conscious mind is its own awful world — 

And mine is fix’d — Distress me, then, no more; 
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Not all the heart can plead (and it, alas ! 

Pleads but too muoh) 

Shall ever shake tir unalterable dictates 
That tyrannize my breast. 

Tan, *Tis well— no more — 

I yield me to my fate. Yes, yes, inhuman ! 

Since tli^ barbarian heart is steel’d by pride, 

Shut up to love and pity, here behold me 
Cast on the ground, a vile and abject wretch ! 

Lost to all cares, all dignities, all duties! 

Here will 1 grow, breathe out mjr faithful soul, ‘ 
Here at thy feet — Death, death alone shall part us! 
Sia, Have vou then vow’d to drive me to per- 
dition 1 

What can I more?' Yes, Tancred! cnee again 
I will forget the dignity iny station 
Commands me to sustain — for the last time 
Will tell thee, that, 1 fear no ties, no doty, 

Can ever root thee from thy hapless bosom. 

Oh, leave me! fly me ! were it but in pity ! 

To sec what once we tenderly have lov’d. 

Cut ofl' from every hope — cut ofl* for ever ! 

Is pain thy generosity should spare me. 

Then riae, my lord ; and if you trnly love me. 

If you respect my honour, nay, my peace. 

Retire! for though th’ emotions of my heart 
Can ne’er alarm my viitue ; yet, alas ! / 

They tear it so, they pierce it with such anguish — 
Oh, ’tis too much ! I cannot bear the conflict ! 
Enter Osmond. 


My friends ! We needs must part— I most obey 
Th* impetnous call. Farewell, my Laura !^ 

Oh, my dear father, bow’d beneath the weig^ 

Of age and grief— the ipctim ev’n of virtue. 
Receive my last adieu ! Where art thou, Tancred? 
Give me thy band — But, ah — it cannot save me 
From the dire king of terrors, whose oold pow’r 
Creeps o’er niy heart— Oh ! 

Tan, How these pangs distract me ! 

Oh, lift tby gracious eyes;— Thou leav|st me then! 
Thou leav*st inc, Sigismunda! « 

Siff, Yes, but tby love and tenderness for me, 
Sure makes it needless — Harbour no resentment 
Against my father, venerate his zeal. 

That acted from a principle of goodness. 

From faithful love to thee. ^ Live, and maintain 
My innocence embalm’d, with holiest care — 
Preserve my spotless memory ! Oh — I die — 
Eternal Mercy take my trembling soul ! 

Oh, *tis the only sting of death to part 
From those we love — from thee — farewell, nf.y 
Tancred! (Dies.) 

'jCan, Thus then ! 

( Flies to his sword, m Juld by Rodolpho,} 
Rod. Hold, hold, my lord! Have you forgot 
Your Sigismunda’s last request already ? 
j 7Vm. on*! set me free ! Think not to bind me 
I down, 

I With barb’roiih frienaship, to the rack of life! 
What hand can shut the thousand thousand gates 


^ i . 1 j X _ ; Which death still opens to the woes of mortals? 

0«». Tarn, tjrraat, lurn! and answer to m, j i „h«,| fi„d „e»ns-No i«.w’r in earth or heav’n 


honour, 

For this thy base insoflerable outrage! 

Tan, Insolent traitor! Think not to escape 
Thyself my vengeance! ( They fight, Osm. falls.) 
JSig. Help, here, help! Oli, heavens! 

{Throwing herself down by hint,) 
Alas, my lord, what meant your headlong rage? 
That faith, which I this day, upon the altar, 

To you devoted, is unbleinish’d, pure 
As vestal truth ; was resolutely yours, 

Beyond the power of aught on earth to shake it. 


Can force me to endure the hateful light, 

; Thus robb’d of all that lent it joy and sweetness! 


Off, traitors, off! or my distracted soul 
Will burst indignant from the gaol of nature, 

To where she beckons yonder. No, mild seraph, 
Point not to life— I cannot linger here, 

Cut ofl' from thee, the miserable pity, 

The scorn of humankind ! A trampled king! 

Who let his mean, poor-hearted love, one moment, 
To coward prudence stoop! who made it not 

A !• 1 - " \ A- 1/01 i • t'- I The lirst uiidoubting action of his reign, 

Ostn. Perhdious woman! die! (A/iorleniny his 

sicord, h, ptunges U mlo her breael.) and | ^ , 

Oh, shame ! Oh, agony ! Oh, the fell stings 
Of late, of vain repentance! Ha! my brain 


to the grave 
Attend a hu.sband, yet but half aveng’d 
Tan. Oh, horror! tmrrnr* evpnrflblp 


horror' execrable villain ! 
Osm. And, tyrant! tliou! — thou slialt not o*er 
my tomb 

Exultr— ’Tis well — ’Tis great! — I die content! 

{Dies.) 

EM?er*RoDoi-PHo «wd Laura. 

Tan. {Throwing himself down by Sig.) Quick! 
here! bring aid! Ah, that gentle bosom 
Ponrs fast the streams of life. 

Sig. All aid is vain, 

I feel the powerful hand of death upon me — 

But, oh! it sheds a sweetness through my fate. 
That I am thine again; and without blame 
May in my Tancred’s arms resign my so/’l ! 

Tan. On, death is in that voice so gently mild. 
So sadly sweet, as mixes even with mine 
The tears of hovering angels ! Mine again ! 

And is it thns the cruel fates have join’d us? 

Are these the horrid nuptials they prepare 
For love like our.** ? Yes, death shall soon unite us. 
Sig. Live, live, xny Tancred! Let my death 
suffice 

To expiate all that may have been amiss. 

May it appease the fates, avert their fury 
From tby propitious reign ! 

Enter SlWFRV.m, fixed in asionishment and grief. 
My father ! Ob, how shall I lift my eyes 
To thee, my sinking father? 

Sy', Awful heaven! 

I am chastis’d — My dearest child! 

Sig, Where am f ? 

A fearful darkness closes all aronnd— 


Is all on lire' a wild abyss of tbouglit! 

Til’ infernal world dLscloses ! See ! Behold him ! 

Lo! with fierce smiles be shakes tlie bloody steel. 
And '.iiocks my feeble tears. Hence, quickly hence! 
Spurn his vile carcass ! give it to the dogs ! 

Expose it to the winds and screaming ravens! 

Or hurl it down that fiery steep lo bell. 

There with his soul to toss in flames for ever. 

Ah, iinpotenre of rage! 

Rod. Preseive him, heaven! 

Tan. What am I ? Where '! 

Sad, silent, all ? The forms of dumb despair. 
Around some inniirnful tomb. Wbat do 1 see? 
This soft abode of innocence and love 
Turn’d to tlie bouse of death! a place of horror !^ 
All, that poor corse ! pale ! pale ! deform’d with 
' murder! 

Is that my Sigismunda? 

( Throws himself down by her. ) 
Sif, (Afler a pathetic pause, looking on the scene 
before himo) Have 1 liv’d 
To these enfeebled years, by faeav’n reserv’d 
To be a dreadful monument of justice? 

Taught hence, ye parents, who from nature stray. 
And the great ties of social life betray ; . 

Ne’er with your children act a tyrant's part : 

’Tis yours to guide, not violate the heart. 

Ye vainly wise, who o’er mankind preside. 
Behold my righteous woes, and drop yourpride; 
Keep virtue’s simple path before your eyes. 

Nor think from evil good can ever rise. 

[ExetinL 



THE HONEY-MOON; 

A COMEDY, IN FIVE ACTS,— BY JOHN TOBIN. 





• A* t V —Scene 3. 


CHARACTERSo 

DUKE OF ARAN/A I ROLANDO I CAMPILLO I \OLANTE 

COUNT MONTAIRAN I LAMPF.DO I LOPEZ ZAMORA 

RALTHAZAK 1 JAaUliS I JULIANA | IIOSTLSS 


ACT f. 1 I love her still the better. Some prefer 


Scene I. — A Street m Madrid. 

Enter Duke of Aranza, and Count Montai.dan, 
followed by a Servant. 

Duke. {Speaking to Servant.^ This^etter ^ou will 
^ive my steward ; this • 

To my old tenant, Lopez. Use despatch, sir ; 

Y'oar negligence may ruin an affair 

'Which f nave much at heart. [Exit Sertant. 

Why, how now. Count! 

You look but dull upon my wedding day, 

Nor show the least reflection of that joy [friend. 
Which breaks from me, and should light up niy 
^ Count. If I could set my features to my tongue, 
I’d give your highness joy. Still as a friend, 
Whose expectation lags behind his hopes. 

I wish you happy. 

Duke. You shall see me so. 

Is not the lady I have chosen fair? 

Count. Nay, she is beautifal. 

X^filre. Of a right age? [of w'omanhood. 

^ Count. Ill the fresh prime of youth, and bloom 
Duke. A well-proportioned form, and noble pre- 
Count. True. * [sence? 

Duke. Then her wit; — Her wit is admirable! 
Count. There is a passing shrillness in her voice. 
Duke. Has she nut wit 7 
Cmnt.^ sharp-edged tongue, I own ; 

But uses it as bravoes do their swords — 

Not for defence, but mischief. Then, her gentlenes's! 
Yon had almost forgot to speak of that. 

Duke. Ay, there you touch me! Yet, though she 
be prouder 

Than the vexed ocean at its topmost height. 

And evVy breeze will chafe her to a storm, 


j Smoothly o’er an unwrinkled sea to glide ; 

I Others to ride the cloud-aspiring waves, 

; And hear, amid the rending tackle’s roar, 
j The spirit of an equinoctial gale. 

; What, though a patient and enduring lover — 

; Like a tame spaniel, that, with crouching eye, 

. Meets buffets, and caresses — 1 h|ve ta’en, 

. With humble thanks, her kindness and her scorn; 
Yet, when I am her husband, she shall feel 
I was not born to be a woman’s slave! 

Can you be secret ? 

Count. You have found roe so 
III matters of some moment. 

Duke. Listen, then : 

I have prepar^ a penaiice^for her pride. 

To whiciga cell and sackcloth, and the toils 
Of a barefooted pilgrimage, were pastime. 

As yet she knows me, as I truly am. 

The Duke Aranza : in which character 
I have fed high her proud and soaring fancy 
With the description of my state andTortunes, 

My princely mansions, my delicious gardens. 

My carriages, my servants, and my pomp. 

Now, mark the contrast. In the very heigltk 
And fullest pride of her ambitious hopes, 

I take her to a miserable hot, 

( All things are well digested for the purpose )» 
Where, throwing off the title of a duke, 

I will appear to her a low -bom peasant. 

There, with coarse raiment, household drudgery, 
Jjaborions exercise, and cooling viands, 

1 will so lower her distemper’d blood. 

And tame the devil in her, that, before 
We have burnt out our happy honey'rooou, 

She, like a well-train’d hawK. shall, at my whistle. 
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Qait her high flights, and perch upon my finger. 
To wait my bidmng* 

Count. Most excellent ! A plot of rare invention! 
Duke. When, with a bold band, I have weeded 
ont 

The rank growth of her pride, she’ll be a garden 
Lovely in blossom, rich in fruit; till then. 

An unprnn’d wilderness. But to your business. 
How thrives jour suit with her fair sister, Count? 

Count. The best advancement I can boast of in it 
Is, that it goes not backward. She’s a riddle. 
Which he that solv’d the sphinx’s, would die 
guessing. 

If I but mention love, she starts away. 

And wards the subject oil* with so much skill. 

That whether she be hurt or tickled most. 

Her looks leave doubtful. Yet I fondly think 
She keeps me (as the plover from her nest 
Fearful misleads the Irav’ller) from the point 
Where live her warmest wishes, that are breath’d 
For me in secret. 

Duke. You’ve her father’s voice? [evening. 
Count. Yes; and we have concerted, that this 
Instead of Friar Dominic, her confessor. 

Who from his pious ollice is disabled 
By sudden sickness, I should visit her; 

And, as her mind's physician feel the pulse 
Of her aflection. 

Duke. May yon quickly find 
Her love to you the worst of her oftences! 

For then her absolution will be certain. 

Farewell ! I see Rolando. 

He is a common railer against women; 

And, on my wedding day,«T will hear none 
Blaspheme the sex. Besides, as once he fail’d 
In the same suit that I have thriven in, 

^Twill look like triumph. 'Tis a grievous pity 
He follows them with such a settled spleen. 

For he has noble qualities. 

Count. Most rare ones — 

A happy wit, and independent spit it. 

Duke. And then he is a brave, too. 

Count. Of as tried a courage 
As ever walk’d up to the roaring throats 
Of a deep rang’d artillery; and planted, 

’Midst fire and smoke, upon an enemy’s wall. 

The standard of his country. 

Duke. Farewell, Count. 

Count. Success attend your schemes I 

Duke. Fortune crown yours I [^Exit. 

‘ Enter Rolando. 

Count. Signov Rolando, you seem melancholy. 
Rol. As an old cat in the mumps. I met three 
women — 

I marvel much they sufTcr them to walk 
Loose in the streets, whilstother untam’d monsters 
Are kept in cages — three loud talking women ! 
They were discoursing of the newest fashions, 

And their tongues wtgil like — 1 have since been 
thinking, ^ 

What most that active member of a woAian 
Of mortal things resembles. [smoke-jack ! 

Count. Have you found it 2 
Rol, Umph ! not exactly —sometbing like a 
For it goes ever witbout winding up : 

Butlhat wears out in time — there fails the simile. 
Next I bethought me of a water-mill ; 

Bat that stands still on Sundays ; woman's tongue 
Keedci no reviving sabbath — and besides, 

A mill, to give it motion, waits for grist ; 

Now, whether she has aught to say or no, 

A woman’s tongue will go for exercise. 

Id short, I came to this conclusion : 

Most earthly things have their similitudes, 

But a woman’s tongue is yet incomparable. — 
Was’t not the duke that left yon ? 

Count. ’Twas. 

Rol. He saw me, 

And harried oiT! 


Count. Ay 1^ ’twas most wise in him, 

To shun the bitter flowing of your gall. 

You know he’s on the brink of malnmony. 

Rol. Why now, in r sason, what can be expect? 
To marry such a women! 

A thing so closely pack’d with her own pride, 

She has no room for any thouglit of him. 

Why, she ne’er threw a word of kindness et him. 
But when ^le quarrcH’d with her monkey. Then, 
As he with nightly minstrelsy dol’d ouj: 

A lying ballad to her peerless beaCTty, 

Unto his whining lute, and, at each turn, 

Sigb*d like a paviour, the kind lady, sir, 

Would lift the casement up— to lau^h at him. 

And vanish like a shooting star; whilst he 
Stood gaxing on the spot whence she departed : 
Then, stealing home, went supperless to bed. 

And fed all night upon her apparition. 

Now, rather than espoiil^e a thing like this, 

I’d wed a hear that never learnt to dance. 

Though her first hug were mortal. 

Count, Peace, Rolando! 

Yqu rail at women as priests cry down pleasure; 
Who, for the penance which they do their tongues, 
Give ample licence to their appetites. 

Come, come, however you may mask your nature, 
1 know the secret pulses of your heart 
Beat towards them s*ill. A woman hater! Pshaw I 
A young and handsome fellow, and a brave one — 
Hot. Go on. 

Count. Had I a sister, mother, nay, my grandam, 
I’d no moic trust her in a corner with thee, 

Than cream within the whiskers of a cal. [right, 
Rol. Right! I should beat her. You are very 
I have a snt;aking kindness for the sex ; 

And, could I meet a reasonable woman. 

Fair without vanity, rich without pride, 

Discreet though witty, learn'd, yet very humble; 
That has no ear for flattery, no tongue 
For scandal : one who never reads romances; 
Who loves to listen better than to talk , ^ 

And rather than he gadding would sit quiet; 

Hates cards and cordials, goes ill'diess’d to 
church ; — 

I’d marry certainly. You shall find two such. 

And we’ll both w^ed together. 

Count. Y ou are merry. 

Where shall we dine together? 

Rol. Not lb-day. 

Count. Nay, 1 insist. 

Rol. Where shall I meet you, then? 

Count. Here, at the Mermaid. 

Rol. I don't like the sign ; 

A mermaid is half woman. 

Count. Pshaw, Rolando ! 

I You strain this humour beyond sense or measure. 

Rol. Well, on condition that we’re yeiy private, 
I And that we drink no toast that’s feminine, 

I’ll waste some time with you. 

Count. Agreed. 

Enter ZAMORA, disguised. 

Rol. Go on, then ; 

T will.but give directions to my page, 

And follow you. 

Count. A pretty smooth-fac’d hoy ! 

Rol The lad is handsome; and, for one so young— 
Save that his heart' will flutter at a drum. 

And he would rather eat his sword than draw it — 
He is the noblest youth in Christendom, 

The kindest and most gentle. Talk of woman! 
Not all the rarest virtues of the sex, 

If any cunning chemist could coinpouiid^heth, 
Would make a tythc of bis. When belore Tunis 
I got well scratch’d for leaping on the walls 
Too nimbly, that same boy attended me, 

’Twould bring an honest tear into thine eye. 

To tell thee how, for ten days, without sleep, 

And almost nonrishmeut, he waited on me ; 
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Cheer’d the dull time, by reading merry tales ; Scene Room in Balthazar's House, 

And when my featering bodjr 8>nuted most, volante and Balthazar. 

Sweeter than a fond mother a lullaby « . , 

Over her peevish child, he Ibng to me, Batth. Not yet apparel d ? 

That the soft cadence of liis dying tones Vol. ’Tie her wedding-day, sir : 

Dropp'd like an oily balsam on my wounds, On such occasions women claim some grace. 

And breath’d an healing influence throoghont me. Balth. How bears she 
But this is womanish ! Order our dinner, The coming of her greatness ? 

And I’ll be with yCu presently. ^ol. Bravely, sir. 

Count. 1 avill not fail. lExit Count. I^tead of the high honours that await her, 

^ • I think that, were .she now to he enthron’d, 

Zamora comes forward. ^|ie would become her coronation : 


RoL The wars are ended, boy. 

Zorn. I’m glad of that, sir. [master. 

Rol. Yon should be sorry, if you love your 

Zam. Then 1 am very sorry. 

Rol. We must part, boy ! 

Zam. Part? 

Rol. I am serious. 

Zam. Nay^ you cannot mean it. 
llave I been i^le, sir, or negligent? • 

Saucy I’m sure I ha\e not. If aught else. 

It is my first fault; chide me gently for it — 

Nay, heavily; bnt do not say, we part! 

Rol. I’m a disbanded soldier, without pay ; 

Fit only now with rusty swords and helmets 
To hang up in the armoury, till the wars 
New-bnrnish me again ; so p%or, indeed, 

1 can but leanly cater for myself. 

Much less provide for thee. 

Zam. Let not that 

Divide us, sir; thought of how I far'd 
Never yet troubled me, and shall not now. 

Indeed, I never follow’d j'ou for hire. 1 

But for the simple and the pure delight ! 

Of serving such a master, if we must part, * 
Let me wear out my service by degrees ; j 

To-day omit some sweet and sacred duty, I 

Some dearer one to-morrow : slowly thus i 

My nature may be wean’d from her delight: { 

But suddenly to quit you, sir! I cannot! i 

I should go broken-hearted. ; 

Rol. Pshaw, those tears ! I 

Well, well, we'll talk of this some other day. I 

I dine with Count Montalban at the Mermaid ; I 

In the mean time, go, and amuse yourself I 

With what is worthiest note in that fum'd city. 1 
But hark, Eugenio ! 'Tis a wicked place; 

You’ll meet t for they are weeds of e *ry soil) 
Abundance here of — women ; keep aloof! • 

For they are like the smooth, but brittle, ice. 

That tempts th’ unpractis’d urchin to bis ruin. 

Keep aloof, hoy ' keep aloof! * 

They are like comets, to be wonder'd at. 

But not approach’d. Go not within their reach. 

[Exit Rolando. 

Zam. Doubt me not, sir. 

What a hard fate is mine ! to follow thus 
With love a gentleman that scorns my sex, 

And swears no great or noble quality 

Ever yet liv’d in woman ! When 1 read to him 

The story of Lucretia, or of Portia, 

Or other glorious dame, or some rare virgin. 

Who, cross’d in love, has died, ’mid peals of laugh- 
He praises the invention of the writer ; [ter, 
•Or, growing angry, bids me shut the book, 

‘ Nor with such dull lies wear his patience out. 

What opposition has a maid lilce me 
To turn the headstrong current of his spleen ! 

For thongh he sets ofl* with a lavish tongue 
My humble merits, thinking me a boy, 

Yet,4hoq)d I stand before his jaundic’d sight 
A woman, all that now is fair in me 
Might turn to ugliness ; all that is good 
Appear the smooth gloss of hypocrisy : 

• ' Yet, I must venture the discovery. 

Though, *tis a fearful hazard. This perplexity 
Of hopes and fears makes up too sad a life ; 

I will or lose him quite or be his wife. [EjriL 


For, when she has adjusted some stray lock, 

Or fix’d at last some sparkling ornament. 

She views her beauty with collected pride. 

Musters her whole soul in her eyes, and say.s, 

** Look I not like an empress?” But, she comes. 

Enter Juliana, in her wedding dress. 

Jul. 'Well, sir, what think you? do I to the life 
Appe.tr a duchess, or will the people .say, 

IShe does but poorly play a part which nature 
Never designVl her fori But, where’s the duke? 
Balth. Not come yet. 

Jul. Huw ! not come? the duke not come! 

Vot. Patience, sweet sister : oft without a mur- 
It%as been lii.s delight to wait for you. [mur 
Jul. ftVas his duty. Man was born to wait 
On woman, and attend her sov’reign pleasure! 

Thi.s tardiness upon his wedding-day 
Is hut a sorr> sample of obedience. 

Balth. Obedience, girl' 

Jul. Ay, sir, obedience. [make 

Vol. Why, what a vflre-drawn puppet you will 
The man you marry! I suppose, ere long, 

Yon'Il chuse how often he shall walk abroad 
For recreation ; fix his diet for him ; 

Bespeak his clothes, and say on what occasions 
He may put on his finest suit. 

Jul. Proceed. [friends, 

Vol. Keep all the keys, and when he bids his 
Mete out a modicum of wine to each. 

Had you not better put him on a livery 
At once, and let him stand behind your chair? 
Why, 1 w'ould rather wed a man of dough. 

Such as some spinster, when the pye Is made, 

To amuse her childish fancy, kneads at hazard 
Out of the remnant pa.sle — a paper man. 

Cut by a baby. Heavens preserve me ever 
Fiom that dull blessing — an obedient huahand! 

Jul. And make you an obedient wife! a thing 
For lordly man to vent his hiiinonrs on; 

A dull domestic drudge. To be abus’d 
Or fondled as the fit may woak upon him : 

“ If you think so, iny dear and, “As yon please;” 
And, “ You know best;’’ even when he nothing 
knows. 

I have no patience — that a free-born woman 
Slionld sink the high tone oilier noble nature 
Down to •slavi.sh whisper, for that compound 
Of frail mortality ihej' call a man, 

And give her charter up to make a tyrant ! 

Bmlh, You talk it most heroically. Pride 
May be a proper bait to catch a lover, 

But, trust me, daughter, ’twill not hold a husband. 

Jul. Leave that to me. And what should I have 
[f I had fKih’d with your humility ? [canght 

Some pert apprentice, or rich citizeh. 

W ho woulil nave bought me ? Some poor gentleman, 
Wlio-se high patrician blood would have descended 
To wed a painter's daughter, and — her dneaU. 

I felt my value, and still kepi aloof; 

Nor stoop’d inv eye till 1 had met the man. 

Pick’d from all Spain, to be my husband, girl: 

And him 1 have so manag’d, that he feels 
I have conferr'd an honour on his house, 

By coyly oondesoending to be his. {Knoeking.) 
BaUk. He comes. 

Vol. Smooth your brow, sister. 
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[Act II. 


/«/. Eoraman! 

He must be one not made of mortal olaj, then. i 
Enter Duke of Aranza and two Attendants. | 
Oh ! you are come, sir? I have waited for you ! | 

Is Ibis yonr gallantry 7 at snob a time, too? 

JJhtke. I do entreat your pardon — if yon knew 
The pressing cause-^ 

Vol. Let me entreat for him. 

Balth. Come, girl, be kind.^ 

Jut. Well, sir, you are forgiven. 

Didee, You are all goodness ; let me on tins hand — 

( Taking Iter /laruf, which she vnthdraws.) 
Jul. Not yet, s^r; ’tis a virgin hand us yet, 

And injr own property : forbear awhile. 

And, with this humble person, *twill be yonrs. 

Vnke. Exquisite moaesty ! Come, let us on ! 

All things are waiting for the ceremony ; 

And, till you grace it. Hymen’s wasting torch 
Burns dim and sickly. Come, my Juliana. {^Rxeant. 

ACT IT. 

Scene T.— A Cottage . 

Enter Duke of Aranza, leading in Juliana. 
Duke. You arc welcome home. 

Jul. Home! you are merry ; this retired spo 
Would be a palace for an owl! 

Duke. ’Tis ours. 

Jul. Ay, for the time we stay in it. 

Duke. 'By heaven, 

This is the noble mansion that I spoke of! 

Jul. This I You are not in earnest, though you 
bear it 

With such a sober brow. Come, come, you jest. 

Duke. Indeed 1 jest not ; were it ours in jest, 
We should have none, wife. 

Jul. Are yon serious, sir? 

Duke. I swear, as I’myourhusband, and no duke. 
Jul. No duke! 

Duke. But of my own creation, lady* 

Jul. Am I betray’d? Nay, do not play the fool! 
It is too keen a joke. 

Duke. You’ll find it true. 

Jvd. You are no duke, then? 

Duke. None. 

Jul. Have I been cozen’d? (Aside.) 

And have you no estate, sir? 

No palaces, nor houses? 

Duke. None but this : 

A smallsnug dwelling, and in good repair. 

Jid. Nor money, nor eflects? 

Duke. None, that I know of. 

Jul. And the attendaiils that have wailed on us ? 
Duke. They were my friends; who, having done 
my business. 

Are gone about their own. 

/«/. Why, then, ’tis clear. (Aside.) 

That 1 was ever born I What are you, sir? 

Duke. I am an honest man , that may cAntent you : 
Young, nor ill-favour’d. Should not that content 
you, 

I am yonr husband, and that must content you. 

Jul. I will go home I (Going.) 

Duke. You are at home, already. (Staying her.) 
Jul. I’ll not endure it! But, remember this — 
Doke, or no duke. I’ll be a duchess, sir ! 

Duke. A duchess ! you shall be queen, to all 
Who, of their courtesy, will call yon SA. 

Jul. And 1 will have attendance. 

Duke. So you shall. 

When you have learnt to wait upon yourself. 

Jul. To wait upon myself! must 1 bear this? 

I could tear out my eyes, that bade you woo me. 
And bite my tongue in two, for saying yes ! 

Duke. And if yon should, ’twould grow again, 
f think, to be an honest yeoman’s wife 
( For such, my would-be duchess, you will find me,) 
You were cut out by nature. 


Jul. Yon will find then. 

That education, sir, has spoilt me for it. 

Why! do you think I’ll work? 

Duke. I think ’twiF happen, wife. 

Jul. What ! rub and scrub 
Your noble palace clean? 

Duke, Those taper fingers 
Will do it daintily. 

Jti/. And dress yonr victuals 
(If there be any)? Oh! I could go mad. 

Duke. And mend my hose, auH darn my night- 
caps neatly ; 

Wait, like an echo, till you’re spoken to-— 

Jul. Or, like a clock, talk only once an hour? 
Duke. Or like a dial ; for that quietly 
Performs its work, and never speaks at all, 

Jul. To feed your poultry and your hogs ! 
oh, monstrous! 

And when I stir abroad, on great occasions. 

Carry a squeaking tithe pig to the vicar; 

Or joljt with higglers’ wives the market trot, * 

To sell your eggs and butter! 

.Duke. Excellent! 

How well you sum the duties of a wife! 

Why, what a blessing I shall have in you ! 

Jul. A blessing ! 

Duke. When they talk of yon and roe. 

Darby and Jo;|n sha'l be no more remember’d; 

We shall be so happy ! 

Jul. Shall we? 

Dule. Wondrous happy ! 

Oh. you will make an admirable wife' 

Jul. I’ll make a devil. 

Duke. What? 

Jtd. A very devil. 

Duke, Oh, no ! we’ll have no devils. 

Jul. I’ll not bear it. 

I’ll to my father’s ! 

Duke. Gently : you forget 
You are a perfect stranger to the road. 

'Jul. My wrongs will find a way, or make one. 
Duke. Softly! 

You stir not hence, except to take the air ; 

And then I’ll breathe it with you. 

Jul. What, confine me? 

Duke, ’Twould be unsafe to trust you yet abroad. 
Jul. Am 1 a truant school-boy ? 

Duke. Nay, not so; 

But you must keep your bounds. 

JhI. And if I break them. 

Perhaps you’ll beat me. 

Duke. Beat you ! 

The man, that lays his hand upon a woman. 

Save in the way of kindness, is a wretch 
Whom ’twere gross flattery to name a coward. 

No, madam. I’ll talk to you. I’ll not beat you. 

Jul. Well, if I may not travel to my father, 

I may write to him surely ! and I will — 
in can meet within your spacious dukedom 
Three such iinhop’d-for miracles at once. 

As pens, and ink, and paper. 

Duke. You will find tbem 
In the next room. A word, before you go. 

You are iny wife, by ev’ry lie that’s sacred ; 

The partner of my fortune and my bed — 

Jul. Your fortune! 

Duke. Peace! no fooling, idle woman ! 

Beneath the attesting eye of heav’n I’ve sworn 
To love, to honour, cherish, and protect j|rou. 

No human pow’r edn part ns. What remains, then? 
To fret, and worry, and torment each other. 

And give a keener edge to our hard 
By sharp upbraidings, and perpetual jare? 

Or, like a loving and a patient pair, 

( Wak’d from a dream of grandeur, to depend 
Upon their daily labour for support). 

To soothe the taste of fortune s lowliness 
With sweet content, and mutual fond endearment? 
Now to yonr chamber; write whate’er you please; 
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But pause before you stain the spotless p«>er, 
Witn words that may inflame, but cannot heal ! 
JuL Why what a patient worm you take roe for! 
Htcjbs. I took you fur a fpfe; and ere Tve done. 
I’ll know you for a good ooe. 

/«/. Yon shall know me 
For a rifftit woman, full of her own sex ; 

Who, vnen she suffers wron^, will speak her anger; 
Who feels her own prerogative, and scorns. 

By the proud reason of superior man, 

To be tangllit phtienoe, when her swelling heart 
Cries out revenge ! [Exit. 

jDuibe. Why, let the flood rage on ! 

There is no tide in woman’s wildest passion 
But hath an ebb. I’ve broke the ice, however. 
Write to her father! She may write a folio — 

But if she send it! ’Twill divert her spleen; 

The flow of ink may save her blood letting ; 
Perchance she may have fits, they're seldom mortal. 
Save when the doctor's sent for. — 

Though 1 have heard some husbands saVf andjvisely, 
A woman's honour is her safest guard^. 

Yet there’s some virtue in a lock and key. 

( Locks the door,) 

So thus begins our honey moon. ’Tis well ! 

For the first fortnight, ruder than march winds. 
She’ll blow a hurricane. The next, perhaps. 

Like April, she may wear a ^hnng^ul face 
Of storm and sunshine : and, when that is past, 

She will break glorious as unclouded May , 

And where the thonis grew bare, the spreading 
blossoms 

Meet with no lagging frost to kill their sweetness. 
Whilst others for a nioiith’s delirious joy, 

Buy a dull age of penance, we, more wisely. 

Taste first the wholesome bitter of the cup. 

That after to the very lees shall relish ; 

And to the close of this frail life prolong 

The puredelights of a well-govern’d marriage. [Exil. 

ScENi: II. — Halthazar's Houst^, 

Enter BaLT}]A 7. AH, followed by the Count j disguispd 
as a Friar, 

Ballh, These things premis'd, you have iiiy full 
consent 

To try my daughter’s humour : to that end 
I have sent for her. But observe me, sir ! 

I will use no compulsion with my child : 

Though of a merry spirit, I have loufld her. 

In weighty matters, of so ripe a judgment, ^ 
That she shall cliuse a husband for herself. 

If 1 had tendered thus her sister Zamora, 

I should not now have mourn’d a daughter losk! 

Enter Volante. 

VoL What is your pleasure 1 
BaUh, Know this holy man ; 

(Introducing the Count to her,) 
It is the father confessor I spoke of. 

Though be looks young, in all things which respect 
His sacred function, he is deeply Icarn’d. 

Fo/. It is the Count ! {Aside,) 

Balth, I leave you to his guidance : 

And do not, with that wild wing you are wont. 

Fly from his questions; act as may befit 
The sober purpose of his visit here ; 

.*And, without diminution or concealment. 

To his examination .iiid free censure 
Commit your actions and your private thoughts. 

Vol,\ shall observe, sir. [ExiV Balthazar. 
Nay, ’tis he, I’ll swear! (.dside.) 

Count. ’Pray heaven she don’t suspect me! 
Well, yoflng lady, you have heard your father’s 
commands'! [are we to do? 

Vol, Yes: and now he has left us alone, what 
Count, I am to listen, and you are to confess. 
Fo/. What! and then you are to confess, and I 
am to listen? I’ll take care yon shall do penance 
though. 


Couni. Pahaw! (Aside.) 

Vol. Well ; but what am I to confess? 

Count. Your sins, daughter; your sins. * 

Vol. What! all of them? 

Count, Only the great ones. 

Vol, The great ones 1 Oh, yon must learn those 
of my neighbours, whose business it is, like yours, 
to confess everybody’s sins but their own. If now 

? rou would be content with a few trifling peccadil- 
oes, I would own them to you with all the frank- 
ness of an author, who gives his reader the paltrv 
'errata of the press, but leaves him to find out all 
the capital blunders of the work himself. 

Count, Nay, lady, this is trifljng: I am in haste. 
Fof. In ha.ste ! then suppose I confess my vir- 
tues? you shall have the catalogue of them in a 
single breath. 

Count. Nay, then I most call your father. 

Vol. Why, then, to be serious: If you will tell 
me of any very enormous ofifences which I may 
have lately committed, I shall have no objection in 
‘the world to acknowledge them to you. 

Count, It is publicly reported, daughter, you 
are in Jove. 

Vol, So, so! are you there! (Aside,) That I 
am in love? 
eCount. With a man — 

VoL Why, what should a woman be in love with? 
Count. You interrupt me, lady. A.young man. 
Vol. I’m not in love with an old one, certainly. 
But is love a crime, father? 

Count. Heaven forbid ! 

Vol. Why, then, you have nothing to do with it. 
Count. Ay, but the cancealing it is a crime? 

Vol. Oh, Uic concealing it is a crime? 

Count. Of the first magnitude. 

Vol. Why, then, 1 confess — 

Count. Well, what? 

Vol. That the Count Montalban — 

Count. Go oil ! 

Vol, Is— 

Count. Proceed! 

Vol, Desperately in love with me. 

Count. Pshaw ! That’s not to the point. 

Vol. W e.ll, well, I’m coming to it : and not being 
able in his own person to learn the slate of my 
affections, has taken the benefit of clergy, and 
assumed the disguise of a friar. 

Count. Discovered! 

Vol. Ha, ha, ha! You are but a youD{^ mas- 
querader, or you wouldn't have left your vizor at 
home. Come, come. Count, pull cdf your lion’s ap- 
parel, and confess yourself an ass. 

Count. Nay, Volante, hear me! 

Vol. Not a step nearer! The snake is still dan- 
gerous, though be has cast his skin. I believe you’re 
the first lover on recoid that ever attempted to gain 
the aflectioDS of his mistress by discovering her 
faults. Now, if you had fqpnd out more virtues in 
inj mindDian Siiere will ever he room for, and more 
charms in inv person than even my looking-glass 
can create, why, then, indeed — 

Count. What then? 

Vol. Then I might have confessed what it is now 
impossible I can ever confess: and so farewell, my 
noble count confessor ! lEsit. 

Count. Farewell! 

And when I've hit upon the longitude. 

And plumb'd the yet uiifat hom’d ocean, 

J'll make another venture for thy love. 

Here comes her father. I’ll be fool’d no longer ! 

Enter Bai.tiia/ar. 

Balth. Well, sir, how thrive you? 

Count. E'en as I deseive : [me. 

Your daugliler has discovered, laughed at, and left 
BaUh, Vet I’ve another scheme. 

Count. Whatis’t'* 

Balth. My daughter, 
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Beings lover of my art, of late 
Has vebemently urg'd to see your portrait; 
Whieli,now ’tis finish’d, Island pledg'd, she shall. 
Go to the picture room — stand there oonceal'd: 
Here is the key. I’ll send iny daughter straight: 
And if, HS wc suspect, her heart leans tow’rdsyou^ 

In some unguarded gesture, speech, or action. 

Her love will suddenly break out. Away ! 

1 bear her coining. 

Count, There’s some hope in this. 

Balth, It shall do wonders. Hence. [Exi/ Conn,. 
I’ll tax her home. 

Enter Voi-ANTE. 

Vol, What, is he gone, sir? 

Balth, Gone ! d ye think the man is made of 
marble ? Yes, he is gone. 

Fol, Forever? 

Balth, Ay, for ever. 

Val. Alas, poor Count! or, has he only left you, 
To study some new character? Pray, tell me! 
What will he next appear in? 

Balth, This is folly. 

’Tis time to call 3 our wanton spirits home; 

You are too wild of speech. 

Vol. My thoughts are free, sir; 

And those I utter. 

Balth, Far too cjuickly, girl: • 

Your shrewdne.ss is a scare-ciow to your beauty. 

Vol. It will fright none but fools, sir: men of 
sense must naturally admire in us the Quality they 
most value in themselves; a blockhead only pro- 
tests against the wit of a woman, because he can’t 
answer her drafts upon his understanding. Dut 
now we talk of the Count, d^n’tyou remember your 
promise, sir? 

Balth, Uinph! (Aside,) What promise, girl? 

Vol, That 1 should see your picture of him. 

Balth. So you shall, when you can treat the ori- 
ginal with a little more respect. 

Vol. Nay, sir, a promise! 

Balth. Well, you’ll find the door open : but, be- 
fore you go, tell me honestly, how do you like the 
Count, his person, and understanding? 

Vol. W'hy, as to his person, 1 don’t think he’s 
handsome enough to pine himself to death for his 
own shadow, like the youth in the fountain — nor yet 
so ugly as to be frightened to dissolution if he 
should look at himself in a glass. Then, as to his 
understanding, he has hardly wit enough to pass 
for a madman, nor yet so little as to be taken tor a 
fool. Jn ‘short, sir, 1 think the Count is very well 
worth any young woman’s serious contemplation — 
when she has no other earthly thing to think about. 
(Buns off.) 

Balth, So the glad bird, that flutters from the net. 
Grown wanton with the thought of his escape. 

Flies to the limed bush, and there is caught, 

I’ll steal and watch their progress. [Exit. 

Scene III. — The Picture Room. 

(The Count concealed behind his^Port ;ait.) 

Enter VoLA NTE. 

Vol, Confess that I love the Count! A woman 
may do a more foolish thing than fall in love with 
ancli a man, and a wiser one than to tell him of it. 
il-oobal the picture,) ’Tis very like him ; the hair 
is a shade too dark — and rather too much com- 

f ilexion for a despairing inamorato. ^ Confess that I 
ove him ! Now there is only his picture ; I’ll see 
if 1 can’t play the confessor a little belter tlian he 
did. ** Daughter, they tell me you are in love?” 
“ Well, father, there is no barm in speaking the | 
truth.” ** With the Count Montalban, daughter?” | 
Father, you are not a confessor, but a conjuror!” 
They add, moreover, that you have named the 
day for your marriage ?” ** There, father, you are 
misinformed; for like a discreet maiden, 1 have j 
left that for him to do.” Then he should throw olf | 
his disguise; I should gaze .it him with astonish- 


[Act II. 

ment; he should open bis arms, whilst I sunk 
gendy into them. (TAs Count catches her in his 
armsrn) The Count! 

Enter Haltrazar. 

My Father, too! Nay ,1 then, I am fairly hunted 
into the toil. There, take my band. Count, while 
I am free to give it. 

Enter a Servant, with a letter, 

Serv, A letter, sir. [Exit, 

Balth, From Juliana! ( (^n6 the fetter, ) 

Vol, Well, what says she, sir? 

Count, This will spoil all. (Aside,) 

Vol. It bears untoward news : 

Is she not well, sir? 

Balth, ’Tis not that. 

Vol, What then, sir? 

Sec how he knits his brow ! 

Bfdth, Here must be throats cut. 

Vol, W’hat moves you thus, sir? 

Balth. That, would stir a statue. 

Your fiiend’s a villain, sir! (To the Count,) Read, 
read it out. 

And you, if I mistake not, are another. 

Vol, What can this mean? 

Balth, Peace! Hear him read the letter. 

Count, (Reads,) Dearest father! I am deceived, 
betrayed, insulted! 

The man, whom' I have married, is no duke ! 

Vol. No duke ! 

Balth. I’ll be revenged ! Read, sir; read! 
Count, (Reads,) He has neither fortune, family, 
nor friends, > 

Balth, You must have known all this, sir. But 
proceed. 

Count, ( Reads , ) He keeps me prisoner here, in a 
miserable hovel; from whence, unless I am speedily 
rescued by your interference, you may never hear 
more of your forlorn, abused JULIANA. 

Balth, Whttt answer you to this, sir? 

Count, Nothing. 

Vol, How ! 

Balth, ’Tis plain you are a partner in the trick 
That robb’d a doting father of his child. 

Count. Suspend your anger but a few short days. 
And you shall find, though now a mystery 
Involves iny friend — 

Balth. A mystery ! What mystery ? 

There arc no iiysteries in honest men ; 

What mystery I say, can solve this conduct? 

Is he'a duke? 

Count. 1 cannot answer that. 

Bplth, Then he’s a villain ! 

Count, Nay, upon my soul, 

He means you fairly, honourably, nobly. 

Bo/C/i. 1 will away to-nigbt. Olmedo! Perez! 
Perhaps your Couiitship means me fairly loo. 
Nobly and honourably! 

Get my horses! [Exeunt Servants* 

You have some mystery, too, sir ; but ere 1 set 
My sole surviving hope on such aliuzard. 

I’ll look into yourcountship’s pedigree: 

And for your noble, honourable duke, ^ 

I’ll travel night and day until I reach Jiim ! 

And be shall find I am not yet so old,* 

But that my blood will flame at such an insult, * 
And my sword leap into my grasp. Believe me, 

I will have fall revepge ! 

Count, You shall. 

Batik, I will, sir ! 

And speedily ! 

Count. Proceed, then, on your journey. 

With your good leave, I’ll bear you comi^any : 

And as tbe traveller, perplex’d awhile 
In the benighted mazes of a forest, 

Breaks on a champain country, smooth and level, 
And sees tbe sun shine glorious ; so shall yon, sir, 
Behold a bright close, and a golden end, 

To this- now dark adventure, 
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Voh Go, my father ! [fairly. 

Balth. You speak in riddles, sir; yet yon speak 
Count, And, ifl speak not truly, may my hope 
In this fair treasure be extiiict for ever ! 

Balth. Then quickly me^ us here, prepar’d for 
travel. 

If, from the cloud that overhangs ns now, 

Such light should break as you have boldly 
promis’d. 

My daugntcr and my blessing still are yours, sir. 
Count. Blesfcin that word, I quit you. [ExiV. 
Balth. Come, girl! 

This shall be sifted thoroughly : till then 
You must remain afresh ungatber'd tlow’r. 

Vol. Well, sir; T am not yet so overblown, 

But I may hang some time upon the tree. 

And still be worth the plucking. 

Balth, True, iny girl. 

And better ’twere to wither on thy stem. 

And scatter on the earth thy maiden leaves, 

'JNian graft thee where thy sweetness and thy beauty 
Would all be wasted. Come, we must prepare. 

[Exewit. 

SciiNE IV.— TAe Cottage. 

Enter Duki: of Aranza, in a Peasant's Dress. 
Duke. She hath compos'd a letter; and, what’s 
Contriv’d to send it by a village boy [worse, 
That pass'd the window. Y|t she^iow appears 
Profoundly penitent. 

'Tis a conversion too miraculous. 

Her cold disdain yields with too free a spirit; 

Like ice, which, melted by unnatural heat — 

Not by the gradual and kindly thaw 

Of the resolving elements — give it air, [her. 

Will straight congeal again — She comes — I’ll try 

Enter J li l,I A N A , iw a Peasant's Dress. 

Why, what’s the matter now? 

Jul, That foolish letter! 

Duke. What ! you repent of having written it? 
Jul. I do, indeed. 1 could cut ofl'my lingers 
For being partners in the act. 

Duke. No matter; 

You may indite one in a milder spirit. 

That shall pluck out its sting. 

Jul. 1 can. 

Duke. You must. 

Jul. 1 can. 

Duke. You shall. « 

Jul. 1 will, if 'tis your pleasure. 

Duke. 'Well replied ! • 

I now see plainly you have found your wits, 

And are a sober, iiietauiorplius'd woman. , 
Jul. I am, indeed. 

Duke. I know it: I can read you. 

There is a true contrition in >oiir looks ; 

Yours is no penitence in masquerade — 

You are not playing on me. 

Jul. Playing, sir! [things 

Duke. You have found out the vanity of those 
For which you lately sighed so deep. 

Jul. 1 have, sir, 

Duke. A duke^m! pshaw ! it is an idle thing. 
Jul. I have begun to think so. 

Duke, That’s a lie ! {Aside.) 

Is not this tranquil and retired spot 
* More ricli, in real pleasure.s, than a palace I 
Jul. I like it inlinitelv. • 

Duke, That’s auother! (Aside.) 

The mansion’s small, 'ti.^ true, hut very snug. 

Jul. Exceeding snug. 

D^e. The furniture not splendid, 

But Uien^II useful. 

Jul. All exceeding useful. 

There’s not a piece oo't but serves twenty purposes. 

{Aside.) 

Duke, And, though we’re seldom ])1agued by vi- 
sitors, 

TV'e have the best of company — oursclrc.^. 


Nor, whilst our limbs are full of active youths 
Need we loll in a carriage, to provoke 
A lazy circulation of the blood ; 

When walking is a nobler exercise. 

Jul. More wholesome, too. 

Duke. And far less dangerous. 

Jul. That’s certain. 

Duke. Then for servants, all agree. 

They are the greatebt plagues on earth. 

Jut, No doubt oiTt. 

• Duke. Who then, that has a taste for happiness, 
Would'live in a large mansion, only fit 
To be an habitation for the winds ; 

Keep gilded oriianients for dust and spiders; 

See everybody, care for nobody ; 

When they could live as we do? 

Jul. Who, indeed? 

Duke. Here we want nothing. 

Jul. Nothing. Yes, one thing. 

Duke, Indeed! what’s that? 

Jul. Yon will be angry. 

Duke. Nay — 

Not if It be a reasonable thing. 

Jul What wants the bird, who, from his wiry 
Sings to the passing travellers of air [prison, 

A Wistful note — that she were with them, sir? 
^Duke. UiAph I What, your liberty ! I see it now, 

^ 

Jul. 'Twere a pity that in such a paradise 
I should be cag’d. 

Duke. Why, whither would you, wife? 

Jul. Only to taste the freshness of the air. 

That breathes a whole.^onie spirit from without; 
And weave a chaplet fqf you, of those tlow’rs 
That throw their perfume through my window ban. 
And then 1 will return, sii. 

Duke. Y'ou arc free , 

But use your freedom wisely. 

Jul, Doubt me not, sir! 

I’ll use it quickly, too. [Aside, and exit. 

Duke. But I do doubt yon. 

There ib a lurking devil in her eye. 

That plays at bopeep there, in spite of her. 

Her aiig^r is but smother’d, not burnt oat. 

And ready, givt it vent, to blaze again. 

You have 3 our liberty — 

But I will watch you closely, lady. 

And see that 3 on abuse it not. [Exit, 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — An Inn, * 

Rolando sitting at arable. 

Rol. ’Sdeatli, that a reasonable thinking man 
Should leave bis friend and bottle for a woman ! 
Here is the Count, now, who, in other matters, 
Has a true judgment, onlv seethe bis blood 
With a full glass be 3 ond liis usual stint, 

And women, like a wildfire, runs Uiroiigbout him. 
Immortal iiian,is but a shuTtlecock, 

And win^and women are but the battledores 
That keep him going! What! Eugenio! 

Enter ZamORA. 

Zam. Your pleasure, sir? 

Rol 1 am alone, and wish 
One of your songs to bear roe company. 

Zam. A merry or a sad one, sir ? 

Rol No matter. 

Zam. I have but one that you have ever heard. 
Rol Lei it be that. 

Zam. I shall obey you, sir. 

Now woman's wit assist me. (Sings.) 

SONG.—ZAMORA. 

In vain the tears of anguish flow. 

In vain I mourn, in vain I sigh ; 

For he, alas! will never know, 

That I must live for hint, 01 die. 
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' Ah! could I dare myself rental! Count, Who, bat her huBbaod ? 

Woidd not my tale his f}ity move ? RoL With what weapons? 

F And sighs of jrity seldom fail Count. Words. [language 

In noble hearts to waken love. Rol. With words? wVy then he mast invent a 

But should Ae view, without a tear. Which yet the learned fa ive no glimpses of. 

My altering form, my waning bloom. Fasting and fustigation may do something ; 

Then, what is left me but despair! I*ve heard that death will quiet some of tliem; 

What refuge but the silent tomb! But words! mere words ! cool’d by the breath of 


Rol. It is a mournful ditty, yet ’tis pleasing. 
Zam. It was, indeed, a melancholy tale 
From which 1 learnt it. 

Rol. Lives it with you still? [dream, sir: 
Zam. Faintly, as would an ill-remember*d 
Yet so far 1 remember — Now my heart ■ • {Aside.) 
'’Twas of a gentleman — a soldier, sir. 

Of a brave spirit : and his outward form 
A frame to set a soul in. He had a page. 

Just such a boy as I, a faithful stripling. 

Who, out of pure affection, and true love. 

Follow’d his fortune to the wars. 

Rol. Why this 
Is onr own history. 

Zam. So far, indeed. 

But not beyond, it bore resemblance, sir. 

For in the sequel (if I well remember) 

This loving boy (so, sir, the story ran), 

Turn’d out to be a woman. ^ 

Rol. How ! a woman ! 

Zam. Yes, sir, a woman. 

Rol. Live with him a Iwelvemonlh, and he not 
tind the secret out ! 

Zam. ’Twas strange. 

Rol, Strange I ’t was impossible ! At the first blush, 
A palpable and most transpfireritf'lte ! 

Why, if the soldier had been such an ass. 

She had herself betray’d it. 

Zam. Yet, ’tis said. 

She kept it to her death ; that, oft as love 
Would heave the struggling passion to her lips. 
Shame set a seal upon them : thus long time 
She nourish’d, in this strife of love and modesty. 

An inward slow^consuming martyrdom, 

'Till in the sight of him her soul most cherish’d — 
Like flow’rs, that on a river’s margin, fading 
Through lack of moisture, drop into the stream. 

So, siidcing in bis arms, her parting breath 
Reveal’d her story. 

Rol. You have told it well, boy. 

Zam. I feel it deeply, sir ; 1 know the lady. 

Rol. Kqow her! you don’t believe it? 

Zam. What regards 

Her death, I wilf not vouch for. But the rest — 
Her hopeless love, her silent patience. 

The struggle ’twixt her passion and her pride — 

1 was a witness to. Indeed, her story 
Is a most true one. 

Rol. She should not have died ; 

A wench like this were worth a soldier’s love : 

And were she living nows — 

Enter Count Montalban. 

Zam. ’Tis well! (Aside.) 

Count. Strange things have happen’d, since we 
parted, captain I 
I must away to-night. 

Rof. To-night! and whither? [know: 

Counf. ’Tis yet a secret. Thus much you shall 
If a short fifty miles you’ll bear me company , 

You shall see — 

Rol. What? 

Count. A woman tam’d. 

RoL No more; 

1*11 go a hundred. Do I know the lady ? 

CoutiL What think you ofour new-made duchess? 
Rol. She? 

What mortal man has undertaken her? 

Perhaps the keeper of the beasts, the fellow 
That puts bis head into the lion’s mouth. 

Or else some tiger-tamer to a nabob. 


man! 

He may preach tame a howling wilderness; 

Silence a full-mouth’d battery with ^ow-balls; 

‘ Quench fire with oil ; with his repelling breath 
Puff’ back the northern blast; whistle ’gainst thunder: 
These things are feasible. But still a woman 
With the nine paits of speech ! — 

Count. You know him not. 

Ro/. 1 know the lady. 

Comit. Yet, I tell you 
lie has the trick to draw the serpent’s fang. 

And yet not spoil her beauty. 

Rol. Could he disconrae, with fluent eloquence. 
More languages than Babel sent abroad. 

The simple rhet’ric of her mother tongue 
Would pose him presently ; for woman’s voice 
Sounds like a fiddle in a concert, always 
The shrillest, if not loudest instrument. 

But we shall see. [Abreunt Count and Rolando, 
Zam. He was toDch’|d surely, with the piteous tale 
Which I deliver a ; and, but lliat the Count 
Prevented him, would have broke freely out 
Into a full confession of his feeling 
Tow’rds such a woman as I paint^ to him. 

Why then, iny hoy's habiliments, adieu ! 
Henceforth, my w’oman's lire — I’ll trust to you. 

lExitr 

Scene II. — The Duke's Palace. 

Enter Campillo, the Duke's Steward, and another 
Servant. 

Serv, But can no one tell the meaning of this 
fancy ? 

Camp, No: ’tis the duke’s pleasure, and that’s 
enough for us. You shall hear his own words: — 
For reasons, that / shall hereafter communicate, it 
is necessary that Japuez should, in all things, at pre- 
sent, act as my representative : you will, therefore, 
command my household to obey him as myself, until 
you hear further from (Signed) Aranza. 

Serv, Well,iwe most wait the upshot. But how 
bears Jaque/. bis new dignity ? 

Camp. Like most men in whom sudden fortune 
combats against long-established habit. (Laughing 
withevt.) 

Serv. By their merriment, this shonld be he. 
Camp. Stand aside, and let us note him. 

Enter Jaqucs, dressed as the Duke, followed by »x 
Attendants, who in vain endeavour to restrain their 
laughter. [A’xt/ Servant. 

Jaquez. W^hy, you ragamuffins! what d’ye titter 
at? Am I the first great man that has been made 
ofl'hand by a tailor? Show your grinders again, and 
I’ll hang you like onions, fifty on a rope. 1 can’t 
think whut they see ridiculons abont-me, except, 
indeed, that 1 reel as if 1 was in armour, and my 
sword has u trick of getting between mv legs, like 
a monkey’s tail, as if it was determined to trip up 
iny nnbilit} . And nr«w, villains ! don’t let me see 
you tip the wink to each other, as I do the hononrs 
of my table. If 1 tell one of iny best stories, don’t 
any of you laugh before the jest comes out, to show 
that you have heard it before: take cure tba%you 
don’t call me by iiijr Christian name, andflien pre- 
tend it was by accident; that shall be transporta- 
tion at least: and when I drink a health to all 
friends, don’t fancy that any of yon are in the 
number. 

Enter a Servant, 


Well, sir? 
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Scene 2.] 

Serv. There is a lady wilhoat, presses vehemeDtiy 
to speak to your p-aoe. 

Jaques. A lady? 

Serv. Yes, your highnessk 

Jaquex. Is she young? r 

Serv, Very, your grace! 

Jaquez. Handsoina? 

Serv^ Beautiful, your highness! 

Jaques. Send her in. — [Exit Servant .'] — You may 
retire ; I’ll finish my instructions by-and-by. 
Y oung aud kandsome ! I’ll attend to her business 
tn proprid persond. Your old and ugly ones I shall 
despatch by deputy. Now to alarm her with my con- 
sequence, and then soothe her with my condescen- 
sion. I must appear important ; big as a country 
pedagogue, when he enters the school-room with — 
a hem ! and terrifies the apple-munching urchins 
with the creaking of his shoes. I’ll swell like a 
shirt bleaching in a high wind-; and look burly as a 
Sunday beadle, when he has kicked down the un- 
hallowed stall of a profane old apple-woman. Bring 
my chair of state ! Hush ! 

Enter Juliana. 

Jut. I come, great duke, for justice! 

Jaguez, You shall have it. 

Of what do you complain ? 

/mI. My husband, sir! [ofi'ence? 

Jaauez. I’ll hang him in*tan(l 3 «j Wnat's his 

Jut. He has deceived me. 

Jaguez, A very common case; few husbands 
answer their wives' expectations. 

Jul, 11c has abused 3 our grace. 

Jatjuez. Indeed! if he has done that, he swings 
most loftily. But how, lady, how ? 

Jul. Shortly thus, sir : 

Being no better than a low-born peasant. 

He has assum’d your character and person. 

Enter Duke Aranza. 

Oh ! you are here, sir ' This is he, my lord. 

Jaguez. Indeed ! {Aside. ) Then 1 must tickle him. 
Why, fellow, d’ye take this fur an ale-house, that 
yoii enter with such a swagger ? Know you where 
.you are, sir? 

Duke. The rogue reproves me well' (Aside.) I 
had forgot. 

Most humbly I entreat your grace’s pardon, 

For this unlisher’d visit ; but the fear 
Of what this wayward woman mightfJlege 
Beyond the truth — 

Jul. I have spoke naught but truth. 

Duke, Has made me thus unmannerly. 

Jaguez. ’Tis well. You might have us’d inore 
ceremony. 

Proceed. {To J uliaua. ) 

Jul. This man, my lord, as I was saying. 
Passing himself upon my inexperience 
For the right owner of this sumptuous palace. 
Obtain’d niy slow consent to be his wile ; 

And cheated, by this shameful perfidy, 

Me of my hopes— my father of his child. 

Jaguez, W hy, this is swindling ; obtaining ano- 
ther man's goods under false pretences ; that is, if 
a woman be a good : that will make a very intricate 
point for the judges. Well, sir, what have you to 
Say in your defence? 

Duke. 1 do confess I put this trick upon her; 
And for my transient usurpaticvi 
Of your most noble person, with contrition 
1 bow me to the rigour of the law. 

But for the lady, sir, she can’t complain. 

How! not complain? To be thus vilely co- 
And not (%i^lain ! [ zen’d, 

Jaguez. Peace, woman! Though Justice be 
blind, she is not deaf. 

Duke, He does it to the life! (Aside.) 

Had not her most exceeding j;>ride been doting, 
She might have seen the di^rence, at a glance. 
Between your grace aud such a man as 1 am. 


Jaguez, She might have aeon that oeiiaioly. 
Proceed. ^ 

Duke, Nor did I fall so much beneath her sphere, * 
Being what I am, as she had soar’d above it 
Had 1 been that which I have only feign’d. 

Jaauez, Yet, yon deceiv’d her. 

Jm. Let him answer that. [wives ; 

Duke, I did : most men in something cheat their 
Wives gull their husbands ; ’tis the course of wooing. 
Now, bating that my title and my fortune 
^Were evanescent, in all other things 
*I acted like a plain and honest suitor. 

I told her she was fair, but very proud ; 

That she had taste in music, buf no voice ; 

That she danc’d well, yet still might borrow grace 
From such or such a lady. To be brief; 

I prais’d her for no quality she had not. 

Nor over-priz’d the talents she possess’d : 

Now, save in what I have before confess'd, 

And I challenge her worst spite to answer me, 
Whether, in all attentions, which a woman, 

A gentle and a reasonable woman, 

Looks for, I have not to the height fulfill’d. 

If not outgone her expectations ? 

Jaguez. Why, if she has no cause of complaint 
since you were married — * 

i eOuke, 1 cfare her to the proof on’t. 

‘ Jaauez Is it so, woman? (To Juliana.) 

Jut. I don’t complain of what has happen’d since ; 
The man has made a tolerable husband, 

But for the monstrous cheat he pul upon me, 

1 claim to be divorc'd. 

Jaauez. It cannot be. 

Jul. Cannot, m v lord^ 

Jaguez. No. You must live with him. 

Jul. Never! 

Duke. Or, if your grace will give me leave — 

We have been wedded vet a few short days — 

Let us wear out a month as man and wife; 

If, at the end on’t, with uplifted hands. 

Morning and ev’ning, and sometimes at noon, 

And bended knees, she doesn’t plead more warmly — 
Jul. If I do — [partus. 

Duke. Then let her will be done, that seeks to 
Jul. 1 do implore your grace to let it stand 
Upon that footing. 

Jaguez. Humph! Well, it shall be so; with this 
proviso, that either of you are at liberty to hang 
yourselves in the meantime. {Rises.) 

Duke. Wh thank your providence. Come, Ju- 
liana — [knd then, 

Jul. Well, there’s my hand: a month's soon past, 

I am your humble servant, sir. 

Duke. For ever. 

Jul. Nav, I’ll be bang’d first. 

Duke. That may do as well. 

Come, you’ll think better on’t. 

Jul. By- all — 

Duke. No swearing. 

Jaguez^^o,*no \ no swearing. 

Duke. We humbly take our leaves. 

[Exit With Juliana, and Servanls, 
Jaguez. I begin to find, by the strength of my 
nerves, and the steadiness of my countenance, that 
I was certainly intended for a great man ; for what 
more does it require to be a great man, than boldly 
to put on the appearance of it? How many sage 
politicians are there, who can scarce comprehend 
the mystery of a mousetrap ; valiant generals, who 
wouldn’t attack a bulrush, unless the wind were in 
their favour ; profound lawyers, who would make 
excellent wighlocks; and skilful physicians, whoso 
knowledge extends no further than writing death- 
warraoLs in Latin; and are shining examples that a 
man wifi never want gold in his pocket, who carries 
plenty of braaa in his face. It will be rather awk- 
ward, to be sure, to resign at the end of a month : 
hut, like other great men in office, I must make the 
most of my time, and retire with a good graoe, to 
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avoid boing turned ont; as a well-bred dog alwajrs 
Tiralks down stairs, when he sees preparations ripe 
libr kicking him into the street. [Exit, 

Scene III.— ^In Inn. 

Enter Balthazar, as having fallen from his horse, 
supported by VOLANTE, COUNT MONTALUAN, ^c. 
and preceded by the Hostess, 

Hostess, This waj, this way, if yoa please. Alas ! 
oor gentleman ! {Britos a chair,) How do yon* 
»el now, sir? {They set him down,) * 

Balth, 1 almost think my brains are where they 
should be — 

Conround the jade ! — though they dance merrily 
To their own music.' 

Count. Is a surgeon sent for? 

Hostess, Here he comes, sir. 

Enter Lampedo. 

Lamp, Is this the gentleman? 

Balth. I want no surgeon ; all my bones are whole. 
Vol, Pray, lake advice. 

Balth, Well ! Doctor, 1 have doubts 
Whether my soul be shaken from my body ; 

Else I am whole. 

Lamp. Then yoR are safe, depend on*t ; 

Your soul and body are not yet divorc’d; 

Though if they were, we have a remedy. 

Nor have you fracture, sir, simple or compound; 

Yet very feverish ! [ begin to fear 

Some inward bruise — a very raging pulse ! 

We must phlebotomize. 

Balth, You won’t. Already 
There is too little ^^od in these old veins 
To do my cause foil justice.*^ 

Lamp, Quick and feverish ! 

He must lie down a little; for, as yet, 

His blood and spirits being all in motion, 

There is too great confusion in the symptoms. 

To judge discreetly from. 

^idth. I’ll not lie down. 

Vol, Nay ; for an hour or so. 

Balth, Well, be it so. 

Hostess, I’ll shew yon to a chamber: this way, 
this way, if you please. [Exeunt all but Lttnipedo, 
Lamp, ’Tib the first patient, save the miller’s 
mare, 

And an old lady’s cat, that has the phthisic. 

That 1 have touch’d these six weeks. Well, good 
hostess ! 

. Enter Hostess. 

How fares your gpest? 

Hostess. He must not go to-night. 

Lamp. No ; nor to-morrow — 

Hostess. Nor the next day, neither. 

Lamp, Leave that to me. 

Hostess, He has no hurt, I fear. [his doctor, 
Lamp, None: but, as you’re his cook, and I’m 
Such tilings may happen. You must make him ill. 
And 1 must keep him so^ for, to say^ruth, 

’Tis the first biped customer I’ve handledC 
This many a day : they fall but slowly in ; 

Like the subscribers to my work on fevers. 
Hostess, Hard times, indeed ! No business stirring 
my way. [hostess. 

Lamp, So 1 should guess, from your appearance. 
You look as if, for lack of company. 

You were obliged to eat op your whole larder. 

Hostess, Alas! ’tis so: 

Yet I contrive to keep my spirits up. 

Lamp, Yes ; and your flesh, too. Look at me. 
Hostess, Why, truly. 

You look half starv’d. 

Lamp, Half starv’d! I wish you’d tell me 
Which half of me is fed. 1 shew more points 
Than an old horse, that has been three weeks 
pounded : 

Yet I do all to tempt them into sickness. 

Have I not, in the jaws of bankruptcy. 


‘ And to the desolation of my person. 

Painted my shop, that it looks like a rainbow? 

New double-gilt my pestle and my mortar. 

That some, at distance, take it for the sun? 

And blaz’d in flaming lef^.ers o'er my door. 

Each one a glorious constellation, 

Surgeon, apothecary, accoucheur?” 

(For midwife is grown vulgar.) Yet they ail not : 
Phials and gallipots still keep their ranks, * 

As if there were no cordial virtue in them. 

The healing chime of pulverizing drags * 

(They shun as ’iwcre a tolling bell, or death-watch. 
I never give a dose, or set a limb 1 
But, come, we must devise, we must devise 
How to make much of this same guest, sweet hostess. 
Hostess. You know I always make the most of 
them. in ; 

Lamp, Spoke like an ancient tapstress ! Come, 
And, while I soothe my bowels with an omelette, 

( For, like a nest of new-wak’d rooklings, hostess. 
They caw for provender.) and take a glass * 

.Of thy Falernian, we will think of means; 

For though to cure men be beyond oiir skill, 

’Tis hard, indeed, if we can’t keep them ill. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV.— T/te Cottage, 

Enter Duke of AkaNZA, bringing in JULIA|IA, 
having overtaj^en hef in an attempt to escape, 

Duke. Nay, no resistance: for a month, at least, 

I am your husband. 

/ti/. True! and what’s a husband? [him, 

Duke. Why, as some wives would metamorphose 
A very miserable ass, indeed ' 

Jul. True, there are many such. 

Duke, And there are men 
Whom not a swelling lip, or wrinkled brow*. 

Or the loud rattle of a woman’s tongue. 

Or, what’s more hard to parry, the warm pressure 
Of lips, that from the inmost heart of man 
Plticks out his stern resolves, can move one jot 
From the determin'd purpose of his soul. 

Or stir an inch from his prerogative. 

Ere it he long, you'll dream of such a man. 

Jul. 'Where, waking, shall I see him? 

Duke. Look on me. 

Come to your chamber. 

Jul, I won’t be confin’d. 

Duke. W onjf ! .Say you so ? 

Jul. Well, then, T do request 
You vton’l confine me. 

Duke. You’ll leave me? 

JuJ, No, indeed ; 

As there is truth in language, on my soul , 

I will not leave you ! 

Duke. You’ve deceiv’d me once — 

Jul. And, therefore, do not merit to be trusted. 

I do confess it : but, by all that’s sacred. 

Give me my liberty, and I will be 
A patient, drudging, most obedient wife. 

Duke. Yes; but a grumbling one. 

Jul. No, on my honour, 

I will do all you ask, ere you have said it. 

Duke. And with no secret murmiAring of your 
spirit? 

Jul, With none, believe me. 

Duke. Have a care ; 

For in catch thee op the wing again. 

I’ll clip ye closer than a garden hawk. 

And put ye in a cage where daylight comes not; 
Where you may fret your pride against the bars. 
Until your heart break. {Knocking at the diwr,} 
See who’s at the door. See who's at tbeWoor. 

I ( She goes and returns, ) 

j ^ Enter Lopez. 

I My neighbour Lopez ! Welcome, sir ! My wife — 
{Introducing her.) 
A chair. ( To Juliana. She brings a chair to Lopes , 
and throws it down ) 
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Your pardon ; jon’ll esouse her, sir; 

A little awkward, but exceeding willing. 

One for your husband. (She bringt another chair, 
and is going to throw it down as before ; but 
the Duke hokufg j'eadfastlg at her, she de- 
sists, atid places it gentlg by Jum») 

Pray, be seated, neighbour. 

Now, |ou may serve yourself. 

JuL 1 thank you, sir. 

Duke. I'd rather you should ait. 

Jul. If y\)u utill have it so. ’Would I were dead! 

(Aside. Brings a chair, and sits down. ) 
Duke. Though, now 1 think again, *tis fit you 
stand. 

That you may be more free to serve our guest, 
/uf. Even as you command. (iZi^es.) 

Duke. Yon will eat something? (To Lopez,) 
Lopez. Not a morsel, thunkye. [least ? 

Duke, Then }ou will drink ? a glass of wine, at 
Lopez. Well, I am warm with walking, and care 
net ifl do taste your liquor. 

Duke. You have some wine, wife? * 

Jul. 1 must e’en submit. [Exit. 

Duke, This visit, sir, is kind and neighbourly. 
Lopez. I came to ask a favour of you. We have, 
to-day, a sort of merry* making on the green hard 
by — 'twere too much to call it a dance — and as you 
are W stranger here — 

Duke. Your patience for iTmom^nt. 

Re-enter Jtll.lANA, with a horn of liquor. 
Duke. (Taking it.) W’hat have we here? 

Jul. ’Tis wine ; you call'd for wine. 

Duke. And did 1 bid you bring it in a nutshell? 
Lopez. Nay, there is plenty. 

Duke, f can't solfer it. 

You must excuse me. (To Lopez.) When friends 
drink with us, 

’Tis usual, love, to bring it in a jug, 

Ur else they niay suspect we grudge our liquor. 
You understand — a jug. 

JiU. f shall remember. [Exit. 

Lopez. I am ashnm'd to give you .so much trouble. 
Duke. No trouble; she must learn her duty, sir: 
'T’m only sorry you should be kept waiting. 

But you were speaking — 

Lopez, As 1 was saying, it being the conclusion 
of our vintage, we have assembled the lads and 
lasses of the village — ^ 

Re-enter JULIANA. 

Duke. Now we shall do. (Pours out.) 

Why, what the devil’s this? 

Jul. W’ine, sir. 

Duke. This wine? ’Tis foul as ditch-water! 

Did you shake the cask? 

Jul. What shall i say? (Aside.) Yes, sir. 

Duke. You did? 

Jul. 1 did. 

Duke. 1 thought so. 

Why, do you think, my love, that wine is physic, 
I'hat must be shook before ’tis swallow’d? 

Gome, try again. 

Jul, ril go no more. 

Duke. You won’t? 

Jul. I won’t. 

Duke. You won’t! (Shewing the key,) 

*You had forgot yourself, my love. 

Jul. W'ell, 1 obey I • [Exit. 

Duke. Was ever man so plagued ! 

1 am ashnnrd to try you** patience, sir; 

But women, like watches, must be set with care, 
To n^ke them go well. 

Re-enter Juliana. 

Ay, this looks well. ( Pouring it out.) 

Jul. The heavens be prais’d! 

Duke, Come, sir, your judgment. 
liopez, ’’I'is excellent ! But, as 1 was saying, to- 
day we bare some country pastimes on the green ; 


^ will it please yon both to join our simple recrea- 
tions ? [draught, air« 

Duke, We will attend yon. Come, renew yonr||l' 
Lopez, We shall expect you presently : till then, 
good even, sir. [and make you rea^. 

Duke. Good even, neighbour. [Exit Lopez,] Go 
Jul. I take no pleasure in these rural sports. 

Duke, Then you shall go to please your nnsband. 
Hold! 

I’ll have no glittering gewgaws stuck about you, 

'Fo stretch the gaping eyes of idiot wonder. 

And make men stare upon a piece of earth 
As on the star-wrought firmament ; no feathers. 

To wave as streamers to your vanity ; 

Nor cumbrous silk, that, with hs rustling sound. 
Makes proud the flesh that bears it. She’s adorn’d 
Amply, that in her husband’s e^e looks lovely^ 

The truest mirror that an honest wife 
Can see her beauty in. 

Jul. I shall observe, sir. 

Duke. 1 should like well to see yon in the dresa 
1 last presented you. 

Jul. The blue one, sir? 

Duke. No, love, the white. Tims modestly attir’d, 

All half-blown rose stack in tliy braided hair. 

With no more diamonds than those eyes are made of, 
deeper vubies than compose thy lips, 

Norpearjs more precious than inhabit them; 

With the pure red and white, which that same band 
Which blends the rainbow mingles in tli} cheeks; 
This well proportion’d form, (think not I flatter,) 

III graceful motion to harmonious sounds. 

And tliy free tresses dancing in the wind — 

Thou’lt fix as much ob^rvance as chaste dames 
Can meet without a blush. [Exi? Jul, 

I’ll trust her with these bumpkins. There no cox- 
comb 

Shall bn/, his fulsome praises in her ear. 

And swear she has in all things, save myself, 

A most especial taste. No meddling gossip 
(Who, having claw'd, or cuddled into bondage 
The thing misnam’d a husband, privately 
Instructs less daring spirits to revolt) 

Shull, from the fund other experience, teach her 
When lordly man can best be made a fool of ; 

And how, and when, and where, with most success. 
Domestic treaties, on the woman’s side. 

Arc made and rutilicd. 

Ye that would have obedient wives, beware 
Of meddling woman’s kind, oflicious care. [Exit, 

ACT IV. 

Scene I The Inn, 

Enter Hostess, followed by Lampedo. 

Hostess. Nay, nay ; another fortnight. 

Lamp. It can’t be. 

The man’s as well as I am : have some mercy ! 

He hath iieen here almost three weeks already. 
Hostess. Wi^ll, then, a week. 

Lanqi.'^We may detain him a week. 

Enter Balthazar behind, in his nightgown, with a 
drawn sword. 

You talk now like a reasonable hostess. 

That sometimes has a reck’ning with her conscience. 
Hostess. He still believes he has an inward bruise. 
Lamp. I would to heaven he bad! or that he’d 
slipp’d 

His shoulder-blade, or broke a leg or two, 

(Not that I bear his person any malice,) 

Or lux’d an arm, or even sprain’d his ancle! 

Hostess. Ay, broken anything except his neck. 
Lamp, However, for a week I’ll manage him : 
Thfuigh be has the constitution of a horse — 

A farrier should prescribe for him. 

Ballh. A farrier ! (Aside,) 

Lamp. To-inorrow we phlebotomise a^min ; 

Next day, my new invented patent dran^t ; 



is 


THE HONEY-MOON. 


[Act IV. 


Then 1 have some pills prepar'd; 

^Pa Thnrsd^ we throw in the bark ; on Fridav — 
^ JBalih, ( doming forward.) Well, sir, on Friday — 
what on Friday? oome. 

Proceed. 

Lamp. Discovered! 

Hostess. Mercy, noble sir ! 

( They fall on their knees.) 
Lamp. We crave your mercy ! 

BaUh. On your knees? 'tis well! 

Pray, for your time is short. * 

Hostess. Nay, do not kill ns. [wait 

Balth. Yon nave been tried, condemn'd, andonly 
For execution. Which shall T begin with? 

Lamp The lady, by all means, sir. 

' Bidtn. Come, prepare. ( To the Hostess.) 

Hostess. Have pity on the weakness of m v sex ! 
Balth. Tell me, thon quaking mountain of gross 
flesh. 

Tell me, and in a breath, how man^ poisons — 

If you attempt it — (to Lamp, who ts endeavouring to 
make of) — ^yon have cook’d up for mo? 
Hostess. None, as 1 hope for mercy ! 

BaUh. Is not tli v wine a poison ? 

Hostess. No, indeed, sir; 

’Tis not, 1 own, of the first quality ; 

But- ^ ^ 

Balth. What? % 

Hostess. I always give short measure, sir. 

And ease my conscience that way. 

Balth. Ease your conscience ! 

I'll ease your conscience for you. 

Hostess. Mercy, sir! 

Balth. Rise, if tiiou cansk and hear me. 

Hostess. Your commands, sir? 

Balth. If in five minutes all things are prepar’d 
For my departure, von may yet survive. 

Hostess. It shall be done in less. 

Balth. Away, thon lump-fish ! I Exit Hostess. 
Lamp. So! now comes my turnf 'tis all over 
with me ! 

There's dagger, rope, and ratsbane in his looks! 

Balth. And now, thou sketch and outline of a man ! 
Thou thinyr that hast no shadow in the suu! 

Thon eel in a consumption, eldest born 
Of Death on Famine! thou anatomy 
Of a starv’d pilchard ! 

Lamp. I do confess my leanness. 1 am spare; 
And, therefore, spare me. 

BaUh. Why! wouldst thou have made me 
A thoroughfare for thy whole shop to pass through? 
Lamp. Man, you know, must live. 

Balth, Yes : be must die, too. 

Lamp. For my patients* sake — 

Balth. I’ll send you to the major part of them. 
The window, sir, is open ; come, prepare. 

Lamp. Pray, consider ; 

I may hurt some one in the street. 

BaUh. Why, then. 

I’ll rattle thee to pieces fn a dice-box, 

Or grind thee in a coflee-mill to powder, * 

For thou must sup with Pluto : so, make ready ; 
Whilst I, with this good small-sword for a lancet, 
Let thy starv’d spirit out, (for blood thou hast none,) 
And nail thee to the wall, where thon shall look 
lake a dry'd beetle, with a pin stuck through him. 
Lamp. Consider my poor wife. 

BaUn. Thy wife ! 

Lamp. My wife, sir. 

BaUk. Hast thou dar’d think of matrimony, too? 
No flesh upon thy bones, and take a wife! 

Lamp, I took a wife because I wanted flesh. 

I have a wife, and three angelic babes, 

Who, by those looks, are well nigh fatherless. 
Balth. Well, well! your wife and children shall 
plead for yon. 

Come, oome; the pills! where are the pills? pro- 
da^ them. 

Lamp, Here is the hox. f 


BaUh. Were it Pandora’s, and each single pill 
Had ten diseases in it, you should take them. 
jLoffip. What, all? 

BaUh. Ay, all; and ouickly, too. Come, sir, 
begin — that’s ^elN another. 

Lamp. One’s a dose. 

Balth. Proceed, sir! 

Lamp. What will become of me? 

Let me go home, and set my shop to rights, ' 

And, like immortal Caesar, die with decency. 

Balth. Away! andthankthylucky^tar I havenot 
Bray’d thee in thine own mortar, or expos’d thee 
For a large specimen of the lizard genus. 

Lamp. Would I were one ! for they can feed on air. 
Bttltn. Home, sir, and be more honest. [ExtV. 
Lamp. If I am not. 

I'll be more wise, at least. [ExiV. 

Scene II. — A Wood. 

Enter Zamora, in woman's apparel, veiled. 

Zam.^ow, all goodspirits, that delight to prosper 
The undertakings of chaste love, assist me! 

Yonder he comes: I'll rest upon this bank. 

If I can move his curiosity, 

The rest may follow. 

[She reclines upon the bank, pretending sl^. 

sEnten Rolando. 
l?o/. What, ho! Eugenio! 

He is so little apt to play the truant, 

1 fear some mischief has befallen him. 

( Sees Zamora . ) 

What have we here? a woman ! By this light. 

Or rather, by this darkness, ’tis a woman ! 

Doing no mischief— only dreaming of it. 

It is the stillest, most inviting spot ! 

We are alone : if, without waking her, 

I could just brush the fresh dew from her lips. 

As the first blush of morn salutes the rose — 
H(^d,^old, Rolando! art thou not forsworn. 

If thou but touebest even the finger’s end 
Of fickle woman? 1 have sworn an oath, [me, 
That female flesh and blood should ne’er provoke 
That is, in towns, or cities : 1 remember 
There was a special clause, or should have been. 
Touching a woman sleeping in a wood ; 

For though, to the strict letter of the law. 

We bind our iKigbbours, yet, in our own cause. 
We give a liberal and large construction 
To itafree spirit. Therelore, gentle lady — 

(She stirs, as if awaking.) 
I]u.*th! she prevents me. Pardon, gentle fair one. 
That I have broke thus rudely oii your slumbers; 
But, for the interruption 1 have caus’d. 

You see me ready, as a gentleman. 

To make you all amends. 

Zam. To a stranger 

You offer fairly, sir; but from a stranger — 

Rot. What shall I say? Not so; you are no 
Stranger. 

Zam. Do you, then, know me? Heav’ii forbid! 

(Aside.) 

Rol, Too well. 

Zam. How, sir? 

Hot. I’ve known you, lady, 'hove a twelvemonth ; 
And, from report, lov’d you on age before. 

Why, is it possible >ou never heard 
Of my sad passion ? 

Zam. Never. 

Rol. Y ou amaze me ! 

Zam. What can he mean/ (As^.) 

Rol. the sonnets 1 have written to yotM: beauty 
Have kept a paper-mill in full employ! 

And then the letters J have given by dozens 
Unto your chambermaid! But 1 begin. 

By this onlook’d-for strangeness you put on. 
Almost to think she ne’er deliver a them. 

Zam. Indeed she never did. He does but jest. 
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Scene 3.] 

I’ll try. (Aside.\ Perhaps yon misdirected them? 
What aimerscription did yon pnt upon them? 

JtoL What superscription? None. 

Zam. None! $ 

/To/. Not a tittle. 

Think ye, fair lady, I have no discretion? 

I left a blank, that, should they be mislaid, 

Or lust, you know — 

Zam, And in vour sonnets, sir, 

What tiile.was 1 honour’d hy ? 

Rot. An hundred 1 
All but your real one. 

Zam. What is that? 

Rol. She has me. 

’Faith ! lady, you've run me to a stand. 

I know you not ; never before beheld you ; 

Yet I’m in love with you extempore : 

And though, by a treinendouH oath, I’m bound 
Never toliold communion with your sex, 

Yet Has your beauty and your modesty — 

Cbme, let me sec your face. * 

Zam, Nay that would prove 
1 had no modesty ; perhaps, nor beauty. 

Besides, 1, too, have taken a rash oath. 

Never to love but one man — 

Rol, At a time? 

Zmn, One at all limes. 

Rol. You’re right: 1 am tlm man» 

Zam, You are, indeed, sir. 

Rol, How? now you arc jesting. 

Zam, No, on my soul ! I have sent up to bcav’n 
A sacred and irrevocable vow; 

And if, as some believe, there does exist 
A spirit in the waving of the woods. 

Life in tbe leaping torrent, in the hills 
And seated rocks a contemplating soul, 

Brooding on all things round them, to all nature 
1 here renew the solemn covenant. 

Never to love but you, Mr. 

Rot. And who areycti? 

Zam. In birth and breeding, sir, a gentlewoman : 
And, but I know the high pitch of your mind 
From such low tbougbls maintains a tow 'ring dis< 
tance, 

T would add, rich ; yet is it no misfortune. 
Virtuous, 1 will say boldly. Of my shape. 

Your eyes are your informers. For my face, 

1 cannot think of that so very meanly,^ 

For you have often prais’d it. 

Rol. I ! Unveil, then, • 

That I may praise it once again. 

Enter VoLANTF. 

Zam, Not now, sir. 

We are observ’d. 

Rol, (Seeing Fo/an/e.) Confusion ! this she-devil! 
’Tis <ime, then, to redeem my character. (Aside.) 
1 tell you, lady, you must be mistaken ; 

I’m not the man you want. ( To Zam, ) Meet me 
to-night.* (Apart,) 

Will not that answer serve?— -At eight precisely. 

(Apart.) 

1 tell you, ’lia not I. — Here, on this spot. (Apart.) 
Zam, I humbly beg your pardon. 

Rol. Well, you have it. — 

Remember! 

* Zam. Trust me. [R.riV. 

Rol. A most strange adventured Pray, laay, do 

? rou know who that importunate woman is that just 
eft us? 

Vol. No signor. 

Rol, walk by each other t he whist ling j and 

she humming a tune,) Have you any business with 
me? 

Vol. I wanted to see you, that’s all. They tell 
me you are tbe valiant captain that have turned 
woman-hater, as the boy left off eating nuts, be- 
'cause he met with a sour one. j 

Rol, Would I were in a freemason’s lodge ! 


Vol. Why there? 

Rol. They never admit women. ^ 

Vol. It must be a doll place. 

RoU Exceeding quiet. How shall I shake off 
this gad-fly ? Did you ever see a man mad ? 

Vol. Never. 

Rol. I shall be mad presently. 

Vol, I hope it won’t be long first. I can wait an 
hour or so. 

aRoI. I tell you, 1 shall be mad. 

• Vol, Will it be of the merry sort? [mad! 
Rol, Stark-staring, maliciously, mischievously 
Vol. Nay, then, f can’t think of leaving you; for 
you’ll want a keeper. * 

Rol. ’Would thou hadst one ! If it were valiant 
now to beat a woman — 

Vol. Well, why don’t you begin? Psha! you 
have none of the right symptoms. You don’t stare 
with your eyes, nor foam at the mouth. Mad, in- 
deed! You’re as much in your sober senses as I 
.am. [ward? 

Rol, Then I am mad incnrablv! Will you go for- 
Vol, No. 

Rol. Backward? 

Vol. No. 

Rol. WilNyon stay where yon are? 

Vol, No. Itank and tile, captain: I mean to be 
one of your company. 

Rol. Impossible! You're not tall enough for any- 
thing but a drummer: and then, the noise of your 
tongue would drown the stoutest sheepskin in 
Christendom. 

Vol, Can you find any^employmcnt for me ? 

Rol, No : yon are fit for nothing but to beat hemp 
in a workhouse, to the tuneful accompaniment of a 
beadle’s whip. 

Vol. 1 could be content to be so empl^ed, if I 
were sure \oa would reap tbe full benefit of mj 
labour. 

Rol, Nay, then. I’ll go another way to work with 
. you — What, ho! Kugenio, serjeant, corporal! 

I Vol, Nay, then, ’tis time to scamper: he’s bring- 
I ing liis whole regiment on me. [£xif. 

I Rol. She’s gone ; and has left me happy. 

But this other—How is her absence irksome! 

'J'here is such magic in her graceful form. 

Such sweet persuasion in her gentle tongue. 

As thaws my firm resolves, and changes me 
To that same soft and pliant thing I was. 

Ere yet I knew a haughty woman’s scorn. * [£!rit. 

Scene III. — A Rural Scene. 

A dance of Rustics. Lorcz comes forward. 
Lopez, (Seeing the Duke and Juliana approach.) 
Hold! our new guests. 

Enter Duke of Aranza and Juliana. 
Neighbours, you’re kindly welcome ! 

WilT’t please you join the danl^e, or be mere gazers ? 

Duke, 1 for motion, if this lady here 
Would trip it with me. 

Ijopez, Alv wife, sir, at your service. 

If it or no offence. I'll take a tarn with year’s. 

Duke. Ily all means. Lady, by your leave— 

(Salutes Lopez's Wife.) 
Lopez, A good example — 

(Attempts to salute Juliana; she boxes his ears.) 
Jul. Badly follow'd, sir. 

Lopez. Zounds! what a tingler! 

Duke. Are you not asliam’d? (To Jutiana.) 
My wife is young, sir; she’ll know better soon 
Than to return a coortesy so tartly. 

Year’s has been better tutor’d. (Salutes her.) 

Lopez, Tutor’d! Zounds! 

1 only meant to ape your husband, lady : 

He kisses where ne pleases. 

Jul. So do I, sir ; 

Not wher: I have no pleasure. . 

Excellent! 
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/m/. Mjr lips are not my own. My hand is free, 
sir, ( Offering her hand,) 

Lopez. Free ! 1M1 be sworn it is ! 

Jut. Will’t please you take it? 

Didce. Excuse her rustic breedini^ : she is young; 
And you will find her nimble in the dance. 

Lopez. Come, then, let’s bare a stirring rounde- 
lay. 

{They dance; Jul. at first perversely, htd after- 
wards entering into the spirit of it. ExeuUt. 

ACT V. 

Scene l.—The Cottage. 

Juliana, sitting ai her needle, sings; during which 
the Duke of Aranza steals in behind. 

SONG.— Juliana. 

At the front of a cottage, with woodbine grown o'er. 
Fair Lucy sat turning her wheel. 

Unconscious that IFi7/tam was just at the door. 

And heard her her passion reveal. 

The bells rung. 

And she sung. 

Ling, dong, dell, 

It were well 

If they rung for dear Williani and me.* ^ 

But when she look'd up, and her lover espy'd. 

Ah! what was the maidens surprise ! 

She blush'd as he woo'd her and call'd her his bride, 
""Afid anstver'd him only with sighs. 

The hells rung, 

And she sung. 

Ling, dong, dtU, 

It is well! 

They shall ring for dear 1Ft//aam and me ! 

Luke. Ay, this looks well, when, like the hum- 
ming bee, 

We lighten labour with a cheerful song. 

Come, no more work to night. (^Sits by her.) It is 
the last 

That we shall spend beneath this humble roof: 

Our fleeting month of trial being past. 

To-morrow yon are free. 

Jul. Nay, now you mock me, 

Aud turn my thoughts upon my former follies. 

Yon know, that to be mistress of the world, 

I would not leave you. 

Luke. No! 

Jul, fio, on my honour ! 

Luke, 1 think you like me better than yon did : 
And yet, ’tis datural — come, come, be honest ; 

Yon have a sort of hank’ring, — no wild wish. 

Or vehement desire, yet a slight longing, 

A simple preference, if you had your choice. 

To be a duchess, rather than the wife 
Of a low peasant? 

Jul. No, indeed, you wrong me. 

Luke. 1 mark’d yqu closely at the palace, wife. 
In the full tempest of your speech, yopr eye 
WouM glance to take the room’s dimensions. 

And pause njion each ornament ; and then 
There would break from you a half-smother’d sigh. 
Which spoke distinctly — ** these should have been 
mine!” 

And, therefore, (though with a well -temper’d spirit,) 
Yon have some secret swellings of the heart 
When these things rise to your imagination. 

/«/. No, never : sometimes in my dreams, T own ; 
You know we cannot help our dreams. 

Luke. What then? fdreams, 

Jul. Why, I confess that, sometimes, in my 
A noble house and splendid equipage. 

Diamonds and pearls, and gilaeu furniture, 

Will glitter, like an empty pageant, by me ; 

And then l*m apt to rise a little feverish. 

But never do my sober, waking thoughts, 

As Tin a woman worthy of belief, 

WjMider to snob forbidden vanities. 

Ysl^f iftcr all, it was a scurvy trick! 


[Act V. 

Your palace, and yonr piotores, and yonr plate ! 
Your fine plantations, yonr delightful gardens, 

That were a second paradise — for fools ! 

And then, your grolto,[so divinely cool! 

Your Gothic summer-house, and Roman temple ! 
’Twould puzzle much an antiquarian 
To find out their remains. 

Luke. No more of that. 

Jul. You had a dozen spacious vineyards, too! 
Alas! the grapes are sour: and uli^veull. 

The Barbary coursci that was breaking for me ! 
Luke. Nay, you shall ride him yet. 

Jul. Indeed! 

Luke. Believe me. 

We must forget these things. 

Jul. I’hey are forgot. 

And b\ this kiss, we’ll think of them no more, 

But when we want a theme to make us merry. 

Luke. It was an honest one, and spoke thy soul ; 
And hy the fresh lip and unsullied breath . 
Which join’d to give it sweetness — 

* Enter Balthazar. 

Jul. How' my father! 

Luke. Signor Balthazar! You are welcome, sir. 
To our poor habitation. 

Balth. Welcome, villain! 

I come to* can yourMukeship to account. 

And to reclaim my daughter. 

Luke. You will lind her 

Reclaim’d already ; or I’ve lost my pains. (Aside.) 
Balth. Let me comer at him ! 

Jul. Patience, my dear father ! 

Luke. Nay, give him room. Put up yonr weapon, 
’Tis the worst argument a man can use ; 

So let it be the last. As for your daughter. 

She passes by another title here, 

In which your whole authority is sunk — 

My lawful wile. 

Balth. Lawful! his lawful wife ! 

T shall go mad ! Did you not baselj' steal her. 
Under a vile pretence ? 

Luke. What I have done, 

I’ll answer to the law. 

Of what do you complain? 

Balth. Are you not 

A most notorious, self-confess’d impostor? [state 
Luke. Taue, I am somewhat dwindled from the 
In which you lately knew me ; nor alone 
Slibuld my exceeding change provoke your wonder. 
You’ll find your daughter is not what she was. 

« Balth. How, Juliana? 

Jul. ’Tis, indeed, most true. 

I left yon, sir, a froward, foolish girl, 

Full of capricious thoughts and fiery spirits, 
Which, without judgment, 1 would vent on all. 

But I have learnt this truth indelibly. 

That modesty, in deed, in word, and thought, 

Is the prime grace of woman ; and with that, 

More than by frowning looks, and saucy speeches. 
She may persuade the man that rightly loves her. 
Whom she was ne’er intended to command. 

Balth. Amazement! Why, Ihis metamorphosis 
Exceeds his own ! What spells, what cunning witch- 
craft 

Has he employ’d? 

Jul. None : he has simply taught me 
To look into myself : his powerful rhet’ric 
Hath with strong influence impress’d my heart. 
And made roe see, at length, the thing I have been. 
And what 1 am, sir. 

Balth. And are you, then, content %• ^ 

To live with him? 

Jul, Content ! I am most happy ! 

Balth. Can yon forget your crying wrongs? 

Jul, Not quite, sir ; 

They sometimes serve us to make merry with. 
Mlth, How like a villain he abus’d your father? 
Jul, You will forgive him that for my sake. 
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Balih. Never! 

Vukt. 'Wby, then, ’tis plain, you seek your bwn 
rcvcn{re. 

And not yoar daof^bter’s hs|>pines8. 

Balth, No matter. 

I charge you, on your duty as my daughter. 
Follow me! 

Dukok On a wife's obedience, 

I charge you, stir not! 

Jul, Youp sir. are iny father; 

At the bare mention of that hallow'd name, 

A thousand recollections ri.se within me. 

To witness 3^011 have ever been a kind one : 

This is my husband, sir — 

Balth. Thy husband ! well — 

Jul. Tis fruitless now to think upon the means 
He us'd — I am irrevocably his : 

And when he pluck’d me from my parent tree. 

To graft me on himself, he gather'd with me 
]My love, my duty, my obedience ; 

And, by adoption, I am bound as strictly 
To do his reasonable bidding now, 

* As once to follow your’s. 

Balth. Yet I will be reveng'd. 

Duke. You would have ju.stice. {To Balth.) 
Balth. I will. 

Hfrfre. Then forthwith meet me at the duke's. 
Balth, What pledge have I dor yo ir appearance 
there '! 

Duke. Your daughter, sir. Nay, go, my Juliana ! 
’Tis mv request: within an hour at farthest, 

J shall expect to see you at the palace. fsir. 

Balth. Come, Juliana. You shall find me there, 
Duke. Look not thus sad at parting, Juliana : 

All will run smooth yet. 

Balth. Come! 

Jul. ITeav'n grant it may ' 

Duke. The duke shall right us all, without delay. 

[Exeutlt. 

• Scene II.— J Wood. 

Enter VolaME, and four of Count Montalhan s 
servants, masked. 

Fo/. That’s he, stealing down the pathway yonder. 
Put on your vizors; aud reiuembei, not a word. 

{ They retire. } 

Enter Hot. ANDO. 

Now I shall be even with your hemp-beating. [FIriY. 

Rol. Here am 1 oorne to be a woman's toy, 

And spite of sober rea.son, play the fool, 
n'is a most grievous thing, that a man’s blood 
Will ever thwart his noble resoliitinn, 

And make him deaf to other argument 
Than the quick beating of his pulse. {Count's Ser- 
vants come Jorward, and surround him.) 
Heyday ' 

Why, what are these ? If it be no oflence, 

May I eiu|nire your business.^ 

( They hold a pistol to each side of his head.) 
Now I can giie.ss it. Pray, reserve your fire. 

(They proceed to bind him.) 
What can this mean? Mute, gentlemen; all mute! 
Pray, were yc bom cf woman? Still ye are mute! 
Why, then, perhaps, you mean to strangle me. 

( They bind him to a tree, and go off.) 
How! gone? SVhy, what the devil can this mean? 
It is the oddest cud to an amour \ 

Enter VoLANTE, and three other Women. 

Vol, This is the gentleman we're looking for. 
Rol. Looking for me I You are mistaken, ladies : 
What c;ji you want with such a man as I am? 

I am poor, ladies, miscrubly poor ; 

I am old, too, though I look young; quite old ; 
The ruins of a man. Nay, coma not near me ! 

I would for you I were a porcupine, 

Aud every quill a death ! 

. By my faith, he rails valiant!^, and has a 

/^valiant sword, too, If he could draw it. Was ever 


poor gentleman so near a rope whliont being able 
to hang himself! 

Rol. I could bear being bound in every limb. 

So ye were tongne-ty'd. 

That [ could cast out devils to torment you! 
Though ye would bo a match for a whole legion. 
Vol. Come, come. 

Rol. Nay , ladies, have some mercy : drive me not 
To desperation, though, like a bear, 

I'm tixM to the stake, and must endure the baiting. 
* {A fter repeated struggles, disengages his right 

arm, with which he draws his sword, and 
cuts the ropes that bind him.) 

Vol. The bear is breaking hiH chain. 'Tis lime 
to run, then. {The Women run off; Rolando 
extricates himself, and comes forward.) 

Rol. So, they are gone! What a damnable con- 
dition 1 am in! The devils that worried St. Anthony 
were a tame set to tlie.He! My blood boil.s! By all 
that’s mischievous. I’ll carbonado the first woman 
f meet' If I do not, wby, I'll marry ber. Here’s 
one already ! 

Enter Zamora, veiled. 

Zam. I’ve kept my word, sir. [oatb. 

Rol. So much the worse' fori mast keep my 
j Ar|j you prepar’d to die ? 
j Aam. Not by your hand. 

1 hardly think, when you have seen my face, , 
I You’ll be my executioner. 

1 Rol. Thy face ! 

j What, you are liand.some? Don't depend on that: 

I For if those ro.sy fingers, like Aurora's, 

I Lifting the veil from da), should usher forth 
: Twin sparkling stars, to light men to their ruin ; 
j llalm-breathiiig lips, to seal destretion on ; 

An alabaster forehead, hung with locks 
' That glitter like Hyperion's; and a cheek, 

Where the live crimson steaU upon the white, 

I You have no hope of mercy 1 

Zam. ( Unveiling.) Now, then, strike! 

Rol. Cugenio I 

Znm. Your poor boy, sir. 

Rot. How' a woman! 

A real woman ! 

What a dull ass have I been ' Nay, 'tis so ! 

Zam. You see the sister of that scornful lady, 
AVIio, with such iis’d disdain, refus'd your love, 

I Which, like an arrow failing of its aim, 
j Glancing from her impenetrable heart, 

I Struck deep in mine : in a romantic hour, ■ 

I Unknown to all, 1 left iny father's lio'ise, 

And follow'd >ou to the wars. What has since hap- 
pen'd, 

It better iniiy become you to remember 
Than me to utter. 

Rol. I am caught at Inst! 

Caught by a woman ' excellently caught, 
Hamper'd beyond redemption ' Whj , tliou witcb ! 
That, in a brace of iiiiniites, lihst produc’d 
A greater revolution in my soul [ress. 

Than thy whole sex could compass! thou enchant- 
Prepare ; for 1 must kill thee certainly ; 

( Throws away his sword.) 
But it shall be with kindness. My poor boy ! 

( They embrace.) 

I’ll marry lliec lo-niglit. Yet, have a care! 

For I shall love thee most uiinierci fully. [me, 
Zam. And as a wife, should you grow weary of 
I'll be your page again. 

We’ll to your father. 

Zam. Alas ! I fear I have ofTended him 
Bevond the reach of pardon. 
kol. Think not so. 

In the full Hood of joy at your return, 

He'll drown his anger, aiid absolving tears 
Shull warmlv welcome his poor wanderer home. 
What will they say to me? Why, they may 8ay» 
And truly, that I made a silly vow. 

But was not quite so foolish as to keep it. [HmnuL 
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Scene III. — Dukg Aranza's Palace. 

EtUer Balthazar and Juliana, Count Mont- 
ALBAN andVoLANTEf^receded by a Servant. 
Balth. Yoo'll tell his highness I am waiting for 
Sen). What name, sir? [him. 

Balth. No matter; tell him, an old man. 

Who has been basely plunder’d of his child, 

And has perform’d a weary pilgrimage 
In search of justice, hopes to bnd it here. 

Sen). I will deliver this. 

Balth. And be shall right me; ' , 

Or I will make his dukedom ring so loud 
With my great wrongs, that^ 

/if/, rray, be-^iatient, sir. 

Balth. Where is your husband? 

Jul. He will come, no doubt. [quickly. 

Count. I’ll pawn my life for his appearance. 
Enter Servant. 

Balth. What news, sir? 

Sen). The duke will see yon presently. 

Balth. ’TU well! 

Has there been here a man to seek him lately? 
Serv. None, sir. 

Balth. A tail, well -looking man enough. 

Though a rank knave, dress’d in a peasant’s garb? 
Serv. There has been no such per,|on. 

Balth. No, nor will be. * 

It was a trick to steal ofl* safely, * 

And get the start of justice. He has reach’d, 

Ere this, the nearest sea-port, or inhabits 
One of his air-built castles. ( Trumpets j ^c . ) 

Sen). Stand aside ! 

Enter DUKE OF AranzA, superbly dressed^ preceded 
by Jauuf.Z, and folldloed by Attendants and Six 
Ladies. 

Duke. Now, sir, your business with me? 

Balth. How? 

Jul. Amazement' 

Duke. 1 hear you would have audience. 

Jaquez. Exactly my manner. (xisxde.) 

Balth. Of the duke, sir. 

Duke. I am the duke. 

Balth. The jest is somewhat stale, sii. 

Duke, You’ll find it true. 

BaUh. Indeed! 

Jaquex. Nobody doubted my authority. (Aside.) 
Jut. Be still, my heart; (Aside.) 

Balth. I think you would not trifle with me now. 
Duke. I am the Duke Aranza. 

Count. ’Tis e’en so. ( To Balthazar.) 

Dsdse, And what’s my greater pride, this lady’s 
husband; 

Whom, having honestly redeem’d my pledge, 

I thus take back again. You now must see 
The drift of what I have been lately acting, 

And what I am. And though, being a woman 
Giddy with youth and unrestrained fancy. 

The domineering spirit of her sex 
I have rebuk’d too«aharp1y; yet, ’iwas done. 

As skilfnl surgeons cut beyond the wiund, 

To make the cure complete. 

Balth. You have done most wisely. 

And all roy anger dies in speechless wonder. 
Jaqwz. So does all my greatness. (Aside.) 
Duke. What says my Juliana? 

Jul. I am lost, too, 

III admiration, sir: my fearful thoughts 
Rise, on a trembling wing, to that rash height. 
Whence, growing dizzy once, I fell to earth ; 

Yet since your goodness, for the second time. 

Will lift me, though unworthy, to that pitch 
Of greatness, there to hold a constant flight, 

I will endeavour so to bear myself, 

That in the world's eye, and iny friends’ observance, 
And, what's far dearer, your most precious judg- 
I may not shame your dukedom. ['ment, 

D^e. Bravely spoken! 

Why, now you shall have rank and equipage ; 
Servants, for you can now command yours^f ; 


Glorious apparel, not to swell vour pride, 

But to give lustre to your modesty. 

All pleasures, all delights, that noble dames 
Warm their chaste fancies with, in full abundance 
Shall flow upon yon ;'iBnd it ahall go hard 
But you shall ride the Barbary courser, loo. 

Count, you have kept my secret, and I thank yon. 
Count. Your grace has reason; for, iq keeping 
that, 

I well nigh lost my mistress. On yonr promise, 

I now may claim her, sir. * (2*o Balthazar.) 

Balth. What says my girl? 

Vol. Well, since my time is come, sir-- 
Balth. Take her, then. (Joins their hands.) 
Duke. But who comes yonder? 

Count. ’Sdeath! why, ’lis Rolando! 

Duke. But that there hangs a woman on his arm, 
I’d swear ’twas he. 

Vol. Nay, ’tis the gentleman. 

Duke. Then have the poles met! 

Vgl. Oh! no ; only two of the planets liavejoftftled 
each other. Venus has had too much attraction for 
Mars. 

Enter RiiLANUii, with ZAMORA, veiled. 

Count. Why, captain! 

Duke. Signor Rolando 1 [a woman' 

Rot. (After they have laughed some lime.) Nay, ’tis 
And one th^ has soul, too, I’ll be bound for’t. 

Vol. He must be condemned to her for some of- 
fence, as a truant horse is tied to a log, oi a great 
school- boy carries his own rod to the place of exe- 
cution. ^ [stdl ' 

Bot. Laugh till your lungs crack, *lis u woman 
Count. I’ll not believe it till I see her face. 

Vol. It is some hoy dress’d up to cozen ns. 
llol. If was a boy dress’d up to cozen me. 

Siiflioe it, sirs, that being well convinc’d. 

In wliat I lately was a stubborn sceptic. 

That women may be reasonable creatures : 

Aqd finding that your grace, in one fair instance. 
Has wrought a wondrous reformation in them, 

I am resolv’d to marry ; (all laugh) for ’lis odds 
(Our joint endeavours lab’ring to that end) 

That, ill another century or two. 

They may become endurable. What say yon? 

( To the Duke. ) 

Have I your free consent? 

Duke. Most certainly. 

Rol. YlTiir’s sir^ ( To the Count.) 

^ Count. Most readily. 

Rol. And your’s? (To Balthazar.) 

Balth. Most heartily. 

• He does not ask mine. (Aside.) 

Rol. Add but your blessing, sir, and we are 
happy ! 

What think you of my page f 

(Zamora unveils, and kneels lo Balthazar.) 
Vol. How' 

Balth. Zamora! [feet — 

Zam. Y our daughter, sir - who, trembling at your 
Balth. Come to my heart ! 

You knew how deeply you were rooted there. 

Or .scarce had ventur’d such a frolic. 

Zam. That, sir, 

Should have prevented me. 

Balth. There : she is your's, sir ; 

If you are still determin’d. 

Rol. Fix’d ak fate! 

Nor in so doing do I change my mind; 

I swore to wed no woman — she’s an angel. 

Vol. Ay, BO are all women before marriage ; and 
that’s the reason their husbands so soon c'isli them 
in heaven afterwards. * [ample 

Duke. Those who are tartly tongued : but our ex- 
This truth shall manifest — A gentle wife 
Is still the sterling comfort of man’s life; 

’fo fools a torment, but a lastina boon 
To thpse who wisely keep the Honey-moon. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT 1 . 

Scv.Nr 1 .— '>ViN(. \Ti Sniox. 

Wni. N;iy, nay, lint f tell voii I niy coininced, 

1 know il is so; arnl so, friciKl, doii'f ^oii think to 
trifle with me; I know vou're in the iiiot, ^’oii 
scoundrel, and il you don't discover all, i'll — ' 
Simon. Dear licaii, sir^ you won’t ^ivc a | 
time. ' [ 

Win. Zookers' a whole mouth missing, and no 
nccount of him far or iieai ' Sin ah, I say he could 
not he 'prenlice to mmii inastfi so long, and you 
live so long HI one hoii>,c with him, without know- 
ing lii.s hfimitii and all his ways, and then, varlet, 
what brings >oii heie to my house so often? 

Simon. My master (Jaigle and I, sir, are so iiii- 
,^asY ahout mi, that I have been running all o\cr 
the' town this inorniiig to iii(|uirc lor un, and so in 
iny way I thought 1 might as well call here, I 

\Vin. A villain * to give his father .*t11 this tionhle. . 
And so you have not heard any thing of him, ! 
friend ? ‘ I 

Simon. Not a word, sir, as I hone for marcy , 
though, as sure as you are llier^, 1 believe I can j 
guess w'liut’s come on uii. As sure as an v thing, 
master, the gipsies have gotten hold on un , and we 
shall have nn come home as thin as a rake, like 
the yofog eirl in the city, w'illi living upon no- 
thing bat *ruBU and water for aix-and-twenty 
days. 

Win. Tlie gipsies have got hold of him, ye block- 
head' Get out of the room. Here you, Simon ! 

* Simon, Sir. 

Win, Where ore you going in such a hurry? 
J<et me see; what must be done? A ridicniotis 


iiiimskiill, with hisd — d Cussamlers and Cltmpatras, 
and iriimperv , with his romances, and his Odyssey 
Popes, and a ]):ircel of rascals not worth a groat! 
Zookers • I’ll not put myself in a passion. Simon, 
do V oil .step back to vour master, iny friend Gargle, 
and tell him 1 want to speak with him ,1thougn 1 
, don't know wliat 1 shall send foiodiiin for; a sly, 
slow, hesitating blockhead’ he'll only plague me, 
with his physical cant ami his nonsense. vVhy don't 
yon go, you booby, when I bid 30U? 

Simon. Ves, sir. 

iriM. This lellow will be the death of me at last! 
1 have been turmoiliiig toi him all the da>s of my 
life, and now the scoiiiidrcrs run away. Suppose 
I advertise the dog? Ay, Ifht if the villain should 
deceive lift, and happen to be dead, why then he 
tricks me out of siv shillings; my money’s flung 
into the fire. Zookers, I’ll not put iny'self 111 a i»as- 
siflii , let him follow his nose; ’tis nothing at all tQ 
me : what care 1 ? 

Re-enter SniON, 

What do you come back for, Simon? 

A'tmou, As I was going out, sir, the post came ta 
the door, and brought this letter. 

iriM. Let me see it. The gipsies have got hold 
of him; ba, ha! What a pretty fellow you are! 
Iia, ha! AVIiy don’t you step where 1 bid yon, 
sirrah '? 

Simon. Yes, sir. 

iriii. Well, well, I’m resolv'd, and itsliall be so. 
I’ll advertise him to-morrow morning, and promise, 
if he comf s home, all shall be forgiven ; and when 
the blockhead comes, I may do as I please, ba, ha! 
I may do as I please. Let me see— he had on—; 
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slidikins, what sifi^nifies what he had onl I'll read 
my letter, and tlunk no more about him. Hej ! 
what a plague have we here? (Mutters to himself,) 
Bristol — a — what’s all this? ( Reads.) ^ “ Esteemed 
friend, — Last was ttoentieth ultimo, since none of 
thine, which will occasion brevity. The reason of my 
writhig to thee at present, is to inform thee that thy 
son came to our place with a company of strollers, 
who were taken u^i by the magistrate, and committed 
as vatfabonds to jail,'* Zookers! I’m glad uf it — a 
villain of a fellow! Let him lie there. 
sorry thy lad should follow such profane courses; hut 
out of the esteem I bear unto thee, I have taken thy 
boy out of confinement, and sent him off for your city 
in the waggon, whiih left this four days ago. He 
^ is consigned to thy address, being the needful from thy 
* friend and servant, Ebgnezkk filtUADBUlM.” 
Wounds ! what did he lake the fellow out for? A 
scoundrel, rascal 1 turn’d stage-player — I’ll never 
see the villain’s face. Who comes there? 

Re-enter Si MON. 

Simon, T met my master over the wa^, sir. Our 
cares are over. Here is Mr. Gargle, sir. 

Win, Let him come in, and do you go down 
stairs, you blockhead. [Exit Simon. 

Enter Garglh. 

So, friend Gargle, here’s a fine piece of work — 
Dick’s turn’d vagabond! 

Gar. He must be put under a proper regimen 
directly, sir. He arrived at iny liouse within these 
ten minutes, but in such a^triiu* I He’s now below 
stairs ; 1 judged it proper to leave him there till 1 
had prepared you for his reception. 

Win, Death and fire! what could put it into the 
villain’s head to turn bufToon? 

Gar, Nothing so easily accounted for: why, 
when he ought to be reading the Dispensatory, 
there was he constantly poring over plays, and 
farces, and Sliakspcare. 

Win. Ay, that d — d Shakspeare ! I bear the fel- 
low was nothing but a decr-steuler in Warwickshire. 
I never read Sliakspeaie. AVoiiiids! T caught the 
rascal myself, reading that nonsensical play of 
Hamlet, where the prince is keeping company with 
strollers and vagabonds. A fine example, Mr. 
Gargle. 

Gar. His disorder is of the malignant kind, and 
IBY daughter has taken the infection from him. 
Bless my heart l^she was as innocent as water-gruel, 
till be spoiled her. 1 found her the other night in 
the very fact. 

Win. Zookers! yon don’t say so? caught her in 
the fact? 

Gar, Ay, in the very fact of reading a play-book 
in bed. 

Win. Oil, is that the fact you mean? Is that all? 
though that’s bad enouf^h. 

Gar. But I have done for my young >nadain ; I 
have confined her to her room, and locked up all 
her books. 

. Win. Lookye, friend Gargle, I’ll never see the 
villain’s face. Let him follow his nose, and bite 
the bridle. 

Gar. Sir, I have found out that lie went three 
times a week to a spouting-club. 

Win, A spouting-club, friend Gargle! What’s a 
spouting-club? 

Gar. A meeting of ’prentices, and clerks, and 
pddy 30 ung men, intoxicated with plays; and so 
they meet in public-houses to act speeches ; there 
they all neglect their business, despise the advice 
of their friends, and think of nothing but to become 
actors. 

If in. You don’t say so! a spouling-club! 
Wounds, I believe they are all mad. 

Oar, Ay, mad indeed, sir : madness is occasioned 


in a very extraordinary inauner; the spirits flowing 
in' particular channels, — 

’Sdealh ! you’re as mad yourself as any of 

them. 

Gar. And continuing|do run in the same ducts — 

Win. Ducks! d — n your ducks! Who’s below 
there? Tell that fellow to come up. 

Gar. Dear sir, be a little coo! ; inflammatorieil 
may be dangerous. Do, pray, sir, moderate your 

paii^ions. 

Win. Pr’ythee be quiet, man; I’ll try* what I can 
do. Here he comes. 

Enter DiCK. 

Dick. ** Now, iny good father, what’s the matter?” 

Win. So, friend, you have been upon your tra- 
vels, have you ? You have had your frolic ? Lookye, 
young man, I’ll not put myself in a passion. But, 
death and fire, yon scoundrel! what right have you 
to plague me in this lAanner? Do you think I must 
fall in love with your face, because I am your 
father ?• 

Dick. ** A little more than kin, and less than 
kind.” (Aside.) 

B^‘n. Ha, ha! what a pretty figure you cut now ! 
Ila, lia! why don’t you speak, you blockhead? 
Have yon nothing to say for yourself? 

Dick. Nothing to say for yourself! What an old 
prig it is ! (A^ide.) • 

IVin. Mind me, friend, I have found you out; I 
see you’ll never come to good. Turn stage-player ! 
wouiuis! you'll not have an eye in your head in a 
inontli, ha. ha! you’ll have ’em knocked out of the 
sockets with withered 'apples; remember, I tell 
you so. 

Dick. A critic, loo' (Whistles.) Well done, old 
Square-toes. (Aside.) 

Win. Lookye, young man, take notice of what I 
say : I made my own fortune, and 1 could do the 
same again. Wounds ! if I were placed at the 
bottom of Chancery-lane, with a brush and black- 
ball,' I'd make my own fortune again. You read 
Shakspeare! Get Cocker’s Aritliinelic ; you may 
buy it for a shilling on any stall : best book that 
ever was written. 

Dick. Pretty well, that; ingenious, faith! Egad, 
the old fellow has a pretty notion of letters. 
(Aside.) 

W'in. Can.jLyou tell how much is fivc-cightlis of 
tliree-sixteeiillis ofa pound? Five-ciglitlisof tliree- 
sixUenlhs of a pound. Ay, ay, 1 see you’re a 
blockhead. Lookye, young man, if ;)'OU have a 
mind to thrive in tliis woild, study figures, and 
make yoiii self useful — make yourself useful. 

Dtck. How weary, stale, flat, and uiiprolitable 
seem to nic all the uses of this world!” (Aside.) 

Win. Mind the scoundrel now. 

Gar. Do, Mr. Wingate, let me speak to him — 
softly, softly : I’ll touch him gently. Come, come, 
young man, lay aside this sulky humour, and speak 
as becomes a son. 

Dtck. ** Oh, Jephlha, judge of Israel, what a 
treasure hadsl thou'” 

If'wi. W hat does the fellow say ? 

Gar. He relents, sir. Come, come, young man, 
he’ll forgive. 

Dick. “They fool me to the top of my bent.” ’Gad, 
I’ll lira ’em, to getyid of ’em — “ a truant disposition, 
good iny lord.’" No, no, stay; that’s not right — I 
have a better speech. (Aside.) It is as you say ; 
when we are sober, and reflect but ever so little on 
our follies, we are ashamed and sorry: "and yet, 
the very next minute, we rush again into the very 
same absurdities.” 

Win. Well said, lad, well said. Mind me, friend; 
commanding our own passions, and artfully taking 
advantage of other people’s, is the sure road to 
wealth. Death and Are ! hut I won’t put myself in 
a passion; Tis my regaid for you makes me simak ; 
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and if I tell jon joa*re a scoandrel, His for year 
good. 

Dick, Without doubt, sir. (Sttjling a laugh.) 

Win, If you Tvant anything, you shall be pro* 
▼ided. Have you any money in your pocket? Ha, 
ha! what a ridiculous nuidskull vou are now! Ha, 
ha I Come, here’s some money tor you. {Pulls out 
his money aud looks at iV.) I’ll give it to you ano- 
ther time; and so you’ll mind what I say to you, 
and make yourself useful for the future. 

Dickm ** £ls^ wherefore breathe I in a Christian 
land?” 

Win, Zookers! you blockhead, you’d belter 
stick to your business, than turn buffoon, and get 
truncheons broken upon your arm, and be tumbling 
upon carpets. 

Dick, *' 1 shall, in all my best, obey you,” daddy. 

Win, Very well, friend, very well said ; you may 
do very well if you please ; and so I’ll say no more 
to you : but make yourself useful ; and so now go 
ayd clean yourself, and make ready to go home to 
your business ; and mind me, young mat^ let me 
see no mure play-books, and let me never find that 
you wear a luced waistcoat; you scoundrel, ^liat 
right have you to wear a laced waistcoat I I never 
wore a laced waistcoat! never wore one till 1 was 
forty. But I'll not put myself in a passion; go 
and change your dress, friend. 

Hu-I'. 1 shall, sir — • • 

“ I must be cruel only to he kind : 

Thus had begins, but worse remains behind.” 
Cocker’s Arithmetic, sir? 

H'iii. Ay, Cocker’s Arithmetic — study figures, 
and they'll carry you thiough the world. 

Duk. Yes, sir. {Sitfling a laugh.) Cocker’s 
Arithmetic ! [£xi7. 

Win. Let him mind me, friend Gargle, and I’ll 
make a man of him. 

Gar. Ay, sir, you know the world. The young 
man will do very well; 1 wish he were out of his 
time; he shall then ha^e my daughter. 

Win, Yes. but I'll touch the cash; he sha’n’t 
fingei it during my life. 1 must keep a tight hand 
over him. (Goev to the door,) Do yc hear, friend? 
IVliiid what ] say, and go home to your business 
immediately. Friend Gargle, I’ll make a man of 
Lilli. 

Jle-enter Dick. 

Dick. “ Who call’d on Achmet? •Did not Bar- 
barnssa require me here!” ^ 

Win. W hat's the iiidtter now? Barossa! Wounds’ 
What’s Barossa? Does the fellow call me names? 
What makes the blockheiid stand in such cdlifu- 
dion? 

Dirk. **That Barbarossa should suspect my truth’” 

Wni. The fellow's stark staring mad; get out of 
the room, you villain, get out of the room, {Dick 
Stands in a .sullen mood, ) 

Gai. Come, come, young man, everything is 
easy ; don’t spoil nil again ; go and change your 
dress, and come home to your business. Nay, nay, 
be ruled by me. {Thrusts him oj'.) 

Win. I’m very peremptory, friend Gargle ; if he 
vexes me once more. I’ll have nothing to s.iy to 
him. Well, but now I think of it, I have Cocker’.s 
^Arithmetic below stairs in the coiinting-hotise; I’ll 
step and get it for him, and so he shall take it home 
with him. Friend Gurgle, yoiiT servant. 

Gar. Mr. ^Wingate, n good evening to yon. 
You’ll send him home tc his business? 

•Win. He shall follow you home directly, Five- 
eight^is of three-sixteenths of a pound! multiply 
the numerator by the denominator! five times six- 
teen is ten times eight, ten times eight is eighty, 
and— a— a— carry one. [Ext?. 

Re-enter DlCK and SlMON. 

&'imon% Lord love je, master ; I'm so glad you're 


come back. Come, we had as good e'en gang home 
to my master Gargle’s. 

Duk, No, no, Simon, stay a moment; this is bat 
a scurvy coat I have on ; and I know my father haa 
always some jemmy thing lock’d up in his closet; 

I know his ways. He takes ’em in pawn; for fae'll 
never part with a shilling without security. 

Simon. Hush! he’ll hear us; stay, I believe he'i 
coming up stairs. 

Dick. {Goes to the door, and listens,) No, no, 
00 ; he’s going down, growling and grumbling; ay, 
sny ye 80 ? “Scoundrel, rascal! Let him bite the 
bridle. Six limes twelve is seventy-two.” All’s 
safe, man ; never fear him. Do you stand here; I 
shall despatch this business in % crack. 

Simon, Blessings on him! what is he about 
now? Why, the door is locked, master. 

Dick. Ay, but I can easily force the lock ; yoa 
shall see me do it as well as any Sir John Brute of 
’em all. *• 'I’liis right leg ” — 

Simon, Lord love you, master, that’s not your 
right leg. 

Dick. Pho ! you fool, don’t you know I’m drunk? 
“ This right leg here is the best locksmith in Eng- 
land, so, so.” {Forces the dour aud goes in.) 

Simon. He’s at his plays again. Odds my heart, 
l^'s a rarediund! he'll go through with it, I’ll war- 
rant hiiti^ The old codger must not smoke that I have 
any concern; 1 must be main cautions. Lord bless 
his heait, he’s to teach me to act Scrub. He began 
with me long ago, and I got as far as the Jesuit be- 
fore a went out of town : — ‘‘ Scrub ' — Coining, sir. 
Lord, ma'am, I've a whole packet full of news; 
some say one thing, imd some say another; but, 
for iiiy part, ma'am, I believe he’s a Jesuit, that's 
main pleasant ; 1 believe he's a Jesuit.” 

Re-enler DlCK. 

Dick. ** I have done the deed. Didst thou not 
hear n noise?” 

Simon. No, master; we're all snug. 

Dick This coat will do charmingly. 1 have 
! bilked the old fellow nicely. In a dark corner of 
I his cabinet, I found this paper; what it is the light 
! will ehuw. {Reads.) I uronuse to pay" — Hal— 
“ prouit.se to pay to Mr. Monegtrapj or order, on 
demand" — ’Tis his hand ; a note of his ; yet more. 
** The sum oJ seven pounds, fourteen shillings, and 
seven-pence, value received, by me. London, this 
l.i/A June, 1755.” ’Tis wanting what should fol- 
! low ; his name should follow ; but ’tis oft’, because 
the note is paid. 

Simon. Oh, lud! dear sir, you’ll spoil all. I 
wish we were w ell out of the house. Our bestwaj, 
master, is to make oil' directly. 

Dick. I will, 1 will ; but first help me on with 
fhis coat. Simon, yon shall he my dresser; you’ll 
be fine and happy behind the scenes. 

Simon. Oh, lud' it will be main pleasant; I have 
been behind the screens irf the country. 

Dick. %tBive 3 on, where! 

Simon. Why, when 1 lived with the man that 
shewed wild beastices. 

Dick. Harkyc, Simon! when I am playing some 
deep tragedy,' and “ cleave the general ear with 
horrid speech,” you must take out your white pocket 
handkerchief and cry bitterly. {Teaches him.) 

Simon, But I haven't got a white pocket hand- 
kerchief. 

Dick. Then I’ll lend yon mine. {Pulls out a 
ragged one.) 

•Simon. Thank ye, sir. 

Dick. And when I am playing comedy, yon mnat 
be ready to laugh your guts out, {teaches him.) 
for I shall be very pleasant. Tol-de-rol. {Dances,) 

Simon, Never doubt me, sir. 

Dick. Very well; now run down and open the 
street-door ; I'll follow you in a crack. 

Simon, I’m gone to serve you, master. 
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' Dick. To tefve thjfielf; for, lookye, Simon, 
^hen 1 am manager, claim thoa of me the care 
df the wardrobe, with all those moveables, whereof 
the property-man now stands possessed. 

Stmon. Oh,lud! this is charming; bush! Iain 
gone. (Going.) 

Dick. 'Well, bat barkye, Simon, come hither. 

What money have you about you, master Mat- 
thew 1” 

Simon, But a tester, sir. 

Dick, A tester! that’s something of the least, 
master Matthew ; let’s see it. 

Simon, Yon have had tifteen sixpences now. 

Dick. Never mind that. I’ll pay you all at my 
benefit. < 

Simon. I don’t doubt that, master, but mum. 

[ Exit. 

Dick, Thus far we run before the wind. An apo- 
thecary 1 make an apothecary of me ! What, cramp 
iny genius over a pestle and mortar, or mew me up in 
a shop with an alligator stulled, and a beggarly ac- 
count of empty boxes! to becullingsimples, and con- 
stantly adding to the bills of mortality! No, no; it will 
be much betterto be pasted upin capitals: *‘Thc part 
of Romeo by a young gentleman who never api>ear- 
edon any stage before!” My ambition tires at the 
thought. But, hold! mayn’t I run some chance of 
failing in ray attempt? hissed, pelted, laughed ai; 
not admitted into the green-room. That will never 
do. Down, busy devil, down, down ! Try it again : 
loved by the women, envied by the men, applauded 
by the pit, clapped by the gallery, admired by the 
boxes . — ** Dear colonel, is not he a charming crea- 
ture V* — “ My lord, don’t you like him of all things?” 

Makes love like an angel!” — “ What an eye be 
has!” — “ Fine legs’” — “ I’ll certainly go to his be- 
nefit.” Celestial sounds! And then I’ll get in with 
all the painters, and have myself put up in every 
print-shop, in the character of Macbeth : ** This is a 
sorry {Stands in an attitude.) In the charac- 

ter of Richard : ** Give me another horse ; bind up 
my wounds.” This will do rarely. And then 1 have 
a chance of getting well married. Oh! glorious 
thought! By heaven, I will enjoy it, thougu but in 
fancy! But what’s o’clock? It must be almost 
nine. I’ll away at once: this is club-night. Egad! 
I’ll go to them for awhile : the sponters'are all met; 
little they think I’m in town; they’ll be surprised 
to see me. Off I go, and then for my assignation 
with my master Gargle’s daughter. Poor Charlotte ! 
she’s locked up, but I shall find means to settle 
matters for her escape. She has a pretty theatrical 
genius. If she ily to my arms like a hawk to its 
perch, it will be so rare an adventure, and so dra- 
matic an incident ! 

Limbs do your office, and support me well ; 

Rear me but to her, then fail me if you can.” 

[Exit. 

AqT II. 

Scene I. — The Spouting Club.^ 

The President and Members seated. 

Pres. Come, we’ll fill a measure the table round. 

Now good digestion wait on appetite, and health 
on both.” Come, give us a speech. 

Scotch. Come, now. I’ll gee you a touch of Moc- 
beeth. 

1 Mem. That will be rare. Come, let’s have it. 

Scotch. 'What dost leer at, mon? I have had 
muckle applause at Edinburgh, when I enacted in 
the Reegiceede, and now I intend to do Moebeetb ; 
I seed the dagger yesterneet, and I thought I 
^boald ha’ killed every one that came in my, way. 

Irish, Stand out of the way, lads, and you’ll see 
me give a touch of Othollo, my dear. {Takes a 
cork, bums it, and blacks his face.) The devil burn 
the cork ! it won’t do it fast enough. 


1 Mem.^ Here, here. I’ll lend you a helping hand. 
{Blacks him. Knocking at the door.) 

Pres, “Open locks, whoever knocks.” 

Enter DiCK. 

Dick. ** How now, ye Secret, black, and midnight 
hags! what is’t ye do?” — “How fare the honest 
^rtners of my heart?” — “ What bloody scene has 
Roscius now to act?” — “Arrah! my dear 'cousin 
Mackshane, won’t you put a remembrance upon 
me?” 

Jr»A. Ow ! but is it mocking you are? Lookye! 
my dear, if you’d be taking me oft’— don't you call 
it taking off? — by my shoal, ]’d-be making you take 
yourself oft*. What, if you’re for being obstropo- 
rons, I would not matter you three skips of a flea. 

Dick. Nay, pr’ytbee, no oflence : I hope wc shall 
be brother-players. 

Irish. Ow! then we’d be very good friends; for 
you know two of a trade can never agree, my dear. 

Dick. What do yon intend to appear in? 

Irish. Othollo, my dear; let me alone ; you’ll see 
how I’ll bodder ’em ; though, by my shoul, myself 
does not know but I’ll be frightened, when every- 
thing is in a hubbub, and nothing to be heard but 
** Throw him over!”—** Over with him !” — OIF, 
off, oft' the stage !” — “ Music!” Ow ! but may be 
the dear cratiirs in the boxes will be lucking at my 
legs ; ow ! to btf'sure, .he devil burn the look they’ll 
give ’em ! 

Dick. I shall certainly laugh in the fellow’s face. 
(Aside.) 

Scotch. Stay till you hear me give a spcecimen of 
elocution. 

Dick. W^hat, with that impediment, sir? 

Scotch, linpeedimeni ! what impeedimenl? Ido 
notleesp, do 1? I donotsqueent; lam wellleem’d, 
am I not? 

Irish. By my shoul, if you go to that. I am as 
well timbered myself as any of them, and shall make 
a figure in genteel and top comedy. 

Scotch. I’ll give you a speecimen of Mockbeetli. 

Irish, Make haste, then, and I’ll begin Othollo. 

Scotch, “ Is this a dagger that I see before me,” 
&c. 

Irish, (Collaring him.) “ Willain, be sure you 
prove my love a whore,” &c. (Another Member 
comes forward with his face powdered, and a pipe in 
his hand.) 

Mem. ** I am thy father's spirit, Hamlet — ” 

Irt^h, You my father’s spirit! My mother was 
a better man than ever you was. 

Dick. Pho! pr’ythce! you are not fat enough for 
a ghost. 

mem, I intend to make my first appearance in it 
for all that ; only I’m puzzled about one thing, I 
want to know, when I come on first, whether I 
should make a bow to the audience. 

Watch. (Behind.) Past five o’clock, cloudy 
morning! 

Dick. £h! past five o’clock! ’sdealh! I shall 
miss my appointment with Charlotte. I have staid 
too long, and shall lose my proselyte. “ Come, let 
us adjourn.” “ We’ll scour the watch : confusion to 
morality! I wish the constable were married. 
Huzza, huzza!” 

A//. Huzza, huzza! [Exeunt. 

Scene II.— A (Street. 

Enter DiCK, with a lantern and ladder. 

Dick. All’s quiet here; the coast’s clear; now 
for my adventure with Charlotte ; this ^dd^ will 
do rareljr for the business, though it would be 
better if it were a ladder of ropes — but hold ! have 
I not seen something like this on the stage? yes, I 
have, in some of the entertainments. Ay, “ I do 
remember an apothecary, and hereabout he dwells 

this is my master Gargle’s ; being dark, the beg- 
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gar’s shop is shot. What, hoi apothecary!” 
'*Bat, soft! what light breaks through yonder 
window? It is the east, and Juliet is the sun. 
Arise, fair sun,” &c. ^ 

Charlotte appears at a window. 

Char, Who’s there? My Romeo? 

Dick, ** The same, my love, if it not thee dis> 
please.” , 

Char, Hush f not so loud ; you’ll waken my father. 

Dick, Alas! there is more peril in thine eye.” 

Char, N<*iy,bat,pr’ytbee, now; I tell ^n, you’ll 
spoil all. What made you stay so long? 

Dick, ** Chide not, my fair ; but let the god of love 
laugh in thy eyes, and revel in thy heart.” 

Char. As 1 am a living soul, you’ll ruin ever}*- 
thing; be but quiet, and I’ll come down to you. 
^Goinff.) 

Dick. No, no; not so fast, Charlotte; let us act 
the garden-scene ftrst, • 

Char, A fiddlestiiSK for the garden-scene! 

Dick, Nay, then. I’ll act Ranger. " Up I go, neck 
or nothing.” 

Char, Dear heart, you’re enough to frighten a 
body out of one’s wits. Don’t come up; I tell yon 
tiiere’s no occasion for the ladder. 1 have settled 
everything with Simon, and he’s tojet me through 
the shop, when he opens it. 

Dick. Well, but 1 tell you I would not give a 
farthing for it without the ladder, and so up I go ; 
if it were as high as the garret, up I go. 

Enter SiMON, at the door. 

Simon. Sir, sir; madam, madam — 

Dick. Pr’ythee, be quiet, Simon; I am ascending 
the high top-gallant of my joy. 

Simon. An* please you, master, my young mis- 
tress may come through the shop ; I am going to 
sweep it out, and she may escape that way fust 
enow. 

Char, That will do purely ; and so do you stay 
where you are, and prepare to receive me . 

[Exit from above, 

Simon. Master, leave that there, to save me from 
being respected. 

Dick, SVith all my heart, Simon. 

Charlotte, ^ 

Char. Oh lad! I’m frightened out of my wits: 
feel with what a pit-a-pat action iny heart heats^ 

Dick. ’Tis an alarm to love: quick let me snatch 
thee to thy Romeo’s uniis, ^tc. 

Watch, (Behind,) Pastsix o’clock, and a cloudy 
morning ! 

Dick. ” Is that the raven’s voice I hear?’’ 

Simon, No, master, it's the watchmairs. 

Char. Dear heart, don'tlet us stand fooling here; 
as I live and breathe we slmll both he taken, do, 
for heaven’s sake, let us make onr escape. 

Dick. Yes, iny dear Charlotte, we will go to- 
gether. 

Together to the theatre we’ll go. 

There to their ravish’d eyes our skill we’ll shew. 
And point new beauties — to the pit below. 

tvith Charlotte, 

Simon. And I to sweep my master's slio]) will go. 

into the house. 

Enter a Watchman, 

Wat/h. Ifest six o’clock, and a cloudy morning. 
Heyday I what’s here? A ladder at master Gargle’s 
■ window ! I must alarm the family. Ho ! master 
Gi^le! (Enochs at the door.) 

• (-Aftowe.) What’s the matter? How conies 

Ibis window to be open? Ha! a ladder! Who’s 
below there? 

Watch, I hope you au’t robbed, master Gurgle ! 


As I was going my rounds, I found your window 
open. 

Gar, I fear this is some of that yonn(|r dog’s 
tricks. Take away the ladder ; I must inquire into 
all this. [£jrtf. 

Re-enter SlMON, Idee Scrub, 

Simon, Thieves! murder! thieves! popery!” 
Watch, What’s the matter with tho fellow? 

• Simon, ** Spare all I have, and take my life!” 
Watch, Any mischief in the house? 

Simon, ** They broke in with tire and sword ; 
they’ll be here this minute.” 

which. What, are there thihves in the house? 
Simoti. ** With sword and pistol, sir.” 

Watch, How many are there of them? 

Simon, ** Fivc-and-forly.” 

Watch, Nay, then, ’tis time for me to go. [£jn(. 

Enter Gargle. 

Gar. Dear heart, dear heart ! she’s gone, she’s 
gone! my daughter, my daughter! What’s the 
fellow in such a fright for? * 

Simon. *'Dowii on your knees; down on your 
marrow-hones, down on your marrow-bones.” 

oGar. Get up, you fool, get op. Dear heart, I’m 
all in a fermentatioii. 

Enter Wingate. 

TFin. So, friend Gargle, you’re np early, I see; 
nothing like rising early; notliiiig to be got by 
lying in bed, like a Iqhberly fellow. What’s the 
matter with you? Ha, ha! You look frightened. 

Gar, Oh ! no wonder. My daughter, my daugh- 
ter! 

irin. Your daughter' W'hat signifies a foolish 
girl ! 

Gar, Oh! dear heart, dear heart! out of the 
window — 

irhi. Fallen out of the window? W^ell, she was 
n woman, and ’tis no matter; if she's dead, she’s 
provided for. Here, I found the book — could not 
meet with it last night — fi^re it is, friend Gargle; 
take it, and give it to that scoundrel of a fellow. 
Gar. Lord ! sir, he’s returned to his tricks, 
irin. Returned to his tricks ! What, broke loose 
again? 

Gar, Ay, and carried olVmy daughter with him. 
iriM. Carried oil’ your daughlei ! Ho^ did the 
rascal contrive that? • 

Gar. Oh! dear sir, the watch alarmed us awhile 
ago, and I found a ladder at the window ; so, 1 
suppose, iny young madam made her escape that 
way. 

iFtn. I'll never see that fellow’s face. 

Simon, Secret.s, secrets ' 

IFin. What, are you in the secret, friend? 
Simon, To he sure, then* be secrets in all fami- 
lies ; but,*far mv part, I’ll not speak a word, pro 
or con, till there’^s a peace. 

Win. You won’t speak, sirrah? I’ll make you 
speak. Do you know nothing of this numskull? 

Simon, Who, I, sir? He came home last night 
from your house, and went out again directly. 

IFim. You saw him, then? 

Simon, Yes, sir; saw him, to be sure, sir; he 
made me open the shop-door for him ; he stopped, 
oil the threshold and pointed at one of the clouds^ 
and asked me if it was not like an ouzel. 

iriN. Like an ouzel ! Wounds! what’s an ouzel? 
Gar. And the young dog came back in the dead 
of nigh* to steal away my daughter. 

Enter a Porter. 

Win. Who are you, pray? What do you ^aut? 
Por. Is one Mr. Gargle here? 

Gar. Yes. Who wants him? 

Por. Here’s a letter fer you. 
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Gar, l^et me see it. Ob, dear heart! (Reinb.) 
*' To Mr, Gargh, at the Pestle and Mortar,** Slid- 
ikins! this is a letter from that unfortunate young 
fellow. 

Win. Let me see it, Gargle. (Reads.) •* To Mr. 
Gargle t 4'c. — Most potent, grave, and reverend doc- 
tor} my very noble and approved good master— -That 
I have ta'en away your daughter, it is most true; 
true, I will marry her—*tis true, *tis pity, and pity 
*tis, *tis true.** What, in the name of coinmo.i 
sense, is all this? ** I have done yonr shop some ser- 
vice, and you know it} no more of that: yet I could 
wish, that at this time I had not been this' thing.** 
What can the fellow mean? “ For time may have 
yet one fated hour tq come, which, winged tvilh liber- 
ty, may overtake occasion past.** Overtake occasion 
past! no, no; time and tide wait for no man. ** I 
expect redress from thy -noble sorrmos. Thine and my 
poor country* s ever. — R. Wingate.’* Mad as a 
March hare! 1 have done with him; let him stay 
till the shoe pinches, a crack-brained numskull! 

Par. An’t please ye, sir, I fancies the gentleman 
is a little heside himself; he took hold uii me here 
by the collar, and called me villain, and bid me 
prove his wife a whore. Lord help him, I never 
see’d the gentleman’s spouse in m/ born da; s 
before. 

Gar. Is she with him now? 

Por. I believe so ; there’s a likely young woman 
with him, all in tears. 

Oar. My daughter, to be sure. 

Por. I fancy, master, the gentleman’s under 
troubles. I brought it fron a spunging-house. 

Win. From a spunging-house? 

Por. Yea, sir, in Gray’s-inn-lane. 

Win. Let him lie there, let him lie there; I am 
glad of it. 

Gnr. Do, my dear sir, let ns step to him. 

lYin. No, not 1 ; let him stay there. This it is 
to have a genius. Ila. ha! A genius! Ha, ha' A 
genius is a fine thing, indeed' Ua, ha! [ISxit. 

Oar, Poor man! he has certainly a fever on his 
spirits. Do yon step in with me, honest man, till 
I slip on my coat, and then I’ll go after this unfor- 
tunate boy. 

Por. Ves, sir; ’tis in Gray’s inn-lane. [Exeuntr 


Scene ITI. — A Spunging-house. 

Dick and Bailiff ’discovered at a table, and CHAR- 
LOTTE sittiag.in a disconsolate manner by him. 

Bail. Here’s my service to you, young gentle- 
man. Don’t bo uneasy; the debt is not much. 
Wl^do you look so sad? 

J/ick. Because captivity has robbed me of a just 
and dear diversion. 

Bail. Never look sulky at me; I never use any- 
body ill. Come, it ha^ been many a good man’s 
lot ; here’s my service to you : but we’ve no liquor ; 
come, we’ll have t’other bowl. 

Dick. **l’ve now not fifty ducats in the world, yet 
still 1 am in love, and pleased with ruin.” 

Bait. What do you say? You’ve fifty shillings, 
I hope? 

Dick. Now, thank heaven, I’m not worth a groat. 

Bail. Then there’s no credit here, I can tell you 
that; you must get bail, or go to Newgate. Who, 
do you think, is to pay house-rent for you? ^ Such 

E overty-struck devils as you sha’n't stay in my 
OQse.' Yob shall go to quod, I can tell you ihat. 
(A knocking at the door.) Coming, coming! I am 
coming. I shall lodge you in Newgate, 1 promise 
you, before night. Not worth a groat ! You’re a 
noe fellow to stay in a man’s honse. Yon shall go 
toqaod. [Bxft. 

Dick, Gome, clear up, Charlotte; never mind 


this. Come, now, let us act the prison-scene in the 
Mourning Bride. 

Char, How can yon think of acting speeches 
when we’re in such distress? 

Vick. Nay, but, iny dear angel — 

Enter WiNGATE and Gargle. 

Come, now, we’ll practice an attitude. How many 
of ’em have you? 

Char. Let me see : one, two, three — and then, in 
the fourth act, and then — Oh, gemini! 1 have ten, 
at least. 

Vick. That will do swimmingly. I’ve a round 
dozen myself. Come, now begin ; you fancy me 
dead, and I think the same of you. Now mind. 
(They stand in attitudes.) 

Win. Only mind the villain. (Apart to Gargle.) 
Vick. « oil ! thou soft fleeting form of Linda* 
mira!” 

Char. “ Illusive shade of my beloved lord!” 
Vick. ** She lives, she speaks, and we shall still 
be happy!” 

IFtn. Yon lie, you villain, you slia’n’t be happy. 
(Knocks him down.) 

Vick. {On the ground.) ^'Perdition catch your 
arm, the chance is thine!” 

Gar. So, iny yonng madam, I have found you 
again. « »* 

Vick. Capulet, forbear ; Paris, let loose yonr 
hold. She is iny wife ; our hearts are twined to- 
gether.” 

Win. Sirrah! villain! I’ll break every bone in 
your body. {Strikes him.) 

Vick. ** Parents have flinty hearts; no tears can 
move ’em : children must be wretched.” 

Win, Get ofl‘ the ground, you villain ; get off the 
ground. 

Vick. ’Tis a pity there are no scene-drawers to 
lift me. 

« Win. ’Tis mighty well, young man! Zookers! I 
made iny own fortune ; and I’ll take a boy out of 
the Blue-coat-bnspital, and give him all 1 have. 
Lookye here, friend Gurgle, you know I’m not a 
hard-hearted man. The scoundiel, you know, has 
robbed me; so, d’ye see? I won’t hang him ; I’ll 
'only transport the tellow : and so, Mr. Catcbpole, 
you may take him to Newgate. 

Gar. Wei' hut, dear sir, you know I always 
intended to marry my daughter into your family; 
aud ff you let the young man be ruined, my money 
Jiiunt ail go into another channel. 

Win. How’s that? Into another channel! Must 
not lose the handling of liis money. {Aside.) Why, 

I told you, friend Gargle, I’m not a hard-hearted 
man. if the blockhead would but get as many 
crabbed, physical words from H^ppocrites and 
Allen, as lie has from bis nonsensical trumpery — 
lia, liu! I don’t know, between yon-atid 1, but he 
might pass for a very good physician. 

Vick. “ And must I leave thee, Juliet?” 

Char, Nay, but, pr’ythee, now, have done with 
vour speeches. You see we are brought to the 
fast distress, and so you had better make it up. 
{Apart to Vick.) 

Vick. Why, for your sake, my dear, I don’t cure 
if I do. {Apart.) .Sir, you shall find, for the future,- 
that we’ll both endsavour to give you all the satis- 
fuction in our power. 

Wm. Very well, that’s right. 

Vick. And since we don’t go on the stage, ’tis 
some comfort that the world’s a stage, and all the 
men and women merely players. 

Some play the upper, some the under parts. 

And most assume what’s foreign to their hearts; 
Thus life is but a tragi-comic jest, 

And all is farce and mummery at best. [Emimf. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I . — A Tailor's Work-Shop, 

AbRAIIAMIDF.S iliscoveied. * 

Enter Bernardo and Bartholomlps. 

Abr, Welcome, Beriiado! Now, what saj our 
frieiuhs? 

Beni. Great Abraliainides, the chief of all. 

Who led th’ emhaltled tailors first to war, 

Success attends yon to 3rour ulmost wish ; 

Behold the brave Bartliolomeus \a come, 

Willing to hear, and aid your utmost aim. 

Abr. His mein is noble, and bes|)cuks the tailor; 
Not of the dunghill and degenerate lace, 

9ot such as the brave Elliot led to battle. 

^Will he not bend before a master’s frown? 

Or flow dissolving in a tankard’s tears? 

Bern, Injuriou.> thought! * 

Bart. To ease you of your fears, 

I will retire ; you'll one day know me better. 

Abr. Forgive me, stranger, if, in caution old, 

J fei« to ^u«t appearance ev’o like thine. 

Whence ^d what art thou ? [breath ; 

Bart. In Wapping’s distant realm I drew iny 
Where long my father held his peaceful sway. 
Fir’d with the love of liberty and beer, 

Urg’d by ^rnardo’s friendship, I am oome 
To offer aid : if aid, ao mean as mine, 

Can anght avail a cause so great, so jnst! 


A hr. Say, who thy sfre? • 

Bavt, The old Bartholomcus. ^ 

Abr. Thrice happy omen Welcome to mv arms, 
Thoii generous son of that brave man 1 lov’d : 

We oft in early youth together work’d. 

On the same board together cross-legg'd sat ; 

In summer cucumbers, in w’intcr cabbages, 
Together eat. Oft at the skittle-ground — 

Hern. Consider, sir, this time admits no pause 
For friendship’s softer ties : One hour, perhaps, 
Decidesfi ur utmost fate ' [youth, 

Abr. Well urg’d, Bernardo. Say, thou generous 
How stands thy state? speak, if in peace or war? 

Hart, III peace profound with all the neigbouring 
Nor that alone; for amity’s strict league ^chiefs. 
L’liites us all. Far on the adverse coast. 

As far as Redrifl's ample range extends. 

Great Christophorides resides in state. 

^Vhile northward, to Whitechapel’s awful mount. 
The great Hiiinphryminos, renown’d in arms. 
Leads the tremendous sons of Spitaliiel^. 

Bern. What are your number^^iUniiow disci- 
plin’d ? [arms. 

Bart. Full fifteen hundred men complete in 
Abr. A goodly band! Now, gallant stranger. 
By good intelligence I’m well inform’d, [hear I 
The tyrant masters meet in close divan. 

At the Five Bells. Part of their dark design j 
la known, the rest oonoeal'd : But, I’ve ta’en oaitl 
To place Isaacos, with a chosen band. 
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Instraoted to discorer, or disturb 

Their inmogi councils Trom their destin'd aim : 

Be it thj^ care to haste Humphryininos 
And Christophorides to this night’s council ; 

While each subaltern chief prepares the men. 

Bart, I will, brave chief. Where is the council 
held ? [yard. 

Ahr. Why, at the Orange-tree, in White-hart- 
Bart4 ’Till then, farewelll 
Abr, Nay, quick ! be Mercury ; 

Set feathers to thy heels, and fly like thought, 
Froift them, to me again ! 

Bart, The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. 

[Exit. 

Bern. Spoke like a rprightly tailor! 

Abr. A gallant youth ! 

Bernardo, ere the midnight clock has struck, 

Be thou with me; some doubts perplex my breast 
Which this night’s council must or clear or cure. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene It. — An Apartment in Francisco* s house. 
Enter Francisco and Dorothea. 

Dor, Francisco, stay ! unkind Francisco, stay ! 
Nor let thy Dorothea plead in vain : 

Consider, love, thy swaddled legs, thy gout, and 
all thy pains. * 

Fran, Cease, Dorothea, to perplex my breast 
With idle fears : Whene’er ray duty calls, [me ; 
Thou know’st, nor gout, nor rheumatism can stop 
Cease then to ask for what I must deny. 

Dor. True, I’m a woman; therefore full of fear; 
But, tho’ my body’s weak, my mind is noble. 

For that is full of thee : On time I gaze. 

Watch every virtue, catch the kindling flame! 
Cease then to tax thy Dorothea’s heart 
With idle fears; those fears are all for thee! 

Oh, but this night absent thyself from council. 

And Dorothea then will ask no more ! 

Fran, It cannot, must not be. 

Dor. Gannotl most not? 

Fran, Ab, no! 

Dor, And yet there was a time, my Franky, 
When Dolly might obtain a greater suit : 

If sbe but look’d as if she had a want. 

Thy penetrating eyes, and generous heart. 

Watch’d every look, prevented every wish : 

There was a time, when in the afternoon, 

As you prepar’d to take your usual nap. 

No pillow pleas’d but Dorothea’s breast; 

When to the last your eyes would gaze on her, 

^Till poppy sleep oppress’d them ; she with joy 
Strok’d thy lank cheeks, and lull’d thy soul to rest : 
But, ab ! ihat time ( I know not why ^ is past. 

Fran, Oh, peace ! thou fair upbraider, chide no 
more ! [thee ; 

Thou know’st my heart still glows with fondness for 
But, go I must : The fate of all the trade 
Depends on this night’s cotincil ; ’tis decisive : 
Campbello, the great father of the trade, ^ 

With his own hand hath summon’d. Absence now 
Would oast reproach on all my former fame ! 

Dor, Oh ! didst thou know but all, thou would’st 
JFVati. What means my level [not go. 

Dor, Alas I I fear to tell. 

Fran, Keep me not on the rack! Perplex no 
But tell me all ! [more. 

Dor, Wilt thou not chide me then! 

Fran, Chide thee, my lovel 
Dor, Oh! smooth that angry brow. 

I’ll tell thee all. Last night, 1 had a dream ! 

JPkan, A dream! a dream! 

Dor, Nay, bear me, ere you blame ! 

Methonght yon took me in a one-horse chaise. 

Unto the Star and Garter, Richmond-hill. 

Placid and pleas’d, we had a charming ride : 

But, while we gaz’d on the rich prospect round, 
'SaddoDi methooght, I stumbled ; anxious fear 


, Urg’d me to catch at thee— at thee, my love. 

My best support — but thou, alas ! wert ipme ! 
When, lo ! far oft', the bottom of the hilL 
I SAW thee rising from the watry Thames, 

All dripping wet! with eager haste I ran : 

As I drew nigh, what woros can paint my fears. 
When I beheld blood trickling down thy face: 

At ihat sad sight, I wak’d with horror! 

Fran. Wet? 

Dor. Dripping wet! 

Fran. And bloody tool • 

'* Dor. All a gore blood ! and from ihat hour to this. 
Remembrance chills me with the very thought! 
Fran. Trust me, my love, my heart recons with 
fear! 

^ Dor, Ob, seize the happy omen ! stay at home! 
I’ll send a message, that you’re sick in bed. 

Fan. What, for a dream 1 no; it shall ne’er be 
said, 

A dream could awe a master-tailor’s soul! 

Besides, inform me, what’s this dream to me. 
More tha:« the world in general? 

Dor. Gallant man I {Fran, going. ^ 

Yet, stay, Francisco, stay ! 

Fran. Thou plead’ st in vain ! 

How would St. Clement’s sons, renown'd in art, 
And their proud dames, (whose mantuas sweep the 
ground. 

With heads made up of wool, and rumps of cork) 
Attaint the lustre ox Francisco’s name. 

Should it be known, a dream could e’er deter 
Him* from his duty ! no; come what come may, 
I’m fix’d to go ; for ’tjs our council-day. 

Dor. Oh, rigid virtue! more than stoic pride! 
Since then thou wilt go, leave not thy cloak behind : 
Screen thy lov’d self, thy Dolly’s dearer half. 

From the dank dew, and each unkindly fog : 

Sure rigid honour does not that forbid. 

Fran. In that, and every thing that’s free from 
Francisco lives but to oblige his Dolly. [shame. 
Dor. ’Tis kindly said! Who waits without? 
come in ! 

Enter MoPPERELLA. 

Forth from the clothes-press, fetch the red roqueleau. 
(Mopperella goes out, and returns with a rogueleau,} 
And now, one parting kiss! one more! farewell ! 
Remember well — Hold, hold, my boding heart! 
Whale’er Francesco’s fate, his Dolly sauers! 

Oh, niy Francisco I 

Fran* Oh, my Dorothea! [Exeunt severally, 

I^CENE III. — A Room al the Five Bells. 

Campreli-o, Hagglestonon, Prarcy, Fran- 
cisco, Rkgniades, &c. in council. 

Camp. My friends, a set of worthy men you arc» 
Prudent, and just, and careful for the trade. 

In various meetings, and with long debate. 

With no small toil, at length it was resolv’d. 

This night’s conclusive meeting crowns the whole: 
Whether by open war, or covert guile, 

We now debate : W lio can advise, may speak ! 

Hag. ’Tis true, this point demands our utmost 
And since no generous usage can restrain [care ; 
Those sons of riot, harsher means be tried ! 

For if their insults yon unpnnish’d bear, 

A train of horrid ills n^ill soon ensue, 

Even to the ruin of our antique trade. 

Therefore, by my advice, be forthwith rais’d 
A large subscription, plac’d in proper hands, 
Which may let loose the merciless stern law 
To hunt the slaves, like hell-hounds, tl’*'o’ .he 
world! [plan. 

Pear, Much 1 approve great Hagglestonon’s 
United firmly, we have nought to fear : 

But if in our own body should be found 
Some hollow bosoms, men who, void of shame, 
Prefer ignoble case to glorious toil, 
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And meanly with their rude demands comply; 
Should there be snob (as worthy cause I have 
To fear there are) where is your remedy 1 
To what end serves the patriot’s honest toil. 

If silken slaves of ease thus bar success ? 

Ills such as these who oodld prevent or cure ? 
iZe^. That cun I. 

Si^e Latitatos, learned in the law, 

With much sound wisdom prov’d, that not alone 
The rebels who demand, but all who give 
More than the ^tated price assign’d by law. 

Are liable to prosecution deep. 

Be it Ihy care, oh, father of the trade ! 

Thou sage Campbello, with thy utmost strength 
And speed, to forward Hagglestonon’s plan : 

Spare no offender! then we soon shall know 
Our friends from foes ; as all the wise prefer 
An avow’d enemj to a doubtful friend. 

»aii. Rude am 1 in speech^ and little skill’d 
In Bof^l persuasive arts ; but ^et 1 trust 
Hy facts my injur’d character to save. 

Nor need I now relate, oh, tailors here, * 

The services which I have done the trade; 

They are all known ; arts such as these 1 leave* 

To them, who think that boasting gives them honour. 
Yet some, in justice to myself, i must — 

When, at the time of general mourning, all 
To Bedfordbury, and to White-hart-yard, 

Straight ran in crowds, with baste intercept 
Each other’s men, submitting to their terms, 
•Stepp’d not! forth, and check’d the rude barbarians? 
Who was it lirst propos’d this very plan ? 

Was that the action of a doubtful friend? 

Who call’d the general meeting in the Strand? 

Ye came, ’tis true ; but what did ye effect ? 

Ye spent the time in noisy vain debates. 

Seeing you wavering, and irresolute, 

With uonest scorn, I cater'd for myself : 

W^hat could I do ? Say, if a baron sends 
To me for cloaths, what , must I leave him cloathless? 
Or, if a duke, who pa^s me nobly, sends 
For a rich birth-day suit, what, must 1 say 
I can’t afford to pay iny journeymen? 

Oh, inconsiderate, ungrateful men! 
little I thought, that after all iny toils. 

From early youth down to decrepid age. 

Reproach should ever stain my honest fame ; 

Less, it should come from Pearcy’s flippant tongue. 
’Tis true, I gave more than the law al\pws ; 

So have you all : if you call that a crime. 

From guilt like that not even Pearcy’s free. ’ 
Pear. Who dares name guilt, and with a Pearcy’s 
name ? 

Fran. That dare 1 ! 

Pear. You know your age protects you ; 

Your safety else you would not hazard thus. 

Fran. Safety from thee ? 

Camp. Hold, hold, iny noble friends ! 

Restrain your fire, check this impetuous rage. 

Nor let these sparks be kindled into flame. 

Peuroy, be dumb, and learn respect to age ! 

Ttiy worth, Francisco, still will be remember’d. 
Long as the tailor’s business has a being. 

Think not, thou venerable man, that words, 
Hastily dropp’d in council, point at thee; 

For whosoever strives to wrong thy fame. 

Will find the dart recoil upon himself. [fame, 
Reg. Ere I would wrong the great Francisco’s 
May my right-hand forget to hold the needle! 
Whate’er I spoke was for the common good : 

The ill was general, fatal the effect. 

Which to prevent was the utmost of royr aim. 

Peai# Foigive me, sage Francisco, if rash youth 
Forget respect, so due to age like thine. 

. Fran, Ob, great Regniaoes, and Pearcy too, 
Forgive my warmth, ir, when my fame’s attack’d. 
My swelling heart e’en bursts with indignation ! 

* For what is dearer to a tailor’s soul? 
Aoiuiowledgmeot like this restores my love : . 


I am no Scythian, nurs’d with tiger’s milk, 

But yield with joy to friendship's softer tie. 

Camp. Ay, this is right ! Say, shall 1 pat the 

J uestion? 

v’d, that one and all onite? 

Omnes. All, all ; all nine, as but one man. 

Camp. Well have ye done, well ended long de- 
Synod of tailors, like to what you are ! [bates. 
Vet, ere we part — 

(A noise is heard, of breaking mindows and shouimg.) 
Enter Waiter. 

Waiter. Haste, gentlemen I my worthy masters. 
For all the journeymen are up in arms, [run! 
Caps, hats, and brick-bats fly Aout the street. 

And knock down every master that they meet! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV.— A Street. 

Ertfer AdRAHAMIDES solus. 

Ahr, With what unequal tempers are we form’d! 
What tho’ adorn’d with splendour, arm’d with 
Obedient tailors tremble at my nod ; '[power, 
Tho’ at each club the chair of honour’s plaiTd 
For me alone; what tho’ on eve^ slate. 

My name stands foremost — still 1 am unhappy : 

I froan beneath the complicated pangs 
Ot love apd of ambition f Ye jarring pair. 

Why do you join to rack a heart like mine? 

Yet why should love be e'er denied the brave? 

Is there no way to reap the fruit of both? 

Conceal my love, ambition yet may thrive : 

Come, plausive Prudence, neither vice nor virtue. 
Yet worth them all; pab-fac’d Hypocrisy, 

Lend thy smooth smile to hide my close design : 
And, friendly Caution, with thy timid eye, 

Watch, lest some spy should dog me to my banut. 

[Exit. 

Scene V.-^Tittillindas Lodgings. 

Enter Tittillinda and BlousiDORA. 

Titt. Still must I mourn, for ever mourn my fate. 
Oppress’d by fortune, and a slave to love ! 

Oh, would but fortune smile, love yet might bless 

Our future days, and Abraliamides 

Fill these lov’d arms, with joys unutterable. 

Instead of that — 

Blous. Torment thyself no more ! 

Think what you are, your present happiness ; 

Great Abrabainides is still thy slave. 

Titt, In vain you urge me to forget my Voes. 
Blous, How many ladies, in your-situation. 
Would think themselves completely blest to see 
An Abrabainides sigh at their feet ; 

One who, by general voice of all the Flints, 

From his sole merit was elected chief. 

Titt. True, Blousidora, merit such as his 
Might gratify a woman’s utmost pride : 

Great is his, merit; greater still his love. 

Sure I shall ne’er forget that fatal day, 

When at the Court of Conscience first we met; 
Urg’d by hard creditors, oppress’d by foes. 
Obedient to the summons there I came ; 

Full thirty shillings was the vast, vast debt : 
Friendless, unknowing in the quirks of law, 

"While the brow-beating justices insult. 

Forth from the crowd there stepp’d a gallant youth, 
W liose form might claim attention even from ijueens! 
He ask’d the sum ; then fifteen shillings paid, 
(His whole week's wages) and subscrib’a a note. 
By weekly payments to discharge the rest. 

Blous. Oh, gracious youth! But tell me, hapless 
Was he till then unknown? [fair. 

Tilt. His name, his form, 

’Till that blest hour, were utterly unknown. 

Forth from the woud’riiig crowd he led me home; 
Then order'd dinner, and some brandy-punch ; ^ 
Enquir’d iny name, my slate, sooth’d wl my gnefs 
Then urg’d his passion in so soft a strain! 
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[Act 11. 


What could I do? my Bloandora, taj ! 

Could I rofoae the gentle generous youth ? 

BUms. While he is failhfal, why should you I 
complain T 

TUt, Have I not cause ? my Blousidora, say ! 
While cruel fortune frowns, he can’t support mo; 
My father’s doors are ever shut against me ; 
‘Whene’er that thought occurs, in^ spirits sink, 

And my whole soul goes forth in sighs and tears 

( Wee]^s,) 

Blaus, Here comes the chief. [£jnr' 

Enter Abrahamides. 

Ahr. In tears, mj^Tittillindal 
Lift up thine eyes, and see who comes to cheer thee. 
Titt. My Abraliamides ! 

Abr, Yea, 'rittillinda. 

Thy faithful Ahrahamides is come. 

To sooth thy sorrows, cheer lliy drooping spirits. 
But why these tears? why, with heart-rending sighs. 
Heaves thy sad bosom? Is there aught on earth, 
Within my power, I would not do to serve thee? 
Tin. Oh, generous youth ! 

Abr. Trust me, iny love, T fear’d 
Some rude unfeeling bailiff was the cause 
Of thy sad tears. But, most of all I fear’d. 

You pin’d for pleasures I could not afford ! f 
Tilt. Oh, no! all pleasures centre in thy arms. 

I envy not the fair, whose happier fate 
Nightly affords to go to Sadler’s Wells; 

Or to 'White-Conduit-honse, where butter’d loaves 
Assuage their hunger; and to cool their thir.st. 
Sweet-sliding syllabub aflbrds its aid : 

Free be their joys, joys ondi, alas, my own! 

Nor yet unhappy Tittillinda’s fate. 

While Abrabamides continues love. 

Abr. Oh , my soul’s joy , if Fortune crown our arms, 
My TUtillindii shall no longer mourn : 

A few short hours will soon decide our fate. 

When next we meet. I’ll raise thee to an height, 
Shall gather all thy gazing neighbours round, 

To wonder who the devil placed thee there. 

But if we ne’er meet more — 

TVff. What means my love? 

Abr. Be ignorant, till thou applaud’st the deed. 
Tiit, I seek to know no more than you reveal. 
Yet, ere thou goest, drink some generous punch, 
To cheer thy drooping soul. 

Abr. Short be our joys, 

Whene’ec our duty calls. But come, my love ; 

If Fate but favour us, our future "days 

Shall roll in pe^e, in luxury, and ease, [pease. > 

Andallbe crown’d with punch, with pork, withy 

ACT II. 

Scene J,^Au Apartment in Francisco's house. 

Enter Dorothea and Mopperella. 

Mop, Cease, my d«ar mistress, cease these 
fruitless tears, < 

Nor let the canker grief destroy thy beauty. 

My master never later stays than ten, 

But he sends word. 

Vor, Ob, you mistake me quite! 

Far other sorrows load my throbbing breast. 

jMop. What other sorrows can disturb you now? 
I’m sure no woman in the parish goes 
Or better fed, or better drest than thou. 

Or takes more pleasure in a handsome way. 

Dor. Happiest of tailors’ ladies sure am I ; 
Ungrateful were it to deny the truth. 

’Tis true, Francisco drives but with one horse. 

Nor envy I those ladies drive with two ; — 

But, Mopperella, as you talk of eating. 

Say, is the sparrow-grass got ready yet? 

Mop. The water’s boiling, and the toast is made; 
But Betty saya she will not put the grass 
Into the sBttoepan, till my master comes. 

Dor. Betty is cnrefal. 


Mop, Then, dear madam, say. 

Since you confess that you enjoy all pleasure, 

A country-house, and town, a one-horse chaise. 
White Conduit-house, and every joy beside. 

Why do you grtffe thusj 
Dor. 'True, my Mopperella, 

I have a country-house in Lambeth-Marsh, 
Genteelly furnish’d; nor need fear, when dr^st. 

The ^vious glance of Madam S.ircenet’s eye : 

Yet, for all this, 1 am unhappy still. 

I know not why — but, ah! my bodiag Ifeiirt 
Presages ill from this night’s fatal council, [out? 

Mop. What, do you grieve because my master’s 
Oh, grieve no more; he will be back to supper. 
Madam, was I in your place, I piotest, 

1 should be merry as a grig all day. 

Dor. Thon hast no husband. Moppy! ifthouhadst. 
Thou wouldst not prattle at this idle rate : 

How can a single woman ever feel 
Those little fears, that nice uneasiness, 

W'hioh so dislitigiiish every prudent wife? • 

Af op.* Madam, tho’ single, yet I can pronounce. 
If I .was married, 1 should love my husband; 

But tho’ 1 lov’d him, yet I would iiot fret 
When he was out — unless he stay’d all night. 

Dor. Stay out all night? Hold your irreverent 
tongue! (Knocking.) 

Your master comes! I know his knock — begone ! 
Bid Betty hastSn supper: Well I know, 

When he returns, he’s hungry and fatigu’d, 

Enter Francisco with his head broken, led by a 
Waiter. 

Fran. Here, Robin, here’s a tester! 

Dor. What do I see I 

Oh, speak, Francisco ! ease me of my fears! 

Fran, Be not alarm'd, my love ; but lend tby arm. 
To prop my feeble steps. 

Dor. Run fur a surgeon ! 

Fran. Hast thou no sticking-plaster here my love? 
Dor. I have, my love; and Hung’ry water too. 
How art thou now? 

Fran. Better; much better, love ; 

Only a little faint wilh loss of blood. 

Dor. No wonder, love: Did'st thou not faint 
before ? ^ [ness ! 

Fran, A tailor’s soul bears all with equal firm- 
I Dor. But say, my love, how bap’d this dire 
! misdiiance ! 

F^n. Why, in the middle of our long debate, 
The jouroeynien, assembled all in arms, 

AVitb stones broke every window: Then, whilst I 
Endeavour’d to oppose ( the rest being old) 

Myself alone amidst an host of foes, 

Oppress’d by numbers, senseless fell to earth, 

’Till Robin pick’d me up, and led me home. 

Dor. AVhere was thy Dolly then, to bind thy head? 
But now my dream is out, niy fears are gone! 

Why wouldst thou go, against thy Dolly s warning? 
Fran, Who can control his fate? All must sub- 
mit; 

Monarchs, and tailors, must submit to fate. 

Dor. That’s true. Then let me put thee now to bed. 
And rest, perhaps, will heal thy smarting wounds. 

Fran, 1 will ; and in the morning soon will get. 

A judge’s warrant for that rascal Isaac. 

Dor, Isaac? who’s he? 

Fran. Why, onf late foreman; he 
Was at their head. 

Dor. Then trounce him well, my love ! 

But come, get thee to bed ; and then— 

Fran. Wnat then ? * • • 

Dor, I’ll make my love some whey. 

Fran, And so you may. (Fran, is led out.) 
Dorothea aJlone, 

For Isaac get a warrant? I’m undone ! 

What can I do ? Hal when he’s fast asleep, 

I’ll sividfor Isaac, nve him instant notioe, 

That he may shun the danger. [FxiV. 
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Scene IL^An Antiehamber and Ale-houte, 
Abraiiamides and Bernardo meeting. 

Ahr. Ob. faithful friend, sole partner of my conn- 
Thy early induKtry proclaims tliy heart. ^ [oils. 
Bern, None yet arriv’d! what means this dull 
delay 1 [come, 

Ahr* Tis yet too soon; tlierefore I bid thee 
To share the tioubles that disturb my breast. 

Bern. lH.this a time, oh, chief, to liarbour fear. 
When our long-labnur'd scheme is near its birtli? 

Abr. Mistake me not : So cold a freest as fear 
Ne’er found admittance into this Arm breast. 

I fear and doubt of others. 

Bern. Who! explain! [meetingg, 

Abr. Hast thou not mark’d, in all our various 
Some fearful hearts, still wavering and weak! 

Bern, Whom do you mean ! 

Abr. Pale Zacliariades, 

Envious Pliillippoiiienos, I fear; 

CPalpho’s cold heait ; Timotlieus’ addle brain ! 
Bern. Why do you doubt them? 

Abr. Oil, 1 know them well: 

On the same board together oft we’ve work’d; 

Oft have 1 seen them willi an abject eye, 

Tremble before the tyrant master’s frown. 

And crouch beneath the foremairs weak dominion. 

Bern, If thus you doubt, 'tivere bi|*ter to prevent 
The ills you fear, than wait in vain their core. 

Abr. That's my design. 

Bern. Shall 1 secure them, then! 

Abr, Not yet, with open force : With deeper art, 
We’ll make their fears the rulers of their fate. 
Involv’d in guilt, they’ll then have no retreat. 

But must go forward. This night’s hostile act 
(I know Isaacos will do his duty) 

Commences war; no hopes of peace remain. 

Beni. Have you yet heard from great Isaacos? 
Abr. Yes, my Bernardo, that the blow is struck: 
That done, they all di&pers’d, but will attend 
Their several duties here. In the mean time, 

Be it thy care to watch those heartless Dungs ; 
Inform the leaders of the eastern climes, 

Redrift', and Wapping, of our honest fears. 

That when we’ve singled out these half- made souls. 
Should we not bring them to the paths of honour. 
Then, like a limb diseas’d, wc’il lop them oft'. 

Bern. Bravely resolv’d, ra^ chief. ^ But sure 'tis 
That we repair to council. [time 

Abr. Let's go in. [Exeunt. 

Scene 111. — The Club-Boom. 

t 

Bernardo, Ciiristophokidls, Hcmphrymi- 
Nos, Barthoi.omkcs, Zaciiariades, Piiilip- 
POMF.NOS, and KALPilo, in council; Adkaiia- 
MIDES in the chair. 

Abr. Oh, gallant men, chief pillars of the trade! 
For the last time we meet to fix the plan 
Of future action. ’Tis well known to all, 

Some timid Dungs (unworthy of the name 
Alike of tailor or of man , fioni whom 
Opprobrious piovcibs rise to hurt our fume) 
Meanly descend to work for half-a-crown. 

Whilst this continues, all our schemes are vain: 
What’s to be done? 

Hum, Great Abr^diamides, ^ 

Permit a man, unskill’d in council sage. 

Yet from plain facts, tlint have been, thence conclude 
What may he> When tlie weaving sons of silk. 
Oppress’d with debts and hunger, rose in arms. 
They ^visions then, as we have now : 

What did they do? whene’er they found a man 
Doubting or fali’ring, bim they .strait coinpell'd : 
Hence, soon a formidable band arose. 

And all the sister trades were foro’d to join. 

Lo * their example points us out the way. [found 
Bart. And since, among snoh numbers, will be 
Some dastard Dungs, let cnosen banda be plac’d 


To storm the maaters’ hoasea where they work; 
And at the midnight bonr, when sank in sleep, 
Break all their wiodowa, frighten all their wives; 
While others shall assault each house of call. 
Smash all their slates, and plunder every box ; 

’Till by experience, they are taught to know 
No private safety can depend on anght 
But on the common good. We want not man. 

Nor chiefs to lead them. 

^ Zach. Measures such as these, 

>CouId we insure success, would gain our ends. 

The Dungs are numerous, and, tlio’ so base 
To dread the noble toil of glorious war. 

Yet that same baseness may defeat our valour. 

It is well known, before these fatal broils. 

The Flints and Dungs in friendly intercourse 
Together work’d, together friendly drank ; 

Hence all are known, his name, his habitation, 

His house of haunt, and each particular: 

Should we proceed to force, as is advis’d, 

With informations they would straight repair 
To Sir John Fielding; whose tierce myrmidom. 

At unexpected moments, might entrap 
Singly our chiefs, and throw them into gaol. 

Bern. And if they do, they cannot hang us, sore i 
Breaking of windows is nut capital. 

"'“Zuch. But plundering boxes is. 

Bern. That we'll avoid. 

Zach. Tiiiiik on the Riot Act. 

Brrn. Ere that is read, 

All our swift-footed Flints, as swift as ducks. 

Will soon elude their search. 

Zach, But when asleim. 

Can they escape? may mey not then be ta’en? 

Bern. Suppose they are, is there a man so base. 
Who fears tor such a cause, to live in gaol. 

When from each box they will be well supplied 
With beef, with cabbage, cucumbers, and porter. 
Fear, more than wisdom, dictates gentler means. 
Abr, Bernardo, you forget! 

Bern, I stand reprov ’d. [knows 

Zach, Fear! fear, Bernardo! sore he but little 
Firm Zacliariades, who doubts liis courage. 

Bern. Curs’d be the man who doubts it! Well I 
Thro' every purlieu of longDrury-Iane, [know. 
And Covent-garden, has thy prowess shone; 

And Wliite-liart-yard is wanton at thy name. 

Nor is tliy matchless hardiness nnknuwo ; 

For, while the slaves of ease repose on down. 

Oft on the ftinty pavement bast tbou laid^ 

Hush'd by the murmuring kennel \p Ihy slumbers* 
1 meant not to reproach, but only raise 
Tliv well-known courage to support our cause. 
Bhtl. His courage none can doubt; and since all 
here 

Are free, with freedom will I speak my mind ; 

I own 1 think with Zacliariades, 

That gentler means at first soould be propos'd. 

To win as friends, rather tlran treat as foes. 

Chris. generous means will ever win a Dung; 
Their sordid souls nie lost to every sense 
Of kindness, or of honour ; force alone 
Can e'er pro ail on them. Ye have my voice. 

Enter Isaacos. 

Abr, Welcome, Isaacos! what’s ike news with 
thee? 

Isaacos. At first I strove with subtle art to gaiii 
Full information of their dark design; 

Sounded the waiters ; but I found it vain, 

For their own prentices secur’d the door : 

That known, resolv’d at last to give no time 
For future schemes, my troops I quickly form’d. 
And in an instant, at the signal given, 

A cloud of brick-bats darken’d ^1 the air. 

Smash’d every window, deafen’d every ear: 
Sudden they gaz’d ; at the next onset fled. 

Rout upon rout, oonfusion worse confounded ! 
Hats, wigs, and bottles, pipes and tailors, lay 
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In one promiscnons carnage! Soon nil fled, 

Sare those whom wounds or gouty limbs detain’d. 
Crreat Hagglestonon, prostrate on the earth — 

Ahr, White-lirer’d tailor I 
There let him lie, and be the earth on him 1 
Isaacos, With him, Regniades, Francisco, fell. 
This done, we all dispersed, and all are safe. 

Ahr, Conduct like this deserves onr public 
thanks. 

Omttes, To great Isaacos our thanks be paid ! « 
Isaacos, Oh, yon o*er-rate mj services too much; < 
All 1 can boast, is to have done my duty. 

Ahr, Thus, by one brave and daring bright ex- 
ample, i 

Yon see bow vigour will insure success : 

And, Zachariades, 1 trust, will own. 

On that alone depends unr future hope. ^ 

Zach, I meant not to oppose the public voice, 
But freely gave my thoughts. 

Abr, Then we conclude. 

With hostile vigour to compel the Dungs. 

AIL All; all resolve! 

Abr, In Covent-garden, ere to-morrow’s dawn. 
We’ll muster all our troops; there let each chief 
Attend for further orders. Good night to all! 

lExeunt all but Abn and Bern, 
Abr. What think’st thou now, Bernardo? Didit 
thou mark 
The pallid Dungs? 

Bern. 1 did ; and saw that fear 
Shrank their cold hearts, and wither'd every nerve. 

Abr. They have not hearts to enter into guilt; 
Them 1 can never trust : some safer way 
lUnst, then, be found to ri^us of our fears. 

Bern, Ay ; but what way ? 

Abr. Put powder in their drink. 

Bern. What dost thou mean 7 gunpowder? 

Abr, No, nor James’s powder: — excruciating 
jalap! 

Bern. Ha ! jalap ! [bowels, 

Abr, Gripe-giving Mercury will reach their 
And render them unfit for active deeds. 

Bern, True ; that will do. Where is it to be got ? 
Abr. Know’st thou no lean apothecary? i 

Bern. No. I 

Abr, Then buy it at a common chemist’s shop. 
Bern. If we should give too much? 

What if the powder should not work at all ? I 

Abr. Suppose it should not? 

Hast thouy Bernardo, gone with me so far, 

Trod every ste|vnnd snar’d in every honour. 

And start’s! thou at a paltry accident. 

Which may or may not happen? 

Bern, Doubt me not. 

But you remember what the bakers did, 

Out of mere fun, and too much jalap given? 

Abr. Their comrade died, and tney absconded. 
Well! 

And what of that? Mark me, Bernardo, well : 
Consider well the precipice we’re on ; * 

For should we fail, be sure that thou and 1 
To public justice the first victims fall. 

Bern, No more ! thou hast convinc’d me ; I am 
resolv’d. [stop now, 

Ahr. Yet, hear ! shall we, when rais’d thus high, 
When one step higher crowns our utmost hopes? 
Nay, more — but this is for thy private ear — 

If we succeed in this, I have a plan 
Will free ns ever from base servitude, 

And we’ll be masters in our turn, Bernardo. ^ 

Bern, Ob I worthy to deceive and awe the tailors ! 
I’ll go this instant, (for I know their haunt,) 

And, under fair pretence of reconcilement. 

We’ll drink together ; just ere the tankard’s out. 

I’ll mix the drug, and leave them to their fate. 

(Crotn^.) 

Abr. A lucky thought. Yet, hear, Bernardo. 
Bern. What dost thou say, my chief? 

Abr. Full half an ounce ! 


[Act II. 

Bern. Depend upon it they shall have enough ; 
It shall not oe a thimble-full. 

Abr, Oh ! noble daring ! Think on the reward : 
If we succeed, we’re masters for ourselves. 

• [Bjreimt. 

Scene IV, ’^Zachariades * s Lodgings, 

Enter Zachariades and Tinderella. 

Tind. Why, look you, Zachariades! His vain 
To talk to me ; my children shall no\ starve. 

Zach, 1 pr’vthee, woman, hold thy peace; no 
more! [speak. 

Tind, 1 will not peace, while I have breath to 
Oh! that my tongue were in the thunder’s month ! 
Then would 1 rattle thee with such a peal, 

Thou shouldst comply, or never shouldsthave rest. 
Zach. Nor have 1 now, or ever shall. 

Tind. Oh! shame! 

There’s not a meeker-temper’d woman breathes 
Than Tjnderella, all the parish knows. 

But ’tis enough to make a parson swear, 

To see a man run headlong into gaol. 

And starve his children, and as good a wife 
(Tho’ 1 declare it) as man ever bad. 

Zach, As good a wife! ay, and as gentle, too. 
Ay, gentle, too! SVhat, 1 suppose you’d 
have • • 

Some meek, insipid thing with folded arms, 

Would stand or curt'sy, and say yes or no. 

As you would have her? No, i’faith! not I. 

1 do my duty, you should think on your’s. 

Zach, Why, what the devil ails the woman now ? 
Is not three shillings better far, thou fool. 

Than half-a-crown a day? 

Tind. What’s half-a-crown. 

Or what’s three shillings, if you go to gaol? 

Who will maintain your wife and children, then? 
Zach, Each friendly box will yield a weekly aid. 
y*ind. But what if you should be confin’d for 
years ? 

The box would soon be tired. See, hither come 
Your masters with a warrant. 

Enter Hagglestonon and Regniades. 

Zach. Let them come! 

Hag, ell, Zachariades, to you we come. 

As to a man vjiose regularity [lose 

Has long been known. Say, wherefore, would you 
Youivreputation thus, to join with those 
Whom gentle usage never can restrain? [acts 
B^g, Why will you mingle with such men whose 
Are all against the law? 

Zach. Why should not 1, 

As well as others, have my wages rais’d? 

My work’s as good as theirs. 

Hag. Suppose it is. 

You know the price is fix’d ; what is your due 
Is duely paid. Whoe’er offends the law 
Will feel, too late, the weight of all its pains. 

Tind, Did not 1 say so ? 

Zach, Woman, hold your peace! 

Tind, No, I will not. Sirs, givc^me leave to 
^eak — * [friends. 

Hag. Hold ! let me speak. We now are come us 
Out of rej^ard to your known worth, to save you 
From all jIs penalties; for be assur’d. 

Whoe’er is ta'en will most severely suffer. 

Zach, I shall not more than others. 

Tind. Yes, you will. 

Reg, Ay, that you will : consider well, your wife, 
Your children. a * ^ 

Tind. Think on that! your children, wife! 

Zach, What would you have me do ? If I comply. 
The Flints will straight molest ; nor wife nor child. 
Nor e’en myself, were safe. 

Reg, Oh ! never fear 

Those lawless rascals : we will safe protect 
Both you, and all the rest that with you join. 
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Enter TimotHEUs. 


* Tim. Ob, Zacbariades ! 

Zach. Well, what’s the matter? 

Tim, Poor Phillippomenos is almost dead! 

Ere he arriv’d at home, a gold lit seiz’d, 

And cruel vomits shatter’d all his frame. 

Zach. Whence could it come? 

Tim.J know not; but he fears 
Some foul plaj' shewn, when late he drank with joo 
And with Bernardo. 1 must run for help. [Extf. 
Zach, Foul pfa^ ! we all drank} it cannot be. 
Tind. Yes, on iny life it can. 

’fhese are your Flints, your heroes ! these the friends 
You only trust; and when you are in gaol. 

This’ll poison you, to save their pension’d box. 
Z,ach. Ay, that may be. 

Reg. You see what faithless men 
Yon arc engag’d with : now consider well. 

If peace, or safety, e’er can harbour there, [ters, 
Zach. My very worthy and approv’d goodmas- 
Wilh pleasure, to my duly T return ; , 

And so would more, did not their fears prevent; 
But since you promise us your (inn support. 

I’ll seek the others, and consult them straight. 
Hag, Continue iiriu, and doubt nut our support. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene: V. — Covent-garden. 

fnler AliRAliAMlDES, Isaaco^, Bai.thoeomecs, 
Ch RISTOrHOUIDES, Hr M Pit R YM INOS, and others. 

Ahr. Welcome, ye Flints, deserving of the name ! 
Ye meet like men who would command success. 
Sav, gallant leaders of the eastern bands, [ters? 
Where are your troops, and how dispos’d your quar- 
Barl. Mine arc all ready, eager for the light. 

And my liead'-quarters fix’d with utmost care. 

Up at the Goose and Gridiron, Paul’s Church-yard. 
Ahr. Where thine, brave Christopliorides f 
Chris. Why, at the Bell, in Doctors’ Commons. 

. Ahr. here thine, Humphryminos? 

Hum, Safe at the Hog in Armour, in Chick -lane. 
Ahr, Right well dispos’d! Oh! gallant, brave 
allies ! 

Matchless us will ^ourglury be hereafter, 

’TIs not for me — But see, who comes in haste ! 
Enter Bernardo: 

Bern, Oh ! noble Abrahamides, this time 
Calls loud for action, and admits no pvse : 

The Dungs are all in arms, and vow revenge 
For murder’d Phiioppomeiios. Their troops ' 

In Lincoln’s Inn fam’d fields, in lirm array. 

Are led by Zacbariades ; who means 
T’ attack you here, before your forces join, 

Unless prevented. 

Ahr. Ay, this looks like war! 

By heaven, the news alarms my tailor’s soul ! 

But say, which way do they direct their march? 
Bern. 1 hear, thro’ Serle-street they direct their 
coarse, 

Then thro’ Shire-lane, and by St. Clement’s Church. 

A hr. By heav’n, all this falls out beyond my hopes! 
Haste thou, Isaauos, with thy well-known cares, 
March with ihv small detachment thro’ the Strand; 
Watch well their motions, and straight send me 
• word. [Exit Bern. 

Should they attack you^ you’ll be well sustain’d. 

laaacos. Should they attack Isaocos, they'll meet 
A welcome that will scarce deserve their 'thanks. 

Ahr. I doubt it not, for thou’rt a Flint of lire! 
You Christopliorides, from Doctors’ Commons, 

In one iMrll^oliimn, thro’ those narrow courts 
JJat from Black friars to the Temple lead, [walks 
^arch on your troops ; and in the KingVBench- 
Directly form, and wait for further orders. 

• [Exit Chris. 
Yon, neatBartholomeus, from Paul’s Church -yard 
March in firm phalanx straight down Ludgatc-hill, 


And Cbristophorides at Temple-bar 
Will join your troop. BarQ While you, 

Humphryminos, 

Up Holborn-hill direct your secret march, [while. 
And wait upon their rear. [Exit Hum.] Myself the 
With the main body, will attack their front. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Ob, chief! the gallant Jack — 

Ahr. Eternal silence seize that vulgar tongue! 
Hurry sounds well ; the warlike Harry, noble! 

But Jack, vile Jack — degrading monosyllable! 
Mess. What shall I call him, then, oh! chief? 

A hr. 'Henceforth, 

Jackides be his name. * 

Mess. Jackides, then. 

With all his troops revolted from the Dongs, 

Is now without, and waits your further orders. 
Ahr. Admit him instantly. 

Mess, I will this moment. [Exit. 

Enter Jackides, with a broomstici. 

>4 hr. Oh! brave Jaokides, welcome to my arms ! 
Hibernia’s gallant son, thy happier isle. 

Unhurt by luxury, its courage keeps ; [beer. 
While Britain’s youth surcharg’d with beef and 
. Do'^enerate from their fathers, mourn in vain 
I Their antique spirit to leriie lied. 

1 Jack. Great Abrahamides, I cannot spake, 

{ But 1 will tell you how the matter stands ; 
i At three o’clock they call'd me out of bed, 

I At little Phalim’s, where I lodge; I rose. 

Went with M'Carty, and my Irish boy.i; 
j Each of us took a broonirtick in our hands, 

I Thinking the masters were refractory ; 

I But when he came — what do you call his name? 

I Pale — 

i Abr, Zacbariades. 

Jack. Ay, Zack ; the same : 
i He prated much, and bother’d all oar brains, 

■ And said, at last, the masters would support ns. 

I The devil burn the masters, and the Dungs! 

, Then straight M'Carty, little Pbalim, I, 

! And all our Irish boys, came oil' to yoo. 
j Ahr. M‘Carty ! Plialim ! tell me, are they firm? 

Jack. Firm! ay, as brick-bats : they’re good fel- 
* lows both. 

As ever trotted bog. Set them to work. 

And then you’ll see what pretty boys they are. 

Abr. ’Tis not tbeir courage, or their truth, 1 
doubt : 

But wish to know their characters in War. [came ; 

Jack. Why, little Phaliiu from the White-boys 
I and M'Carty, from our earliest youth, 

! Among the boys of Liberty and Ormond, 

Were train’d to arms. (A shout.) 

Enter a Messenger , in haste. 

Ahr. Well, what’s the busmess? 

Mess. Tl|p brave Isaacos demands your aid : 

Close by St. Clement’s church he stood, unhurt. 
The shock of numerous Dungs, 'till, from the courts* 
Numbers outnumbering number pouring forth, 
O’erpower’d his little band. 

Abr. Jackides, then. 

Haste with Hibernia’s legion to bis aid. 

/rick. Ay, that I will. Fear not; my Irish boys 
Shall bring yon presently a good account 
Of all these bastard brats, these dastard Dungs. 

Abr. Brothers, and partners in this glorious toil, 
’Tis not for me to ronse your courage now : 

Be but yourselves, and 1 can ask no more. 

Consider well, no common cause demands 
Your present aid, and forces you to arms : 

The daily sixpence is no trivial poiat. 

What are these timid Dangs, whom you oppose? 
Are not their »irits by oppression broke? 

And shdl the Flints, like them, e’er sink to slaves? 
Dishonour blast the thought! Remember, too, 
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Fame, fortane, honour, all are now at stake. 

Oh ! let these noble thouehts swell all jonr hearts, 
New-string your arms, add weight to erery blow. 
Draw all your bludgeons, brandish them in air ; 
Hnaaa ! the word, Newgate, or victory ! [Exeunt, 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — An Apartment in Francisco's house. 
Enter Dorothea and Isaacos. , 

Dor, Must thou, then, gol Alas! how swiftly fly 
The hours of love I Must I, then, be condemn’d 
To the dull poison of a husband's arms? 

Isaacos, Oh! I cbuld ever gaze upon that form. 
But cruel Fortune otherwise ordains ; 

It cannot, must not be ! Oh 1 cursed fate. 

That gave thy beauty to Francisco's arms ! 

Enter Francisco, behind, 

Fran, Either I dream, or, sure, I hear some man 
Conversing with my wife. What do I see? 

Dor. Cursed, indeed ! but, ali! what could I do? 
Condemn’d to servitude, which suits but ill 
With Dorothea’s spirit ; soon I found 
The dotard lov'd ; I watch’d his hour of weakness. 
And, hy a well-feign’d coyness, fix’d him mine^ 
Then made him what he is : you, from that hour. 
Who always had my heart, liave shar’d my joys. 

Isaacos, Ay, joys, indeed ! pleasures unutterable, 
If not embitter’d by these anxious fears. 

Dor, By fears embitter’d ! What’s thy meaning? 

speak! ' fthee: 

Isaacos, Mistake me n^t; my fears are all for 
Should it be known, thou art, alas ! undone ; 

And much I fear Francisco should awake, [^speed ; 

Dor, Why, that is true. Now, then, retire with 
For morning dawns. Remember what I told thee ; 
Haste, and preserve thyself and friends. [me 
Isaa/eos, I will. But say, my fair, can you inform 
Whose names, beside mv own, are in (he warrant? 

' Dor, Bernardo, Abrahamides. 

Isaacos, ’Tis well. 

Ah ! generous mistress, doubly am 1 bound 
By love and gratitude for ever to thee ! 

Farewell ! may all good angels ever guard thee ! 

Dor, Retire, my love ; and when the danger’s past. 
You shall not fail to hear from Dorothea. [Exeunt. 
Fran, (Comes forward.) ’Tis as 1 thought! why 
, did 1 ever marry? 

Fool that I was, who vainly hop’d to find 
That want of fortune might be well supplied 
By love, and by obedience. Oh! vain hope. 

To think that gratitude can ever bind 
A servile mind! But what can now be done? 

If I betray suspicion, she’ll grow insolent. 

What can I do with him ? A beggar sued — 

The proverb’s stale ! A cuckold! ha! a cuckold! 
Cuckolded by a journeyman ! Damnation ! 

Conldst thou not, partial fate, when tho» ordain’d 
I should be cuckolded, by a nobler band 
Inflict the shame? per^ps, I then had found 
One drop of patience ; and a verdict gain’d. 

Had amply paid me for my loss and shame : 
Instead of mat, to be a fixed mark 
For all the parish now to point and stare at! 
^beav’n. I’ll be reveng’d! but how? how? Right! 
His name is now inserted in the warrant ; 

And when in gaol. I’ll buy up all bis debts. 

And keep him there; and, to torment him more, 
I’ll bribe the gaoler. Beware, Isaacos ! 

Thou soon shiut feel the vengeance that awaits 
An injur’d tailor’s honour! [Exit. 

Scene IV.^TittUlmda's Lodgings. 

Enter Tittillinda and Blousidora. 

Tiff. ’Tie needless, Blousidora: while you darn 
Those stockings, I will mend this ruffled shirt; 


[Act hi. 

For well I know yon have yonr hands full all. 

In this so general wash. And now for thinking ! 

(Sits down.) 

Perhaps, ere now, the fatal moment’s past. 

And either Abrahamides and I 

Are doom’d to misery, br completely blest. 

Fain would I hope, but still am check’d by fear; 
And yet, who knows? Fortune, perhaps, may smile. 
Then Tittillinda once again will shine ; 

Be ever clean, and ever smartly dress’d ; 

And fear no more those prudish, p*yirig eyes. 
Which smile contempt, yet envy me my joy. 

Here comes my love ! 

Enter Abrahamides, hastily. 

Abr. Oh! Tittillinda, all our hopes are lost! 

Titt. Forbid it, love! what, could the Dungs 
prevail? 

Abr, Eternal curses seixe their coward hearts! 
Prevail they do; but not by valour’s arm. 

This no time to tell thee now, my love; * 
For their fell blond-hounds hunt me at the heels. 
Titt. What can I do? 

Abr. Hast thou no secret place. 

Where 1 may lay conceal’d till danger’s past? 
Home T can ne’er return. 

Titt. Oh! yes, my love ; 

Within that ^oom secret closet stands. 

That will escape the search of keenest eyes. 

Thither retire. 

( Voices without.) We must and will come in! 
Abr. By heav’ii, they’re here ! 

The blood-hounds now have trac d me to my lair. 

[Exit. 

Enter Two Constables, ^c. 

Titt. Well, what’s your business? 

1 Con. Madam, wc are come 

III search of a fell murderer; who, we are told. 

Has taken refuge here. 

Titt, I know of none. 

2 Con. Denying him is vain; for he was seen 
To enter here. 

Titt. W bom do you mean ? 

1 Con. Why, Abrahamides. 

You know him well. 

Titt. 1 do ; and what of that. 

For twice three days 1 have not seen him here. 

2 Con. A^e cannot lose our time: if you refuse 
To yield him up, why, then, we sei/.e on you. 

fitt, I yield him up ! No ! were he here, indeed. 
My life should pay the forfeit ere I’d yield him. 

,2 Con. Then seize her! 

Titt. Stand oil? 

Enter Abrahamides, and knocks him down, 

Abr. Hell-hounds, stand ofl'! Behold the man 
you seek ! 

1 Con. Then seize on him! 

Titt. Stand oil ! Barbarians, hold ! 

Let me once more enfold him in these arms. 

And take one long, one last farewell ! 

Abr. Oh! cease; 

Nor vainly struggle with our frowasd fate. 

Lead to my dungeon. 

1 Con. Bring him along! 

Let’s have no whimp’ring here. • 

Titt. Hold! ofie moment hold, 

’Till I have caught him once more in my arms ! 

2 Con, Tear them asunder! 

Titt. Oh, Abrahamides! 

A&r. Oh, Tittillinda! ^ ^Exeunt, 

Scene V. 

Enter Francisco, led by Robin . 

Fran. Oh ! I am grip’d ! The working jalap runs 
like thoro’-go-nimble thro' m^r twisted guts ! 
Robin, How fierce his fever is ! 
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Fran, Ob ! what a change of torments I endure ! 
.A red-hot goose runs hissing thro’ m^y bowels : 

Oh ! for a peck, of cucumbers to cool it ! 

’Tis death ^s bare bodkin ! Give — give me a chair, 
And cover me all over, for 1 freeze ; 

My teeth chatter, and my kAees knock together! 
Robin, Have mercy, heav’n I 
Fran, And now I burn again! 

A tailor’s bell ! The war grows wondrous hot! 
See, see the Flints! Isaacos, too! I know him 
' By his ragged co^t and unmow’d beord. Avaunt! 
I’ll throw a cabbage at his head! With that 
Last blow I’ve brought him down. Oh! for 
A fire as big as at the Bedford Arms! [legg*d ! 
The shop board moves! the needles daiico cross- 
The thread’s entangled! Oh ! cabbage, cucumbers ; 
Cab — cab — bage— bage — Oh ! ( Dies. ) 

Robin, There fell the pride and glory of all 
tailors ! ( Beckons on two Servants,) 

Bear him oil*. 

{As they prepare to carry /lim, he starts up.) 
Fran. No, t won’t trouble you; I'll walk^fl. 
Robin, Then take the chair oft*. \Exeunt. 

Scene VI, — Newgate. 

Adrah AMIDES discovered, 

Ahr, Why, what is man? how vain are all bis 
schemes ! 

But now, the leader of a gallanf band^ 

And now, condemn’d to ignominious death. 

Hard fate! perversely hard! to be cut off 
Just at the time when fortune was in reach. 

•So when, thro’ life, some favourite plan’s pursued. 
With toil and perseverance down to age. 

Just as we hope to reap the fruit of all, 

In steps the fell anatomy, and breaks 
The bubble. Be it so ! Since I iiiiist die, 

No dastaid fear shall stain my honest fame. 

, Enter Gaoler, 

Gaoler. A stranger, sir, without, desires to sec you. 
Abr, A stranger! Who cun it bel 
Gaoler,^ 1 know not; 

But he will speak, he says, to none but you. 

Abr. Admit him, then. [£xft Gaoler.] 'Who can 
this stranger be? 

But here he comes. 

Enter Gaoler, and Bernardo in a chairman’s coat. 
Abr. W' hence, and what art thou? 

Bern. W o are not alone. 

Abr, Leave us, honest friend. [Exit Gaoler, 
Well, what’s your business now ? audsay, who art 
thou? 

Bern. Hast thou forgot me, then? 

{Discovers himself.) 
Abr, How's this? Bernardo? 

Welcome, thrice welcome, ever faithful friend! 
But say , what urgent business brought thee here? 
Death, instant death, attends discovery. [form, 
Bern. Think’sl thou, that death, in whatsoever 
Could e’er detain Bernardo fiom his friend? 

Ahr,0\\ \ generous man! too generous Bernardo ! 
Much, much 1 wanted to behold iny friend; 

But still I tear, while danger hovers round thee. 
Wliat tit return can thy unhappy chief 
Eier make for such fidelity as thine? 

Bejn. Thou wrong’st me, Abral;amides, to think 
^"©"dship ever trod in interest’s path. 

Abr. Ah! well I know thy uncorrupted faith. 
Yet. oh I my friend— 

Bern. Why bursts that aching sigh? 
Ahr.^bne, Bernardo; is it fitting, he. 

Who, by the general voice of all the Flints, 

.Was chosen chief, should be expos’d at Tyburn? 
And at the gallows die a shameful death ? 

* What means my gallant friend? 

A or. Does this become 

Whom tailors follow’d, and the Flints have lov'd ? 


Bern. What’s to bo done? Shall ! attempt a reMe? 
Abr. No. If thoa ever held’st me in thy heart. 
Revenge mj fall ! 

Bern, I would ; but how for m eanst 

Abr. Tlion may’st remember, in a happier hour, 

I told thee of a plan to free us both 
From servitude. 

Beni, Thon didst ; but these late broils 
Depriv’d me of the right. 

Abr. ’Tis true, they did. 

WAat dost thon think of me? 

* Bern. As of a man 
I love and honour much. 

Abr. Ill should I deserve 
That character, if I could e’er permit 
My friend to lose th’ advantage I can’t share. 

Mark me! 

Bern. I will. 

Abr. Thou know’st, as well as I, 

How many thousands, gaily dress’d, in town, 

W’ith aching hearts fament their dwindled purse. 
Bern. Know it! ay, well, 

Abr. Thou also know’st, my friend, 

Wlmt blisterinjBr bills those tyrant masters bring. 

Bern. Blistering, indeed ! and the complaint is now 
As general as just. 

4or. Nowt;ould yon contrive 
To undercharge them, as in other trades. 

Would you not thrive? 

Bern. Ay ; hut consider well 
The length of credit they are forc’d to give. 

Ahr, I do. That plan yon are not to pursue ; 
Low be your price, and ready cash your terms. 
Bern, Ay, that may do» But bow for capital? 
Abr. For that I have provided. Well you know» 
The tailor’s trade no ample fortune needs: 

Soon as the suit’s bespoke, the cloth lou buy; 
When made, deliver’d, and the cash is paid. 

Bern. I understand you. Yet some capital. 
Though small, is wanting for the workmen’s pay. 
Abr, ’Tis true; nor shall you want. 

Bern, But w here to gain ? 

There lies the point. 

Abr. I’ll tell thee. Well thou know’st. 

Ere cruel fortune sunk me thus to earth. 

As chief, the box was ever at my nod : 

This trust of right to every chief belongs : 

And since a few short hours will close my fate. 
Some future chief must then supply my place; 

And who so fit as thou? 

Bern, Oh ! generous chief! 

Thy partial fondness much o’er-rates’lny worth. 
But, then, what envious rivals may oppose — 

Abr. Oh! there are none that can deserve thy 
fears ; 

The gallant leaders of the eastern climes, 

Tho’ brave in war, in policy unskill'd. 

Besides, I know they doubt, and turn their eyes 
On me to^ fix their choice ; thou art the man : 

The public ij^ox supplies thy capital. 

But, oh ! iny friend, remember, when you’ve reach’d 
This envied pinnacle of tailors’ greatness, 

Never to violate the public faith. 

On that firm base alone your power will stand: 

The account is iiiontlily ; ere that time returns. 
From the first profits 30 U repay the box. 

Bern. By lieav’ii, ibis plan exceeds my utmost 
hopes ! 

Yet, oh ! iny heart recoils, when T reflect 
My friend cannot enjoy the bright reward. 

Abr, Revenge is all the recompense I ask. 

Here is the plan digested into form ; (gives a paper) 
The dift'erent price affix’d to diflerent suits. 

In every paper quickly advertise; 

You’ll soon have custom. Ere few years are past. 
You’ll be establish’d firm in fortune’s track. 

And shake the tyrants’ profit, drain their purses; 
For ready cash will bear you thro’ the world. 

What says Bernardo? wilt thou advertise? 
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Bern. In every paper, morning, weekly, niglitlj. 
Till it ahall ran like wil^ire thra the land. 

Abr» Then Abrahamides contented dies ! 
Yeclaret'drinking tyrants, ye shall feel me. 

E’en from the grave ! Your children vet anhorn 
Shall curse the day that injur’d Abrahamides! 

Bern. By heav’n, they shall ! and, to my latest 
hour. 

Thy wrongs shall in my-;memory live green. 

Abr. Thanks, my Bernardo. One word, and then 
farewell! • ^ 

I charge ihee, by our present common danger. 

By our past fiicndship, by your future hopes. 

By all that can affect a generous tailor. 

If you should havl success, preserve from want 
The hapless Tittillirida! oh! remember. 

Thy dying Abrahamides requests it. [hopes, 

hem. Oh ! doubt it not. should fortune bmst my 
By work, at least, I can preserve from want 
Thy hapless fair. 

Abr. Oh! thanks, thou generous friend ! 

For ever, and for ever, now farewell I 
Bern. Forever, and for ever, oh! farewell. 

Thou lirst of friends, of heroes, and of tailors ! 

[Exit. 

£?<fer CiiRisToniORiDEs, Hiimphrwiinos, Bar> 
THOLOMKUS, mid Jackidls. • 

Hum. Oh! gallant man, chief pillar of the Flints! 
Bart. Wapping will stand aghast, and Rcdrift* 
mourn 

Thy lamentable fall. 

Abr. Cease your vain griefs: 

I won’t forgive that friei^ who sheds one tear. 

As Abrahamides has ever liv’d. 

So he is now resolv’d to die — a Flint. 

Jack, Upon my shoul, he is a gallant fellow! 
Abr. I thank you for this last mark of your 
friendship ; 

And now from eacn will take a last farewell. 

But some I miss: where is Isaacos? 

And where Bernardo? 

Chris, They are both proscrib’d. 

Therefore absconded. In this doubtful state, 
(When thou shaltbe no more) we know not where 
To fix our choice*, and, therefore, are we come 
To know whom thou wilt name to till thy place. 
Abr. The worthiest. 

Chris. Who can determine that? 

Abr. Your own free choice. 

Hum* That will be doubtful still, 

.Where merits equal and your voice alone 
Will put an end to every private claim. 

Abr. Consider well the task which you impose : 
Where all are worthy of the name of Flints, 
Whom can 1 name, but I affront the rest? 

Bart. Oh ! no : so much we rest upon your truth, 
Yoar honesty, that we’re determin’d all, 

^ Both to obey and to support the chief 
Whom you shall recommend. • 

Abr, 'Tis a hard task; 

Yet, ere T speak, answer what I demand. 

AU, We will. [honour? 

Abr. Have I e’er swerv’d from duty, or from 
Hum. Oh ! no. 

Abr, Say, have I e’er deceiv’d you? 

Chris, Mo. 

Abr. Has private friendship ever biass’d me? 
Bart. No. 

il6r. Have I e’er violated faith? 

Or with rapacious. hand e'er wrong’d the box? 
Hum, Oh ! no : and, therefore, do we want thy 
voice. 

To nominate a chief. 

Abr. Fain would I waive 
This last hard task. What think you of Bernardo? 
All. It is enough. Bernardo be the man. 

' Long live Bernardo^ he’s our future guide, [well. 
jAr. And now, my friends, take each a last fare- 


But, oh ! remember, never let the Flints 
Sink to base slavery. Tho’ now oppress’d. 

In happier days they yet may rise again. 

In the meantime, with utmost industry. 

Use eve^ art to gall t^e tyrant masters. [find 
Bart, We will. But, oh ! brave chief, we grieve to 
The last sepulcbral honours are denied thee : 

No friend can wait to close thy dying eyep. 

Or lay tl^ clay- cold corse in hullow’d earth. 

Jack, What, are the flaying rascals, then, to 
have him? • 

Bart, Too sure, they must. 

Jack. De’il bum me if they shall ! 

There’s little Phalim, I, and all ni^ boys, 

Will rescue him from out their butchering hands. 
Abr, Let them, then, do their worst; for where- 
soe’er 

One bone of Abrahamides shall hang, 

Know, there still Abrahamides shall awe them. 

Hum, Oh! gallant chief! worthy a happier fate! 
For ever now we take our last farewell. 

Alir. Live and be happy, and farewell for ever! 

[Exeunt all but Abr, 

Enter TittiLLINDA. 

Till. Stand ofl‘! hold off your hands! ’tis all in 
vain; 

See him I must. Ob, Abrabamides! 

Ahr. Ah! f'ittillmda! wherefore art thou come? 
Tilt, Unkindly said ! Canst thou deny me, then. 
Once more to see, once more within my arms 
To press thee close, ere yet we part for ever? 

Abr, Mistake me not : still art thou rooted here. 
Check those sad tears, lest they unman me, too. 
Titt, Have not I cause? When thou art gone for 
ever, 

Oh! where shall hapless Tittillinda go? 

No friend to sooth her sorrows, share her grief. 

Or shield her from unfeeling bailiffs’ hands. 

Ahr, Oh ! cease ; nor with vain fears disturb thy 
breast ; 

Thy Abrahamides has taken care 
At least from want to save his Tittillinda. 

My friend Bernardo, when from danger free. 

Has power and will to serve thee. 

Titt. What of that? 

What power, what will, can ever make me blest? 
Since tiiou wert taken, sleep has fled my eyes . 

Last night, i had a mack’rel for my supper. 

But, ah I whilst thou wert absent, could not eat. 
TlAs will it be, on each succeeding day ; 

At breakfast, dinner, supper, shall I miss thee. 
^Ahr. Oh ! cease, my love ; nor with these fruitless 
tears 

Lament in vain what cannot be redress’d! 

But since each moment I expect my fate. 

Oh ! let me be prepar'd. Say, hast thou brought 
The linen with thee? 

Titt. 1 had quite forgot. 

Here is the cap ; and here the shirt ; a ruffled one. 
But oh! what change has cruel fortune made ! 
What pleasing thoughts amus’d me while ’twas 
mending! 

I fondly hop’d, but, ah! I hop’d in vain. 

This raffled shirt had been thy Sunday’s shirt. 

And not a winding-sheet to shade thy corse. 

Ahr. Thanks to my love, for this last generous 
care ! • 

Undaunted, now, I will my fate defy. 

Since I shall soon with kings and princes lie, 

1 with this shirt will make a shift to die. [Exif. 

{TittiUinda faints.) 
Enter Gaoler. a ^ 

Gaoler, From these sad scenes this oertdn truth 
you’ll draw. 

Great is the danger to offend the law ; 

Since nor his conduct, bravery, nor truth, 

Could from the gallows save the tailor youth. 

[Exeunt. 
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Enter Mldi EY and FlLELKT 

MedLy What alaves are we men iii oflioe' 
Don't YOU wonder, Filbert, how I get tlirongb all 
bomiieba? 

Ftlb. Oh ' it b ^our laming does it, Mr. Medley, 
that's oertAiii. 

MedUy, Why, to be sure. Filbert, your men of 
parts are the fellows after all. Bat oome, did you 
deliver the dresses, bows and arrows, last night, 
to the lasses who are to shoot fur the heifer and 
ribbands, aooordiiig to tbe forest obarler'^ 

.Fi|>. Yes. * 

Mtdky, And did you teH ’em tiyneet me in good 
tune, this afternoon, in tbe gladeway, near the old 
oakt 

Flit, To be mire I did , and gave them a kiss 
all round into the bargain, that they might not 

Memf. raat was done like a man, Filbert* Now 
take these to Goodman Fairlop's, the woodman, 
<p^ Aim Aornt andorrm, drc.) and tell him 1 
^ shall ^ down with them before tbe girls hare ; 
untied their night-oa|is 

I wHI, {Lmtghmg,) Ifecks' Mister I 


Medlev, you think mayhap, J don t ki|OW who 
has a fancy to who, in that corner of tbe fb« 
rest. • • 

Jimhy, Come, jog iway, Jhgaway , I've no time 
now to crack token with yon. Muter Filbert, 
f £nf FAUrl 1 Like other great SMRb Matt 
Medlefikam obliged, for the good df Ihe statOj,^ 
hold many oflices. I am deputy mnget, flf jfci 
purlieu, keeper of the waifs ania 
tom to hiB worship, Sir Walter , and 
morals in the absence of our vicar. I th^ lnte^* 
employmont^nongh out out for the 
Let me jM;e I m to find out who this lit^|||fli|M 
in at the Woodside, which T can’t leiM Ivmfen 
life, from that hussv, Dolly, JDb to mWwIiB 
her for iny brother Boh, if she*iy{ood 
and ifnot, hmust prevent Sir Walter 
self tbe hamlet's talk about her. M|jio|KpaaD 
peace through tbe day, if I can, 
and hin rantipole cousin Dinah t as 

umpire at the archery, and, Jtt a 
smile from Dolly as a reooa|pMwnWm my toils* 


I my toils* 


AIR**-Miiduy. 


in the wor/d’s srooMpotA mAere /'veliesN, 
TAsrs^sAore oflfe*»ykimmypot*rpairtt 
simtAms dUt ^qftm*d the scene 

Wmnm 


ifAf simtAms (Ant st^tteCd ihe scene 
from the yirf of my heart. 
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Nd M amain, wkan ike lark quiia htr naai, 

Bui to lahour wiih gka.wM depart. 

If ai eve he espeeia to be bleat 
Wiih a amik from the girl of hia heart* 

Come, then, croaaea and carea aa they nuiy. 

Let my mind atilt thia nuunm ngtart. 

That the comfort of man*ajleelmg day 
la a amUefrom tha^girl of his heart. 

SirW. (Without.) Medley! why, Matt Mei&^y ! 
where are you, 1 aay? 

Medley. Yea, yes; just as I thought; the old 
buck's noddle can’t rest for dreaming of this little 
fawn at the Woodside. 

Hnfer Sir Walter Waring. 

Sir W. Good morrow, Medley ! How are you. 
Matt ? Always ohaunting with the first cock, eh ! 
yon rogue! 

^ Medky. I love to be cheerful, and stirring be- 
times; bat how comes your worship abroad so 
soon? 

Sir W. I could not sleep, Matt, for the rheuma- 
tism, and so forth. ' ^ 

Medky. And 1 doubt whether your disorder will 
let TOO rest now you’re op, and so forth. (Aside,) 
Sir W. But did yon think of what 1 was saying 
to you last night. Matt? 

Medley, I’m going about it the first thing this 
morning. I have a good exoose. for the inquiry, 
as my brother is desperately in love with this 
pretty stranger. 

Sir W. What, Bob of the mill? A great fool! 
Why, it will be the ruin of the poor fellow. But 
bow do you know it? have yon evidence of the 
fact? 

Medley. He told me himself; so I'm going to 
look into it. 

Sir W. Ay, do ; that’s quite right. A silly 
numpskoll ! But you know, Matt, there can be no 
barm just in my having a little sort of a curiosity 
about her, and so forth. 

Medley. Ob ! none at all, sir. Nor of my satis- 
fying that curiosity according to my mind, and so 
tortb. (Aside.) 

Sir W. Well, then, go, that’s a good lad. 
Medlra. I will, your worship. 

Sif W, That’s right; now go about it directly, 
Matt, whilh I finish my mowing’s walk. [Eseimt. 

ScedE II^A Wood-side; discovering Fairhp's 
oottage farm soon after sun-rise: EMILY and 
PpLLY sitting at a breakfast table near the door. 

Enter Fairlop and Polly. 

QUADTETTO.— Fairlop, Polly, Emily, and 
Dolly. 

aU thy boons below. 

Oh! rsSldp heaUh! to thee 
Tkma ever, overflow 
The grateful atredna of industry, 

, CHORUS OF WOODMEN. 

JPram labour'' a aon around 
The woodlands catch the sound; 

While songsters blithe qn ep'ry wray, 

Attune their voicet to our romsdelay. 

[Exit Polly. 

Fsur. So mach for the first, portion of .the day! 
and may, my girts, let os partoke of homely 
meal that Provifgiee sets before as. 


[Act I. 

DaSy, No, father:— that ProWdenoe bestows, 
and I set before yon. 

Fair. You ore a good girl, Doll; but though bis 
worship’s q|erk, Mr. Aledley, does flatter your 
comeliness, mirid, OhUd, and never think of setting 
yourself b^oraM^idence. 

EmUy. TIM, sir ; there’pyonr breakfast ready 
for you ; I bad the pleasure of toastiog your brown 
bread — 

Do2^. And I of robbing the nutmpg over it. 

Fair, Honest husbands to yim both, for your 
kindness. But now. Miss Emily, for the rest of 
yoor story, which you promised os a month ago. 
Vonraunt I remember well; and a floe straight 
woman she was in my younger days. 

DoOy. Ay, father, yun’ll pity poor Emily, in- 
deed, when ’’you hear it ; she told it me last 
night, and I did nothing but sob and cry till day- 
li^t. « , 

Emily. I believe I told yor that my widowed 
mother was a tenant to old Mr. Wilford, in a smalt 
farm near the park. 

Fair. Yes, child, you did. 

Emily. At her decease 1 was taken, when very 
young, to be a companion to their niece, Miss Wil- 
ford, and shared with her, while she lived, an 
education far beyond what my rank in life could 
entitle me tA. 

Dolly. I don’t know that. 

Fair. Well, and so— 

Emily. Being the constant observer of her bro- 
ther’s increasing worth, my esteem for him insen- 
sibly grew with it ; till, at length, I listened, too 
fondly, to his professions of regard, which, proba- 
bly, I ought to have discouraged. 

Fair. 1 don’t know how that should have been : 
but that’s all over, child. 

Dolly. Lord’ father, does not love always beget 
love, as I’ve heard my poor dear mother tell you a 
hundred, and a hundred times to that? 

Fair. And so thou bast, Dolly : hut go on, my 
dear. 

Emily. In short, a mutnal vow of inviolable af- 
fection was the consequence of this attachment. 

Dolly. Well, and that was right. 

Emily, His uncle, one moonlight evening, snr- 
prised walking together on the terrace ; the next 
morning, to the astonishment of every one, he hur- 
ried my Wilford oil' to the continent, without bis 
•being able to bid roe a last adieu ; and, by the 
most cruel vow, declared he would disinherit him 
if ever he beheld me more. 

Dolly, Barbarous creature!^ 

Fair. Hold your tongue a little, pray, Dolly. 

Emily, He enclosed me a bill of a hnndred 
pounds, the legacy bequeathed me by bis lady’s 
will, and informed me that I had permission to 
remain at Wilford Lodge till I could otherwise 
accommodate myself; which I did, the same day, at 
my aunt’s io the adjoining parish. 

Fair. I honour your spirit. 

Emily, After three years’ absence on his travels, 
daring which time be has written to me in terms 
of unmtered afTection, I learnt that Wilford was ou 
his return to England. To prevent, therefore# the 
fatal effects to him of even a supposed renewal of 
our attachment, I resolved, unknown to any one, 
to retire in search of an asylum, which, from mj 
aunt's desoription of you, 1 flattered myself I might 
find, and, heaven knows, have found under your 
generous protection. 

DoUy, An’t this very croel and he^rff^leakiag, 
falherf 

Four. It is a little against the grain, to be sore,, 
but let's make the best we can orit ^ , 

DoUy, And so the dear, edhstant-bearted mao is 
soon expected back again? 

Emdyl He is, indeed, Dolly. 
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AIR.— Emily. 

Z^yr, cofM, ihoH fim/fiA mMon, 
Vfvef with whitpen aoft mim tor; 
HmcB, each hr§ez€ ofhUftr pniim. 
Tell me / kaf$ nought tofm* 

Otnih Zephmr, wing him over, 

TAo* I MOT behold him more; 
irifA lAe breath of tome gomtg lover, 
Waft him to hie natwe shore. 


Fair. Well, child, the best way now is to re* 
coooile yourself to a more bomble lot : you will not 
fare so well, it is true, but you may be as safe under 
my lowly roof, as in the proudest dwelling. 

Erndg. Oh! the feelings of my heart! 

Fair. Tm glad on’t ; they’ll spare you the trouble 
of saying what 4 neither deserve,* nor desire to 
begr. But come, girls, I'll now take a step into 
the hop-ground, while yon finish dressing the gar- 
land-pole; and, in the evening, we’ll all dance 
round it, and forget our sorrows. 


AIR.— FMgLOP. 

Onfireedom's happy land 
My task of duty dona. 

With mirtho light-hearted band 
Why not the lowfy woodman one? 
Tho* fortune's smile our groves forsake, 
Murth may be left behind; 

For wealth can Mtther give nor take 
This treasure of the mind. 

On Freedom*s happy land, ifc. 

Come, cheerfulness, with blithesome gait, 
Trip by the peasant's side; 

While care, in cold and sullen stole, 

Sits on the brow of pride. 

On freedom's happy land, Sfc. 


Scene III . — A Woodland view, near Fairhp*s 
cottage. 

Emily and Dolly discovered, decoratin^ahcp-pdle 
loilA ribbands. 


Though a kiss stop my breath, oh! hew Ultle care /, 
Since a woman at some time or other must die: 

For nine times in teup 
So teasing. 

And pleasing. 

We find those rude creatures, fAe dear, kissing man. 
That we wish it repeated agt^ wed again. 

(Polly peeps in at the latter part of lAis ntr, and 
eatering archly, sings.) **We wish it repeated 
%gainand again.” 

DoUu. Heyday; little Miss Nimble-tongoe ! who 
asked for vour piping? 

PoUy. Dear sister, I thought f should always 
say and do everything after you. 

Dolly. Indeed! but, come, miss, here take your 
basket, (giving her one) aud pack off to school. 
Marry oome up ! I think we can find you out some- 
thing else to mind, or 1 wonder. 

Emify, Oh! she’ll be a good girl, Dolly, I’ll 
answer for her. 

Dolly. And so she ought : mind and finish your 
task in your sampler before you come home, miss. 

PoUy. Well, so I will, if you don’t snub a body. 
[Exeunt Emily and DoUy. Sings.) •* There’s a 
sorng^hing in Imsing, 1 oannot tell why.” [Rail. 

Scene IV. 

Enter Medley. 

Medley. So, so! why, these girls are not np yet! 
by their lying in bed thnaathey fancy themselves 
married already. 

Enter Bob. 

Bob. Good morrow, brother Matt. ^ 

Medley. Good morrow ag^. Bob, if it’s not toe 
late : well, do yon continue in the same mind? 

Boh. Yes, 1 love her dearly. 

Medley. Come, then, I’ll try vrbat’s to be done 
for you. 

fwb. Don’t expect me to talk much at first, for 
when 1 sen her, I know I shall be as dumb as my 
breast- wheel in a hard frost. 

Medley. Leave it to me, and never yon mind it. 
Halloo, halloo ! why, bouse ! are yon all dead or 
fast asleep? 


Dolly. I’ve another bit of pink upon my best 
cap that will do for the top to a 1'. I’ll run and, 
fetch it. [Rjril. 

Emily. Ah ! my Wilford, had fate but fashioned 
thee for these humble scenes of life, 1 might then, 
perhaps, have aspired to thy love without pre- 
sumption. 

Re-enter Dolly. 

Dolfo..Here it is : but, hold! this was nven me, 
at our last fair, by Medley ; and I shoulo not like 
to part with it, thoogh he is an audacious creature. 
But I’ll pin it so high that nobody oan reach it. 
There! 

Bkaily. Well, this must be the smartest pole in 
the parish, to be sure. 

Dolly. And, bless me, what kiAiug there'll be 
under It! 

AIR.— Dolly. 

J%are*ewsonethi^ tn kieeing, I cannot teU why. 
Makes my heart m a tumuli jump more than bnast 
hiyh: 

For nine tunes in ten. 

So tearing, 

Andpieaeing, 

Wefiadthoge rude erenluree, thg dear, hetriy men, 
That we WMtft it repeated ogam and again. 


Enter Emily and Dolly, from the Wogdeide^part. 

Dolly. As I hope to live, there’s my spark, and 
his brother Bob, the miller, yonr intended lover. 

Emify, How can you be so absurd, 

DoUy, Pray, gentlemen, or rather, midduog kind 
of men, what may be your bnsinesi hare to early 
this morning? 

Medley. Come, we’ll to the pout at ouee. May 
I orave yonrltame, fair one? 

Emily. If it oan be of any service to you lo 
know it — ’lis Emily. 

Medley. Emily! a pretty name eDOO|^<fisr tho 
top of a love-letter, an’t it, Bob? 

Dolly. 1 have no patience at jiis ImpudeBOO, aid 
neglect of me. (Aside.) 

Medley. Why, then. Miss Emily, the Joug and • 
short of the matter is this : my brother Boh bor^ 
as stirring a lad as any on the atreau, has aoassd 
over head and ears, for yon, into the mill-pond of 
affection — 

Emily. Ridioolona! 

Dolly. Impudent fellbw ! 

Me&y. And nnlesa you take oompusion oa hiu, 
he is determined— what are yon determiiiAd apon» 
Bafo? (AporL) Oh! he’s resolved to knock down 
OEiiappar, and let the stream of lifo rnu waito 
wldiuGitlu^Bsamder of hia days. 

Eridy. LiuoBttble, indeed! 
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[Act I. 


1Mb/. fiat that aoH atlf 
Memy* Why, what the denoe would a reaioii- 
able woman have more ? 

EmVy. I would save you and your brother the 
trouble of any further explanation, by asaurins; 

{ on that I can never listen to his addresses, though 
feel myself honoured by his esteem. 

Ifediisy. Lord r miss, but his love— 

Dotty. And lord! sir, don’t be so meddling; it 
is enough for you to explain your own love. ^ , 
Emily. Ah! Dolly, how few are there able to 
' reveal to others this mystery of the mind ! 

GLSE. 


Wkat is love? An odd compound of simples most 

CulVd m life*s spring by fidtey, pocl^ntortab to cheat ; 
A passion, no eloquence yet could improve. 

So a sigh best expresses the passion of love. 

[ Exeunt Bob and Emily* 

Dally. Ha, ha, ha! 

Medley. What is it yon giggle at so, madam 
Dolly? 

Doth, At yon, and your foolish brother. 

Medley. Oh! you do? 

Dolly. Yes, to be sure I do: I can’t help it for 
my life. {Laughs.) 

Medley* Then, since my brother is to be fobbed 
off by your companion in this pretty manner. I’ll 
inquire a little into what’s what, and who’s who. 

Dolly. Oh ! pray do, Mr. Jack-ln-ottice. 

. Medley. Yes, mad^m; and know how Miss 
Proud-airs came here? whether she gets an honest 
livelihood ? and where’s the place or her last legal 
settlement, madam ? 

Dotty. Pitiful spite ! But 1 can save yon all this 
•trouble. She’s a tliirteedth cousin by the side of 
my mother’s half-brother; she came on a visit to 
us from foreign parts; has been better brought up 
than either you or I, sir ; and being, at tiiis time, a 
little in adversity, why, my father has taken com- 
passioD upon her. 

Medley. Taken compassion upon her? 

Dolly. Yes, sir. 

Medley. And, like an old fool, keeps her, I sup- 
pose? 

Dottu. Well, and suppose he does. 

Mvmey. What, after toe fashion of tlie great folks 
above? 

Dotty. For my part, I don’t see that such an 
action is a disgraae to any one, gentle or simple. 

Medley* You don’t, upon your IHtie wicked soul ? 

Dotty. No. And so, till you learn to behave 
yourself a little more like a man, 1 don’t wish to 
see yonr spiteful face again, \Exit. 

Medley. Here's a pretty skit for you! Havel 
been Meen months at a Latin school, two years 
hackney- writer to an attorney on TcA/er-hill, more 
than three years juiitice-olerk to Sir Waiter, and 
to be outwitted, after all ? 


AIR.— Medley. 



*Tis apity at oned to forsake 
What we've learnt a long while to adore. 


If I tell her, for life we must part. 

Ten to one if it gives her much pain ; 

Should she feel it, my own rebd heart 

Will fly to her succour again, [Exit. 

Scene \,~^The Forest. , ^ 

Enter WiLfogD and Captain O’DoNifEi. 
Captain. Upon m'y conscience, but yon true 

9 


lovers are restless creatares ! We will only have 
landed six days from the continent, and here are 
we again lannched upon a more slippery element, 
in chase of yonr rungway mistress. 

Wilf. Ah ! my friend, O’Donnel, but wbat a trea- 
sure are we in pursnit of? 

Captain. Well, but I wish you to be after giving 
me a more partionlar description of this hame trea- 
sure; for wliich, 1 think, we will ei^nnter a small 
number of difficulties. « * 

Wilf. Oh ! she will repay all my anxieties. 

Captain. Yes, faith! and what's to become of 
mine into the bargain? but I see year’s is a dashing 
kind of love, which my friendship is eager enongb 
to follow ; so order it upon any service you please, 
in search of yonr goddess. 

Wilf. My dear O’Donnel, 1 cannot thank yon as 
you deserve. My intelligence informs roe, that 
Emily has, onacconntably, aongbt a retreat on the 
oouhnes of this extensive forest. We most, there- 
fore, vigilantly explore it, taking different direc- 
tions. The guide told you where we should meet? • 

Captain. Not be, indeed ; hot what occasion for 
a rendezvous, when we are only going upon a 
foraging party? ^ 

Wilf. He directea our servants to the Rein Deer , 
near the famed oak: there, at least, we may have 
tidings of each other's success. Here let ns part. 

Captain, And see who starts the first doe on the 
forest. But, harkye ! Wilford, how shall I be snre 
of her, so as not, by one of my confounded country 
mistakes, to take her for one of the little wild fawns 
of the chaoe? 

Wilf. If you have no eyes, hear her but speak, 
and the mild melody of her accents will instantly 
convince you. 

AIR.— Wilford. 

The streamlet that flow'd round her col, 

A U the charms of my Emily knew ; 

How oft has its course been forgot. 

While it paus'd, her dear image to woo. 

Believe me, the fond silver tide 
Knew from whence it deriv'd the fair prize. 

For silently swellmy with pride, ^ 

It reflected her back to the sides. [Rzsimf. 

» Scene VI. — A Garden. 

Entea SiR WALTER Waring and Medley. 

Sir W. Did you ever hear such a persecuting 
clapper as cousin Di’s? 

Medley. A little out of tone now and then, to be 
sore, your worship : but how did this storm break 
out? 

Sir W. Only, forsooth, because I good homonr- 
edly laughed at her a little for aashing herself off 
like a young girl, and telling her she would make 
a better patroiiess of beef-eaters than female 
iirchers. However, I’ll see none of her prudish 
Doosense there ; I’ll ride ten miles first another 

Medley. That’s a pity ; for it will be a fine sight. 

Sir n. Wbrt signifies your finery and foolery, 
Matt, if a man can’t be comfortable, and take a 
quiet peep at a pretty girl, and so forth? Bat when 
am I to see this little stray wood-nymph. Matt? 

Medley. We can’t too soon inquire into the 
merits of the case ; you’ll find her iiqdiMir than I 
told yon. We may take out orders Of removal for 
her directly. ^ . 

Sir W. But not without positive evidence of the 
fact. ^ ‘ * 

Medky. Let me beg your worship to be a little 
upon your guard ; If Imss Di gets bold of it| she’ll 
prattle about it merrily, I warrant you. 
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Sir W, Yefl, let her alone for that: she's iqueam- 
ish enough about other people ; hot as to her fan- 
tastical aelfi jott’ll find her always upon the osle, 
and fancying every man she sees in love with her, 
and BO forth. • 

MedUy. SoppoKe, some time or other,^ we were 
to humour this fancy of her’s? I don't think, yonr 
worship^ it would be of any disservice to her. 

Sir W, Mv dear Matt, give me your hand: 
pr’ythee,^doit*i forget it. Let me jget her but once 
fairly on the hi|f, and then, at alf events, I shall 
neoore a good peace with the enemy 1 never can 
oonquer. 

AIR.— Sir Walter Warino. 

Surely t woman's a powerful creature 
In every stm of her life; 

So arm'd at aU points , by dame Nature, 

As mtuden, miss, widow, or wife, 

. In her bloom, ev'ry glance she shoots thro'jfou ; 
Ever after her forum's well strung : 

And sure is that force to subdue you, 

Whiidi shifts from the eye to tne tongue, 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VII. — Forest, 

Captain O’Donnel (jiscov^ed. 

Captain. Upon my conscience, this is likely to 
torn out a very clever expedition of mine ! A pretty 
account IMl be able to give poor Wilfurd! I 
marched out in search of uia rivulet goddess, and 
the devil a human creature have I clapped my eyes 
on, except two huge bucks at a tilting-inatch under 
an oak. But, hold ! what have we here? something 
nimbly scudding along, and this is her track. 

Elder VOLLY. 

Polly, Oh, la! what fine gentleman can this be.) 
{Aside,) 

Captain, How are you, my little innocent? 

Polly, Very well, 1 thank you, sir. ( Courtesys,) 
Pray, if I may be so bold, do you belong to our 
forest? 

Captain, No, my little dear ; I’m a roving buck 
from foreign parts. Where do you live ? and what 
may be Mur little name? * 

PollyTt live hard by, and my name is Pollj^ 
Fairlop/ I'm going to school j but 1 think I’m too 
old for that, however. 

Captmn, Indeed, and so you are, my dear. * 
AIR*— Polly. 

When first / slm'd my leading strings, to please her 
little PoU, 

My mother bought me, at the fair, a pretty waxen 
doll; 

Sjueh slm^black eyes and cherry cheeks the smihny 
dear possess'd, 

Hhw cpMl ktss If oft enough, or hug it to my breast? 

No sooner I could prattle it, as forward misses do, 
Than how I longed and sigh'd to hear my Dolly 
• prattle tool 

I curl'd her hair in ringlets neat, anidress'd her very 

And yet the sulky hussey not a syllable would say. 

My Ae^d^on this, I bridled up, and threw the play- 
^ihlhg by, 

Aliho' my sister snubb'd me for' t, I know the reason 
why: 

r fimey she would wish to keep the sweethearts all her 
own; 

JBmi that ska ska'n*i, depend symn't, when Fm a 
uHmum yromn. 


Ciydam. Bravo, my little warhler! Though you 
are not tall enough, d’ye see? for i husbaud, I 
dare be bound you're cunning enough to tell me 
whether yon have aroongat you, anoh a thing as a 
stray young lady, almost as handsome as jonr own 
sweet self? 

PoUu. As true as anything this must be Miu 
Emily ^ heartheart, that I’ve heard ’em talk and 
cry so much about. (Aside,) A stray young ladyl 
wimt sort of one, sir? 

mCaptain, Faith! an odd sort enough! one that 
run away from her lover, for fear of Iming married 
to the man of her heart. 

Polly. Oh, dear! sir, we have no such girls iu 
our parts, I can asaore you. But here ooroea Mr. 
Bob, the miller ; perhaps he can inform yon better, 
and so, good b’^, sir, for 1 oogbt to have been at 
school full halfMl^our ago. But that she sba’n’t, 
depend npon’t, when I’m a woman grown.” 

[Exif, singing. 

Captain, Well done, little Whirligig! 

Enter Bob. 

Good dav to you, friend Bob. 

Bob. Why, how the dickens did be know my 
name to be Bod? (Aside.) The same to you, air. 
(Bowing.) * 

Captain. Faith ! honest miller, you will confer an 
obligation upon me, by telling me whereabouts I 
am. 

Boh. By yonr question, sir, I should guess you 
a bit of a stranger in this forest. 

Captain. Indeed, and 5%a’ve hji it.* What’s 
more, I came upon a strange bit of business; and, 
to tell. ^ on the honest troths I need not walk much 
further to be tired, as well as hungry. 

Bob. Lord love you! say no more'; the traveller 
that has lost his way shall never want a welcome 
at my mill so long as I am able to grind a grist id 
ii. 

Captain. Upon my conscience, but this honest 
fellow would soon make a man forget that he was 
out of his own country. What a fine thing is 
generosity ! but what’s it good for without a little 
gratitude? 

AIR.— Captain O’Donnel. 

Oh! a French faederation. 

Or courtier's oration. 

Is all botheratUm, . » 

^ To you. Bob, and me. * 

But what's more weilMf, 

My own heart delighting. 

Faith ! better than fighBasg, 
rU tell you, d'ye see? 

Why the snug little blesnugs that most mem desire^ 

The girl we can love, and the friend we admire. 

But the si^t above all, tvould you feel, my lad, here 

Make the warmfiame of gratitude tenderly werfiew* 
Tho' drones heap with pleasure, 

Wealth's mischievous measure. 

Faith! that is no treasure 
To you, Bob, and me. 

But what's more inviting, 

Bob. But what might bring you into theae out- 
of-the-way parts, if 1 may Im so bold? and how did 
you know my name was Bob? 

» Captain. Because *I take you to be the sou of 
your father, whose name, I gneaa, was Robert. 

Bob. Ifeoks 1 that’s no bad guess for a stranger, 
however. Bot now, sir, for yonr business. 

Captam, Faith! 1 cams only to inquire after, a 
stray dappled fawn, the owner of which would re- 
cover it ai any pains pr price. 

Bob, Ob! if that’s w, set yonr heart at ease. 
When you have refreshed yourself I’ll take yon to 
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nj brother Matt, who is all io all with Sir Walter, 
aod iMks after the waifs and strays : so if anybody 
can giro yon intelli||penoe, he's the man. Besides, 
there’s to be fine doings, this afternoon, roond here ; 
80 30U may as well tarry, and see the pastimes of 
th^laoe. 

Captam. With all my son!. Then, miller, I may 
peep at some of jonr wpodland nymphs. Yon hare 
a few pretty ones sluppiDg among these glade way a, 
1 suppose 1 

Boo, Oh ! a mort! I’ll shew }oa one among ’em 
shall make mr month water if yoo’re e? er so nice. 

Why don’t yon piok ont one amongst 
them for a wMh, Bob? 

Bob, Beoanae I can’t choose the sample I like. 

Captam. A little shy, eh ! Bob, of the antlers 
that flonrish so thick aronnd yon? 

Bob. No, no; I understand yonr joke, sir; bnt 
I’re no fears of that kind, I promise yon. 

AIR.— Bob. 

My hrart it as honest, and brave as the best. 

My body*s as sound as a roarh ; 

Tho* in gay fanglsd garments I never were dressed, 
Nor stuck 191 my nob ta a coach. 

If fortune refuels to fom with my stream. 

My sacks with her riches to fU, 

Why, surely, * tie fortune alone lAof’e to blame, 
And noe honest Bob of the miU, 

My breast is as artless, and blitMe as my lay. 

From my cottage content never Jlies ; 

She it smre to reward the fatigue of the day. 

And / know how to value the prise: 

Would tl^j^irl that I love, then, but give me her 

The world U map wag at it will; 

/ iM the first ^squire, or lard of the land. 

To dishonour plain Bob of the mUl, lExeunt, 

ACT II. 

Scene 1 . — Emily discovered, reading, near the 
cottage. 

Mmily, Why should the report of a stranger’s 
arrival on the forest, so much alarm roe ? But may 
ie not, by this time, have removed me as far from 
bis memory, as his person ? Oh ! no : my Wilford 
it atill the s&me ; and, ill-fated as we are, my heart 
nnat dwell npon his fidelity with emotions of 
d^t. 

AIR.— Emily. 


, sensibility! 

Mow pure thy transports fiow. 

When even grief that springs from thee. 

It btanry in woe, 

WUhout tSss, where's the sigh oftke. 

Or blath by mace refin'd? 

Where firienash^'s sacred tear, to prove 
The triumph of the mind? 

{Emify continues reading.) 

Enter Sijt Walter Waring and Medley wUh 
his clerk's bag. 

Medley. Yes, yes ; there she is npon the layer, 
as 1 expected. 

Sir W. Why, she warbles as innocently as a little 
robin. Matt. 

*M^ley. Oh! she can waible fast enough, if 
that’s all j why, 1 dare s^ she^ turn ont, upon 
esainination, to be one 01 the litjle bordy-gnrdy 
girls that gnnd masio abont the streets of London. 

Shr IT. Bnt are yon sore that my tenant, Falr- 
lopi like a sly old fox, has picked op this pretty 


chicken for himself? Have yon evidence of the 
fact? 

Medley, To be anre, yonr worship. I’ve his 
daughter Dolly’s own eonfessioo of the whole. 

mr W. Well, I’ll firigbten her a little, but I 
cannot find in my conscience to hart her ; for every 
moment I peroeive in her fresh beauties, and ao 
forth. 

Medley, Jnstiee, yon know, sir, ahonld be blind 
on these occasions. , 

Sir W, What signifies that. Matt, when one can 
see such charms with half an eye? But what can 
she be reading? 

Medley, No good, I’ll answer for’t. 

Enter Dolly, loho seeing them, goes up to Emily. 

Dolly, At 1 live, here’s Sir Walter! We mnst 
make a enrtesy to him. {Emily rises, and modestly 
curtesys with Dolly,) 

Sv; W, They observe ns : what a pretty rogue ! 
Harkye ! young, blooming damsel! 
l>o%. Whimi of ns, and please yonr worship? 
Medley, Nqt yon. Madam Forward-step. Here, 
MiM Scapegrace, walk this way. {To EmUy.) 

Sir W, Don’t, MatU I won’t snffer yon to be so 
harsh with her. How came yon, child, into the 
limitK of this forest? 

Emily. Good heav’n! how shall I anpport my- 
self? (Aside,) 

DoUy, Why, pi nek np a good spirit, and never 
mind it. (Apart.) 

Medley, (Apart to Sir W,) As this may torn ont 
a nice point at sessions, you shoold ask her where 
she was born ; and then, how she got her bread 
from her yontb. np : that’s the practice according 
to law. 

Sir W, Bnt not exactly, Matt, according to my 
nature. 

Medley. Indeed, first of all she should be sworn. 
( Takes out a book,) 

Sir W, Well, yon may swear her; hot T cannot 
be severe with her without positive evidence of 
the fact. 

Medley, Take off yonr glove. 

Emily. What can this mean? (To DoUy.) 

DoUy, I’m sore I don’t know; bnt I’ll rnn and 
fetf'h my father. [Erif. 

SirW, Come , come, pretty one, the law requires 
yon should be sworn. 

Emily. Pray, sir, inform me, against what role 
of society have I offended, that my hnmble oharao- 
ter should be thus sompnlpusly inquired into? 

Medley, Yon hoiR bis worship’s commands, and 
that’s sufficient. 

Emily. ( 7 o Sir W.) I fear, air, I know not the 
extent of so solemn an obligation. 

Sir W. No? not an oath? Oh, fie! 

Emily, No, indeed, sir. I intreat yon will have 
the goodness to expound it to me. 

Sir W. Why, child, an oath is, as one mty say, 
a sacred kind of a — taking of a — 

Medleg. Lord ! air, I’d be above explaining it to 
her ; beiides here comes the old offender. 

Enter Fairlop. 

Sir W, Sirrah ! how dare yon? how dorst yon? — 
You may retire, child, for tne. present. ( 7 b Ennly, 
who goes out.) 

Fair. Mercy on us! what, and please yonr 
worship? 

Medley. We are come in the king’s I'xfiM to de- 
mand, Master Fairlop, who and what that llttln 
coaxing minx ia? 

Sir W. Where she comes from? and how yon 
came by her? 

Fmr. And please }ou, all I know your honour 
shall know. 
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Medley. Now for it. 

Fair. 1 foaod thig poor Emil j, a friendleia craa- 
’ tare, that the world had tamed its back upon ; and 
■o, joor honoar, I took her in — 

Medley. And keep her, in the face of the whole 
forest? • 

Sir W. Why, your betters coaid hare done no 
more. A'n’t yon ashamed of yoarself. Master 
Foirlop? 

Fair. No, indeed, yoor worship. 

Sir W. N 9 ! 

Fair. Why sHbold a poor man be ashamed of an 
act that thejrreat are so prood of] 

Medley. There’s impoaence for yon ! 

Sir W. Why, what will the wond say of yoa? 

Fmr. So long, ^our honour, as I can lie down 
with a qaiet ooiisoienoe, and rise to work under a 
good landlord, I heed not the world and all its 
malice. 

Sir W. What, have yoa no regard for yoar own 
precious soal, and so forth? 

Fair. When my poor trunk is felled, and the 
knots hewn olT, I hope that some sound plank will 
be found here, (lauvey hie hand on his oreaei) as 
well as in finer sticas with a smoother bark. 

Medley, Why, don’t you know whose tenant yoa 
are? 

Fair. Dear heart ! what a question ! 

Sir W. Ay, answer him that* « 

Fair, To be sure, I am your honour’s tenant for 
the hop-ground, the six-acre croft, and the little 
woodland plot, where I was born ; and I always 
strove hard not to be behind-hand with my rent. 

Sir IfT. Then, mark me : I’ll let it all over ^our 
head to-morrow, if you don’t discard that bewitch- 
ing little baggage directly. , 

Fair, That's rather hard ! I’ve lived under your 
worship tbree-and-fifty years — but if it must be so, 
I’ll be content. I hope your honour will get a 
lietter tenant. 

Sir JV, What, yon will be obstinate? 

AIR.--Fairlop. 

Good lack-a-day ! 

/ would not, for the land I hold. 

Nor sacks brim-fuU of British gold, 

My trust betray: 

rJU do such deed for no man% 

My maxim is, to do nty best. 

To make each creature round me blest, * 
Much more a helpless woman. [Exit. 


Sir W. What a stu^j old pollard this is. Matt! 
Medley. Why, he’ll corrupt the morals of the 
whole hamlet, his poor daughter Dolly and all. 

Sir W, lint still. Medley, as to the little warbler 
herself, I do not find, yet, that we have evidence 
of the fact. 

Medley. You know, vour worship. Bum sa^ — 
Sir W. Pooh, pooh? what signifies what Burn 
says? I question if he ever he met with so ticklish 
a case in the whole coarse of bis life. 

EtUer Bob, who whispers ip Medley, 

* Medley. A strange gentleman ! glad to speak with 
me? • 

Sir W. Here, Bob! your brother Matt wants 
me to play the very d^uce with the pretty little 
stranger at the woodside. 


5 jo, sore, your honour? 

Meo^AYour worship, to be sore, mast act as 
yon please. 

Ssr HT, If I sbonld commit ber,, you, as con- 
st^le. Bob, mast take the poor rogue to the house 
of correction. 

Bpfi. 1 could not do it, your honour, for the 


world. Lord love her little heart, what has she 
done? 

Sir W. True, Robert; that’s what 1 want to 
know : at all events. I’ll do nothing farther in it 
till I've re-examined her closely, and so fqrtb. 

Medley. I don’t see, indeed, that there can be 
any harm in re-oonsidering the case. 

Sir IF. No, none in the world; besides, we 
should hear all circamstanoes, pro and eon, idid so 
forth. 

Boh. Ay, do, your honour. Why, brother Matt, 
ygfi wa’n’t used to be a hard-hearted fellow ; par- 
ticularly to the poor girls. 

Medley. No, God forbid I ever should be ; thongh 
this is a terrible example, Bob, fgr poor Dolly. 

m 

TRIO.— Sir Walter Waring, Bob, and 
Medley. 

All. Hard is the task, m one decree, 

To blend 

Medley. Law, 

Bob. Love, 

Sir W. And demeney. 

All. But where they equally prevail. 

Let soft eompassum turn the scale. 


[Exeunt. 


Scene II . — A Garden. 
Enter DoLLY. 


Dolly. Where can this crnel monster of mine be? 

I dia not intend to let him see that I loved him this 
half year ; but if I don’t^ he mi^ still play poor 
Emily some ill-natured trick. Oh! here be is. 
As her ladyship, Mias Dinah, kindly takes our part, 
ril be upon the high ropes a little now^ as well as 
be. 

Enter MEDLEY. 

Medley. Well, Madam Dolly, what may yoar 
business be with me? for I’m rather in haste-^ 

Dolly. Lud ! what a hurry some folks are in alt 
of a sudden! If you must know, sir, | sent for you 
to tell you that you and Sir Walter are going to 
old Niok as fast as you can gallop. 

Medley, Indeed.! why, then, perhaps, you would 
not dislike to take a canter along with as? 

Dolly. You may joke and jeer, -Mr. Matt; but 
bow can you find in >oar heart to collogue ai|d plot 
against so innocent a creature t 

Medley. I collogue? I seorp your wordtfT 

Dolly. What, could you learn nothing better in 
London, Mr, Medley, than to slander a poor, innor 
cent girl, because she refhsed your brother Bob ? 
Poor spite! 

Medley. Why, if yon oome to that, didn’t you 
tell me, with your own month, that — 

Dolly, That what? 

Medley. Zliat yoar father had taken a fancy to 
her? and didn’t be acknowledge it before lua wor- 
ship himself? 

Dolly. Mercy upon os! what is this wicked world 
come to ? I ? 

Medley. What ! don’t she— now mind me, Dolly 
— are you snre and certaiu that — 

Doth. What? 

Memey. That Emily does not, now and then, by 
chance, tie yoar father’s nightcap under his chin? 

Dolly. 1 wonder you aren’t asnamed of yourself 
to look me in the face after aoeb a speech. 

Medley. ’Faith ! there may be aome oonfoanded 
mistake in thia affair, after all. {Aside.) Why, 
Dolly, I only— 

D^. My father may be poor, sir; but ask the 
whole namlot whether they ever found him dis- 
honest. 

Medley. No, Dolly : bat such a bewitching little 



8 


TBK WOODMAK. 


' [Act II. 


i^gue, joa know, migl'it (inte done ^you ho ufood: 
iltat wan all iny fear, 1 can assure you now, Dolly. 
' JktUy, 1 thought you more of a man : she's as 
innocent — 

Medky, Are you in earnest? 

Dotty. Earnest! 

^ AIR.— Dolly. 

Wh&i nexi you view the lily blow, 

Or on wild heath the driven enow, 

Toss'd rudely by the wind, r 

Tell me then, which you would conytare • 
To her who, with a form that's fair. 

Adds still a fairer mind. 

( 

Medley. Poor thing 1 if that’s th» case, I have 
been sadly to blame. But I’m glad we stopped 
proceedings. No, the law must not take its course 
— to trample down innocence and humanity ! 

Dotty. My dear Matt, do you say sol 

Medhy. "to be sore 1 do. 

Dolly. Then heaven will bless, and 1 will kiss 
you for it. {Runs and kisses him.) 

Medley. Methinks, Dolly, 1 like your blessing 
the best, at present; but did you give it me for 
yourself, or your friend? 

Dolly. Oh! half one and half t’otbsr. 

Medley. Then let me have a whole one on )fOQr 
own aocouiit; (kisses her) and now, to make my 
happiness complete, give me your hand, and say 
yon re mine for ever. 

Dotty. Lord ! yon do tease a body so, Matt ! 

MeSey. Come, come ! ' 

Dotty. Well, then, timre ; (gives her hand) but 
you most Mt my father^ consent. 

Medley. T6 be sure; and then, all’s settled and 
done, rll go and set Sir Walter right, and come 
to you both before we meet at the archery. But 
who the deuce is .this pretty water-wagtail 7 come, 
surely you ma^ tell me now. 

DoUy^ I ■can’t, indeed; but you shall know all 
about it in good time. 


DUETT.— Dolly aitdMEDLt:Y. 
Medley. Having brought my suit to issue. 


I 

Lovei 


venture close to kiss 
f Doll! dearest Doll! 


jlou. 


Dolly. 


£ver singing toU-de-rott. 

Au, but when my charms are fitting, 

SJml I then still hear you catting 
* Lovely Doll! dearest Doll! 

Ever singing tott-de-rollf 

Medley. You're a woman made for ever. 

Dolly. You're a man, sir, made for ever. 

Both. Hold your head m now, my dear. 

Such a match for you haw clever ! 

' You'll be envied far and near. 

Ever singing toll-de-roll. [^Exeunt. 




Scene III,— .A Garden. 


Sir Walter Waring diseovered. 


Sir IT. Matt Medley promised to be with me an 
hour ago. I want to know how he has managed it, 
that I may see her out of the reach of my prying 
eousio. Hold, hold! suppose, after all, she should 
prove an honest, good girl — what’s to be done 
then! Why, it will only be my core, as it is my 
dpty, to protect her innocence. But if she turns 
oi/l the little wanton baggage Medley suspects, it 
wpl be charity to take her out of the myself, 
ai^ thus prevent old Fairiop’s ruin. Hads me! 
here she is, iast at the nick. 1 most be oaatioas 
with her at nrst, till I learn how her polso beats, 
and so forth. > 


Enter Emily. 

Emily. 1 hope you'll pardon me, sir, this bold 
intrusion — 

Sir W. Make no apology, my little dear; I am 
happy to see you ; I’ll do all I can to serve you, 
depend on't. * 

^ Emily. Regardless of iny own fate, I come not, 
sir, to ask indnlgenoe for myself, but most humbly 
to solicit you in behalf of an amiable man.' 

Sir W. Ay ; who can that be, child? 

Emily. One, sir, who through, ^lirff has enjoyed 
the cheering warmth of your benevolence, and is, 
therefore, less able, in old age, to bear op against 
the severity of yonr displeasure. 

Sir W. What, old Fairlop, the woodman, yon 
mean? 

Emily. Yes, sir. 

Sir tv, A pretty amiable fellow, to be snre, 
child ! but, come, they say you’re very partial to 
him ; now confess the truth, and 1 don’t know what 
may be done. 

Enaly. Oh ! sir, I do, indeed, regard him, beyond 
what even gratitude can express. 

Sir W. That’s strange ! bat what conid yon see, 
child, in such an old delving blockhead? 

Emily. Everything that can render uian worthy 
of esteem. 1 (ear, sir, that I have been the cause 
of his present distress: restore him but to your 
protecting faS our, And dispose of me and my suf- 
lerings in what manner yon please. 

Sir W. ’Gad! that's a significant bint I don’t 
dislike, however. (Aside.) 

AIR.— Emily. 

Hear tye, and comfort shall your steps attend; 

Leave not the man of worth without a friend. 

Oh! the ravture of possessing 
Power to dispense a blessing. 

Or to raise a prostrate foe ; 

God-like he! the deed concealing, 

Who, with sympathetic feeling. 

Softens but one sigh of woe. 

Sir W. Well, child. I’ll cousider of it. 1 won’t 
detain you here any longer now. for fear of some 
inquisitive eye observing us ; so. if you’ll fix a time 
with my clerk. Medley, where I may see you again 
presently, I’ll tell yon a little more of my mind, 
and so forth. [Hmiib curtenes, and retires,’] ** Dis- 
pose of me as you please!” pretty soul! how inno- 
wntly complying ! Yes, yes ; the case now is clear 
ei.<ODgh : bat what passes me is, bow that liiuior- 
ish-tootbed old woodman could come by her. Well, 
she’s fair game now. Matt, or I wonder. Let me 
see, how wall I dispose of her? I’m too mnch 
enraptored to plan the scheme myself: Matt shall 
find out some sly corner where the little rogue 
may live as happily as the day is long; and then, 
how sung shall I be with so pretty a companion, 
to read me throngh a cold winter^s night, and ao 
forth. 

AIR.— Sir Walter. 

What mortal e'er saw such a creature? 

How psettily turn'd ev'ry feature ! 

A mouth chaitely simple, 

‘A chin deck'd with dimple, 

A cheehthat discloses 
I\dLldmm dmnask roses. 

With a lip like a ruby that's brought from afar. 

And an eye that out-twinklee the bright morning 
star. [Exit. 

Scene IV.— The librstf. 

Dolly and Medley discovered. 

Medley. Bnt where’s your innocent compnoion? 
I long to atone for my ofl’enoe* 

« 
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Dolly. Sbe’« gone up to Sir Walter'a ; for what 
purpose 1 know no more than you : but here she 
returns. 

EnUr Emily, dojeetedly. 

ModUy. Cheer op yonr little heart ; nobody will 
harm you. I'm a whimsical fellow, and take the 
wrong end of a matter, now and then, as welt as 
other folks ; but I think 1 would go as many miles 
on foof to serve one in distress, as any man upon 
the forest. 

Dolfy. Tller%! didn’t 1 tell you Matt was honest 
in grain? 

EmUy, Oh sir, but I dread the cffeots of Sir 
Wultef^s resentment. 

Meihy. Never you fear, leave him to me. 

EmUy. He directed me to consult yon about a 
further interview with him to-day. 

Dolly. What can bis worship want with her 
again? 

Medley. Some business, I fancy, that 1 only can 
settle properly between them; but, come, I've 
news for yon : have yon heard of the stranl^e gen- 
tleman just come on the forest? 

Dolfy. We have, and wish mightily to see him; 
don’t we, Emily? 

EmUy. W e do, indeed ; and mine is more than 
common curiosity. 

MedlfU. My brother Bob lirst scraped acquaint- 
ance with him. I'faitb! herfi tbey^come together 
in search of me; ^on may now satisfy your curio- 
sity while 1 examine him. 

EmUy. {To Dolly.) Let ns retire awhile, for I 
feel an agitation 1 cannot describe. 

Enter Captain O'Don n el and Bob. 


Bob, This is the strange gentleman I told you of, 
brother. 

Medley. Good day to yon, sir. 

dhptem. Sir, I’m your servant. 

Medley. I am told yon wanted to speak with 
me. 

Captain. To be sure and I do. The short and 
the long of the business is, I have lost a little run- 
away damsel, and you, ray dear, must be after 
tinding her for me. 

Medley. That's coming to the point, indeed ! 

Boh. Who knows but 'tis Miss Emily he’s 
hunting for? (Apart to Medley.) » 

Medley. That we shall soon see. ( Apart to Bob.) 
We have choice of waifs and strays on tliia fospst. 
Now here, (pointing to Emily and Dtdlyt wAaup- 
proach.) here's a pair of pretty out-lying mr, 
will either of these suityrou? 

Dolly. (Ae the Ctqttam turns.) There, now yon 
may see ; is that anything like him? (To EmUy.) 

kmilu. Oh ! no. 

Medley. Here, lasses, yon must help this honest 
gentleman to find his sweetheart. 

Dolly. I hope, sir, she's worth looking for. 

Ao6. For my part, I hope it won't turn out a 
wild-goose chase. 

Captain. You all seem to think it a very good 
joke, but, as a stranger among yon, let me nope 
for yonr good wishes, at least 
* £mUy. Yon have mine, air, from a sympathizing 
heart. 

Dolly. And I wish that yoo may recover your 
wandering mistress with all my sonl. 


GLEE.— Emily, Dolly, ami Bob. » 

Mistress Coy ! where art thou roomgt 
Ohl stay and hear thy true-love comtify. 

That can sing both high and low, 

Tr^ no farther, )aretty sweeting, 

Jpumeys end m Imiers’ meeting, 

Ev'ry wise manU eon.doth know. 


Seek for love, but not bereaper ; 

Present nurth has present laughter ,* 

What^s to come u stUl unsure. 

In delay there lies no plenty; 

Flee not bliss, then, sweet, and twenty; 

YouiKs a season won't endure. 

[Ezeunf Emily, Dolly, and Bob, 

Medley. Well, but this is an odd kind of story. 
Captain. Come, as we are by onrselves, what sort 
of a damsel have you lost? 

^Captain. Now, 'faith! that's the very thing I 
came to learn of yonrself. But I’m sorry the dear 
blue-eyed girl has left us so soon, without leave. 

Medley. What the devil! don't you know yonr 
own mistress? 

Cautain. (Laughing.) Pallilnh! but that’s a good 
joke ! Why, my dear, she's no mistress of mine. 

Medley. Notyonr’s? 

Captam. Not at all. I'll tell you, as a secret : it’s 
my friend’s. 

Medley. Oh! your friend’s is it? 

Captam. To l>e sore and it is. 

Mwley. What an opportunity for treating Miss 
Di with a specimen of my cousin Tipperary’s 
courtship ! unless her shape should mar the joke. 
(Aside.) Well, but. Captain, let’s know a few of 
tU^ marks and colours : is she fair or brown, fat or 
lean? 

Captain. Why, that, upon my conscience, I for- 
got to ask ; but, as near as I can guess, by my 
friend’s taste, shemnst be a clever, plnmpisb kind 
of creature; just about neither one thuig nor t’other, 
d’ye see? 

Medley. Come, then, 'Captain, to keep yon no 
longer in suspense, yonr friend’s lass is lodged iot 
far off. 

Captain. But are you in earnest? 

Medley. To be sure I am. Now whatt 'will you 
say if I take you to her directly ? 

Captain. Oh ! but will you now, mv dear fellow? 
Give me your hand ; and after that, IMl give yon an 
opportunity of doing myself a little favour, if you 
please. 

Medley. What’s that, Captain? 'Tw as lucky that 
I told Miss Di, this moruiug, she would be run 
away with. (Aside.) 

Captain. Only to tell me where I may find that 
little blue-eyed fawn, as a recompense for my own 
pains. 

Medl^. And why not hamper Sir Walter with 
him a little at the same time, and so rggone poor 
Emily, who may be the lass he’s in Search of, after 
all? (Aside.) 

Captain. But wbat are you prosing so muoh 
abont to yourself, little fellow ? 

Medley. Why, I’m thinking that this may be a 
service of some danger, as wml as honoor. 

Captam. So innch the better. 

Medley. Yon can talk big, and fight a little, upoD 
occasion?^ 

Captain. (Sternly.) Is it a laugh, sir, yon are 
after putting upon a soldier? 

Medley, who, me?— don’t look so fierce, Cop- 
tain,>UBOt I, opon iny word. 

Captajn. I’d have you learn, sir, that, when ne- 
cessary, I can fight a great deal, and say nothing at 
all abont it. 

Medley. Why, that's better still; then are me 
yonr hand, my dear friend, and now miuA wbat 1 
say to yon. 

Captam, Well, proceed. 

MMley. You see that great hboae? (Pomting to 
the numsion,) 

Captain. Very well. 4 

Medley, That is Sir Walter Wiring's, wheMkbe 
is to be found. 

Captam. The devil she is now ! 


I 
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Medky, Oar forest lir has not disa^^ed with 
her : yoa’ll find her as plnmp as a partridge. How 
Sir Walter came hjr her, that yon must learn ; but 
he has always been a devil 'or a fellow, , from his 
youth, for fighting and wenching. 

Captam. Oh! be easy: let me see whether he 
won’t give her up to me. And a fighting fellow, 
too! 

Medley. You’ll be able to speak to her now, as 
he is riding in the park. Ask for the young ladv ; 
00 can’t mistake her, as she is the only one in the 

ODBC. ^ 

Captam. To be sure, and I won’t beat up the old 
bock’s quarters. I perceive you’ve a little intrigue 
and frolic in this desert forest, as well as in Ireland’s 
own self. * 

Medley. And why not? 

AIR.— Medley. 

OKI Ufe'e a gay forest, like merry Sherwood, 
Tantarra, my hoys I 

Abounding with fish, fleeh, and fowl, that is good; 

These are your joys! \ 

When the soft mountain-roe 
Is skipping — soho! 

Or trwuing — teigho! ^ 

It wilt happen so! ^ 

This, this is the time, if it's well understood. 

For the sport of that forest, dear merry Sherwood. 

In such forests where game will for ever arise, 

Tantarra, my hoysl t 

We may chace ev^ry light-footed pleasure that flies; 
These are y^htr joys ! 

SlUy, then, mark the doe, 

Thai's skipping — soho! 

Or tripping— teigho! 

It wilt happen so! 

For the well-flavour d ven'son, dear me! is so good, 
That is shot by an arrow in merry Sherwood. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene V.— A Room in Sir Walter Waring's house. 

Miss Pi Clackit discovered. 

Miss Di. I hope the archery will go off well ; or 
my sweet cousin will never let me hear the last of 
it, never bear the last of it. He has been endea- 
▼ouring to turn it into ridicule all through the 
hamlet,<f^is morning. What woman of spirit, but 
myself, would endure the mortilying controul that 
I do 'I But I'll match him one day or other, when 
he least expects it. Where the deuce can this girl 
be? {Rings the bell, and caUs at the same time.) 
Bridget, Bridget! 

Enter Bridget. 

Bridget. Did you call, your ladyship K 
Miss Di. Call ! to be sure I did call, and have 
called for yon this half-hour. Is my archery dress 
ready? quite ready? for, let me teU you — 

Bridpet. Yes, your ladyship ; and I think your 
ladyship will look more handsomer in it than ever 
1 see yon in all my horn days — 

MissDi. There, there! now you are going to 
crack the drum of my ear with your eternal 
talking. 

AIR.— Miss Di Clackit. 

Young women should shun tittle-tattle; 
lake sun-dials, never should prattle; 

Just tell what they're ask'd, and be still. 

SsU puis are so idle, 

Theur tongue they won't bridle. 

So gtdlop it goes, hke the clack of a mill. 


We gent^ you never hear rattle, 
lake furies engag'd m a battle: 

Of talking we soon have ourfitt. 

But girls are so idle, dfe. 

Yon may go about yone business— *may go about 
your business. [Exit Bridget.] What the deuce is 
there in talking, that people are so excessively 
food of it — excessively fona of it? For my part — 

Re-enter Bridget.^ * 

Well, what’s the matter? what’s the matter now? 
how often have 1 told you — 

Bridget. There’s a gentleman in the hall wishes 
to speak with your ladyship : he says he came from 
Mr. Medley. 

Miss Di. Wants to speak with me, child? wants 
to speak with me? What kind — what sort of a gen- 
tleman? Is the girl dumb? why don’t you answer? 
why don’t you— 

Bridget. Oh ! a comely, genteel person as you 
could wish to see, my lady ; but be talks a little 
like a foreigner. 

MissDi. Came from Medley ! Then, I find, there 
was something in his hint to me this morning, 
about a new admirer. (Aside.) Shew him in im- 
mediately : how like a stupid statue the girl stands ! 
[RjriV Bridpet.^i I like foreigners, and everything 
that's foreip. He must have heard of iny sitna- 
tion, and, in the true spirit of foreign gulantry, 
wishes to release me from this hideous captivity. 
There’s no resisting one's fate. But I fear he has 
caught me in a horrid deshabille— horrid deshabille. 
(Arros^tnp her dress in the glass.) 

Enter Captain O’Donnel. 

Captain. ’Faith! and I believe, Arthur, pon 
have blundered into a small mistake here. (Astde.) 

Miss Di. (Curtesging low.) Sir, you do me ho- 
nour by this visit. But you seem a little sur- 
prised; you need not be alarmed, for Sir Walter— 

Captam, Oh ! madam, never fear me : I’m not to 
be alarmed by all the Sir fighting Walters on the 
I forest. (Looking at her inquisitively.) 

Miss Di. Well, Bridget was qiiile right; he is a 
I fine, bold map, indeed; and sure enough — (Aside.) 
j Captain, (Looking round.) Y ou’ve some agreeable 
fen^afe, I presume, as a companion about your 
per on, madam? 

fdssDi. Not a soul, sir: 1 ’m confined here, as 
you see, by my solitary self. 

Captain. Then there can be no mistake. This 
roust be the little fellow’s partridge ; and a plump 
partridge she is, sure enough. (Aside.) 

Miss Di. Pray, what may be the commands, sir, 
with which you have to honour me? You know, 
sir, that — 

Captain. To be sure, and are you not the dear 
creature 1 have travelled so many weary miles to 
look after ? 

Miss Di. That’s a question you, sir, can best 
resolve; it would ill become me to — (Affecting 
bashfulness.) 

Captain, Ob ! it’s her own self, 1 perceive ; 
thoagb she's growoiold enough for the lad’s mother- 
in-law, at least : but that’s bis business, and not 
mine. (Aside.) Oh! miss, we were afraid we had 
lost you for ever. 

Miss Di. Too long have I been lost, indeed, sir. 
Oh f the tedious moments that — 

Captain. Three short years seem to have made a 
little alteration in you, miss, for the better. 

MissDi. Better, sir! I thought, for the last 
twelve months, my poor heart would have been 
broken : my grief of heart— 
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Capiain. 'Well, then, under mil yonr sorrowi tod 
concerns, miss, it’s m pleasant thing to see you look 

if us JH. Jolly, sir ! My sighs and tears, at 
one time, had nearly ^om ,ine into a cousomp- 
tion. 

Captain. Now, a oonsin-german of mine, in the 
county of.Sligo, by bottling np her tears too much 
in a hurry, fell, poor soul, into a devil of a 

^ils DL You've heard — yon’ve heard, no doubt, 
sir, of my dralorable fate ? 

Captam, To be sure ; and of the old baronet*a 
tricks, into the bargain: but how came you with 
him at all, dear miss? 

Jftfs Di. It was my cruel destiny: perhaps you 
have not heard how? I’ll tell you the whole, sir: 
111 tell you- 

Captain. Oh! you may spare yourself all that 
trouble : little Mittimus, the justice’s clerk, told 
me every syllable. — If these are her “ mild mebdy 
accents,'^ what a comical ear must poorWiliord 
‘ have for music! {Ande.) But come, madam, thank 
your stars that your faithful admirer is arrived ; 
that old square-toes, our uncle, is gone to take a 
peep at the other world ; and that you may now, if 
yon please, be made a happy creature for your life 
to come. , ^ 

Miss Di. Dear sir, yon only flatter a woman’s 
weak credulity — weak credulity. But to whom 
do I owe the honour of so agreeable a visit — this 
agreeable visit? for 1 blush to own — 

Captain. My name. Miss, is Arthur O’Donnel, 
Esquire. I have the honour to command a company 
in Dillon’s brigade; would laydown my life for my 
friend; and am arrived, with your leave, to take 

J rour sweet self to liberty, and the man you must 
ove and adore. 

MwIH. But, surely, sir, you are rather too im- 
* patient — too impatient : besides, you know, sir, it 
requires time — 

Captain. Time ! oh ! have as little to do with that 
old rap as you can help. 

Enter BRIDGET, kaatUy. 

Bridget. La! ma’am, Sir Walter’s getting oil' his 
horse at the keeper’s lodge, and will be wiOiin in a 
few minutes. ^ [Exit. 

Miss Di. How unfortunate ! but the wretch is 
always in the way — always in the way. Dear sir, | 
must beg the favour of you to retire ; I am afroiA 
that — • 

Captain, Oh ! never fear me, madam. Let him 
come with his fighting face, and we’ll see who has 
the best pretensions to you. 

Miss Di. But I’m alarmed beyond measure for 
the conseouence. I intreat you to leave me for the 
present — leave me for the present ; and hereafter, 
yon know — 

Captain. Well, but if I file off*, and suffer the 
enemy to re-possess the garrison, will yon guarantee 
me another speedy interview, and hold yourself in 
readiness for a quick march at a moment’s notice ? 

Miss DL That requires a little consideration; 
hut I’ll talk with Medley on the subject, and from 
him expeot to bear when and wh^e you may see 
me again: but may 1 rely on your honourable pro- 
tection for a poor, helpless virgin that — [Exit. 

_ A IR.— Captain O’Donnel. 

Oh! fear tud mg courage proved over and over : 
Tour soldier unU rout coca impertinent lover ; 

With a row^dom! til guard you, the foe ehaU your 


If Ao to foB in love here, must have tumbled, faith! 
pretty high. 


With wide-epreading eharwu, tike the Lake ofKd-- 


Dear creature, on! Ueten to none of their blarney. 

With a rom-dom, ^c. 

Your true-hearted lad ie come galloping to you: 

Oh ! the ealnumdeap'e nought to hie fyht to pur^. 
sue you. 

With a row~dom, 

Ilmr ehort date of beauty, your gUb tongue con- 
trasting, 

Lite our own Oiani*s-causewag, will prove susr- 
laeting. 

WUR a row-dow, in. 

[Exit. 

Scene VI.— 7%e Foreet. 

Medley discovered. 

Medley, So far, I fancy, this little noddle of mine 
has succeeded pretty well. Miss Di, I should 
hope, is by this time smitten with ray cousin Tip- 
perary ; for I mistake my man, if, in this first visit, 
he m^e himself noderstood to be courting for any 
one but himself. Now must I contrive a few whim- 
sical appointments, like so many cross-bills in 
chancery ; bat with this difference, that mine are 
not intended to create but to prevent misdiief. 

• 

Enter Captain O’Donnel. 

• 

Medley. Well, my friend, did you meet with her 
as I informed you ? 

Captain. To be sure, and I did; for which I 
heartily thank you, my dear fellow. 

Medley. You found her well, I hope? 

Captam, Yes, hearty enough, considering the 
poor creature has almost fretted herself into a con- 
sumption. 

Medley. Alter'd a little, no doubt? 

Capt. Indeed, and you may say that: why she’s 
so plaguily altered, that she does not look like the 
same creature. 

Medley. But how should yon know that, Cap- 
tain? I thought you bad never seen her before. 

Captain. But haven’t I seen her lover paint her 
to me a tbouaand times over? though I now per- 
ceive, that he always took a very flattering likAiess. 

Enter Bob. 

Bob. His worship wants you, brother, directly. 

Medley, And 1 his worship ; and I fancy on the 
same bu8uie.H8. 

Captain, Robert, you’re an honest fellow ; and 
I’m not a littib indebted to you, my dear. (Shaking 
him by the hand.) 

Bob. None in the least, sir. 

Medley. You wished, Captain, to learn something 
farther about the little nymph with the blue 
sparklers? 

Captain, To be sure and I did ; and you’ll assist 
me. Upon my conscience, but it’s a pleasant thing 
to be able to do a good turn, now and then, by^one 
anoUier, an’t it. Bob? 

Bob. Ay, that it is, for certain. 

Medley. Well, then, go with my brother down 
lotlie Ball-faced Stag; call for a bottle of wine, 
and by the time yon’re eat down to it, I’ll be with 
you, and give you the clue you want. 

Captain, My dear little fellow, how fyiendly will 
that be ? Come along, Bob ! wo’H aoon draw the 
cork, boy, and drink to the lass we like best on 
the forefel! 
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TRIO.^Capt. 0*Donnel, Medley, omiBoB. 

ShoM mirth be observ'd by her to declme. 

They recntU her bright bmp with a flask of good 
wine; 

When the gbss circbs rousid, astd onr spirits im- 
prove, 

Bow sweet flows the bumper to friendship and hve! 


ACT HI. 

Scene I. — The Forest, 

WiLFORD discovered, 

Wilf. Which way can I shape my further coarse 
with any prospect of success 1 1 have met witii no 
one except a savage train of hunters, and they made 
but a sport of my distress. Yon track seems the 
most beaten, and may lead me to our appointed 
rendezvous : 1*11 explore my way thither, in ex- 
pectation of some tidings fcbm iny friend’s pnrsuit; 
but my heart at this moment misgives me, and tells 
me, tliat Emily is estranged from it for ever! 

AIR.— WlLFORD. 

*Tis in vam for succour calling, 

Hope no more my bosom cheers; 

Cruel fate that bliss appalling, e 
With her scroll of joyless years. 

Come, desj^ir, andUislraction confound me ! 
Add stul to my life's wretched load; 

And while your mix'd horrors surround me, 

This desert of wildness shall be my abode. 

Captain. (Behind.) Hillibo! hilliho! ho! 

Wuf. That most be his welcome voice ! Hallo ! 
boy, hallo ! 

Entor Captain O’Donnel. 


yon ever the honour of e tdte-a-tete, Wilford, with 
a pretty blooming damsel in a hop-ground I 

Wilf. Indeed, [ take this veryi unfriendly. 
O’Donnel. 

Captain. What, th^t I won’t give up the chance 
of my own little wild doe, to go immediately after 
yours, which I’ve got safe enough in the toils for 
you? 

Wilf. Direct me but the way — 

C(g>tain. Well, then, if you* are in such haste — 
you see that little crooked gladeway straight be- 
fore yon ; it leads to the village near which she 
lodges. Inquire for the sign^of the Stag with the 
bald, white countenance; halt there ; and, in half- 
ah-liour. I’ll be with you, and conduct you to your 
rivulet Emily. 

Wdf. But may I depend upon you ? 

Captain. Oh ! as sure as late. fExiV Wilford."] 
Poor fellow ! what a devil of a job will it be, if, 
after all this trouble, he should lind his Emily scr 
alte^d, that his own eyes and ears can’t put a re- 
menibraDoe upon her I Give Arthur O’Donnel the 

f irl neither quite so plump, nor so fond of changing. 

'o be sure, and I’m not going to meet a little crea- 
ture just Ulster my own heart! and, oh! will I not 
love her as long as the frailty of mv nature will 
permit? ay, that I will, by the — but be easy, Ar- 
thur; let m^ swear by something that will not dis- 
grace her. 

AIR.— C APT. O’Don n.;l. 

By her own lovefy self, that's my choice and delight; 
By that form i could gaze on from mommg till 

By that bosom, so prettily veil'd front my sight, 

I swear to adore the dear creature! 

By the smUes on that cheek, I could ever carese : 

By the stars, which Iter forehead so briUkuiHy aress; " 
By those lips, which my owtt pair would w i lli ngly 
press; 

I swear to adore Jite dear creature! 


My dear friend, how rejoiced am 1 to see yon ! 

Captain, And you may thank the luck of it, Wil- 
ford, thot I should make a lilnnder upon you so 
soOn* 

Wilf. Well, what success? 

Captain. ’Faith! as to the success, d’ye see? 
whv Wan’^very well tell. 

Have you seen or heard anything of my 

Emily? 

Captain. To be sure 1 have seen her ; and for 
the matter of that, have heard a little about her 
into the bargain. 

Wilf. Say, then, where, and how is she? 

Captain. Ob ! she’s not far off ; and, let me tell 
yon, one of the plnmpest and sleekest does on 
the forest. * 

Wilf, Spoke she not of me with passionate anx- 
iety? 

Captain. Not a greet deal of that, though she 
talked pretty freely, too ; bat the poor creature, 
Wilford, has lost all the ** mild, melody accents” 
iitbe^on told me so muoh about. 

’ Wuf, Pooh ! is this a time for jesting? 

Cnpf. The devil a jest ! However, you’ll soon 
' see hi^, and judge for yourself : beside, vou’ll have 
to learn something about her and an old fighting 
Sir Walter, where she’s just gone on a comicu 
kind of visit, which I can hardly make head or 
ttolof! 

Wilf. Visit to an old lighting Sir Walter! What 
. call all this mean? Ob! ny with me instantly to re- 
lieve my iimdenoe. 

4 !— bat I’ve a 

im^tience of my own to fly with first. Had 


.Scene VIII. — A Hop-ground. 

Var 'tous parties of Hop-piekers working at the cribs; 
myn tahng down the hop-poles, d$*r. 

\ CHORUS. 

r Hail to the vine of Britmn's vale! 

Whose stores reflne her nut-brown ale. 

Till that like nectar flows; 

Whose virtues to this isle confin'd. 

Are settt to cheer a Briton's mind. 

Too gen'rous for his foes. 

Enter Fairlop. 

Fair. Come, strike ! strike, lads and lasses ! 
ou’ve done a fair morning’s work ; and now all 
ands to the kiln to dinner! 

[Exeunt Hop-pickers, .d;e, 

r 

•Enter Medley. 

Medley, I have luckily nicked the time, I find. 
Bnt where’s my consin Tipperary 7 Unless I trap 
this wild bird first, my whole plan will be de- 
stroyed. 

Enter Captain O’Donnel. 

Captmn, Well, my dear — 

Medley. Ecod ! I fear it’s not so well. 

Captam, Why, what’s the matter, my little 
fellow! 



fiC£NE 1.] 

> Medley* Oalj your frit nd’i damsel's about to be 
moved off, that's all. 

Ctyfiain. What is't you meao? Is it game you're 
makingl 

Medley. Sir Walter bearing, I suppose, of your 
search after her, has, some how or othei;^ pre- 
vailed upon her to be secretly conveyed to one of 
his tenants on the other side of the forest, and 
daed this time and place to meet her for that pur- 
pose. * • 

Captain. And after all her fine speeches and pro- 
mises to me? — But where's my little grig? she 
won't slip through my fingers after this manner, I 
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p. No, no ; you're safe enough there ; 1 
was obliged, you know, to put ofl'her copiing for 
fear of a discovery. — But see, yonder appears one 
of the party : and the other, no doubt, will soon 
follow/ 

Captain. And Arthur O’Donnel will soon i^ake 
another amongst them. 

. Mudley. Suppose, then, we conceal ourselves • 
hereabouts, and observe their motions? , 

Captain. With all mv soul \ 

Medley, But see wnat a deuced black cloud { 
there is coming up with the wind ! ( The light gra- ; 
dually diminishea. ) I 

Captain. Well, and what of ttiat? * i 

Medley, Why, a’n't you afraid, Captain, that it ! 
will pepper your fine jacket for yon ? < 

C^taxn, bill not at all: a soldier's jacket is | 
not made for sunshine ; and mine, I know, won't I 
turn its back to a flying shower. ^ ! 

^ Medley. If that is the case, step you behind that 
pile of hop-poles, while I get on the snog side of ' 
this tree. | 

Captain. Do so, little fellow. 'Faith, and I have , 
hid myself in many a worse ambusoade before j 
mow.. (CoHCsalina himselj.) 

Medley, Here ne comes, and the storm close at ! 
his tikirts. (Retires behind the tree.) 

Enter SlR WALTER WARING. 

Sk IF. I don't much like the looks of the wea- 
ther — But here am 1, snugly arriyed first. 

Captain, (Peeping.) To lie sure, my gld Cock- 
atoo, and you are not! (Aside.) 

Sir W. The sun seems to put rather a black face i 
upon it ; but the hop-pickers are all out of tbcLj 
way. Surely, I can find a little shelter for her !— ^ 
What a lucky opportunity to settle matters witli 
the pretty rogue f 

Captain. And with me at the same time, if you 
please. (Aside,) 

Sir IV, Didn't I hear somebo^? No; 'twas 
only a rustling among the vines. Who knows, but 
the little bashful hussy may be half concealed 
amongst them? I'H take a peep, and so forth. 

( Walts into the hop-ground ) 

Captain. There's an abominable old gander for 
you ! (Aside.) 

Medley. (Peeping.) Hush, hush I for the hen 
bird's now. on wing! 

Enter Miss Di Clackit in her archery dress. 

Miss Di. How indiscreet to consent to this in- 
terview ! 

Captai^^^ydeed, miss, and you may say that. 
(Aside,) 

. MissDi. He's a man of honour, no doubt. — But, 
bless me ! how the sky lowers. What shall I do 
Jf I’m caught in a tempest? 

Captain, Indeed, mus, and you deserve a good 
soppi ug for your pains ! (ulsufe.) 

Miss Di, [ thought I heard a footstep this way ! 


Captain. Your own, my dear; for you tread 
none of the lightest. (Aside. — Miss mH Ctaekit 
goes into the hop-ground. A tempestuous shower 
comes on. Captain O^Donnel and Medley laugh.) 

Medley. 'Faith, they’ve got a souser! 

Captam. 8o much the better. To be sure, aud 
I won't wing the old cock-bird for crossing upon 
my own sport. (Storm ceases.) 

QUA RTETTO..— Miss Di Clackit, Sir Walter 

Waring, Captain O’Donnel, and Medley. 

^wfetiley** | Mart tom the cooing p&ir draws near! 

Miss Di irty, Captam? 

Sir W. Emily! 

Both. Pm here! 

Where are you? — Here in half-drown'd 
state i 

^edley*^ | Mari / the old ring-dove calls his mate ! 

Medley, And now. Matt, must you avoid an no- 
timely explanation. 

^ [Exit. — Sir WaUer and Miss Di refum, 

and first discover each other with asto- 
nishment. as Captain O'Donnel advances 
between them, unbuttoning hislappeby and 
• carelessly throwing the rain off his hoi. 

Captain. What a mighty pretty joke is love in a 
shower! (Looking at them alternately,) 

Sir W. Upon iny sonl, madam, I can't say that — 
that I expected the honour of this dnoking to — to 
meet yon here. 

Miss Di, ( Confused.) Nor I, sir, the pleasure of 
catching my deatb^ for the — the felicity of seeing 
you here. — ^Provoking wretch ! (Aside.) You may 
think, sir — 

Captam. Ob, pallilnh! I did not hope for the 
honour of expecting yon here ! nor I the pleasure 
of seeing you there! (imitating them) when you 
had both contrived the whole farce beforehand, 
except the happiness of seeing mj own self any- 
where. 

Miss Di. This is very extraordinaiy befaifHoar 
in yon, sir. (To the Captain.) 

Sir W. And have I caoght yon out, coasin Pru- 
dery, at last? (Exultinglg.) ^0 

Miss Di, Wnat is it you mean, sir? Tcame — 

iS^ir W. To learn to pick bops according to the 
articles of war: bat jon've got a good sopping for't, 
and so forth. (Apart to her.) 

Captam. There's an honest fellow in the world, 
madam, who has reason to expect better usage at 
your bands. 

Sir W. Excellent! What say you (0 that, coz? 
Though she ibis fiusbed ray pretty game, I can 
match her, for now 1 shall be able to silence her 
clapper by positive evidence of the fact. (Aside.) 

Miss Di. To you, sir, 1 hope I shall find time to 
explain myself ; and as to my cousin Wiseacre — 

[Exit. 

Captain. Oh! madam, the thing is bad enough 
without any further explanation. 

Sir W. And pray, sir, who may you be, that 
come in this impudent, blustering manner, to poach 
after a part of my family ? 

Captain. Part of your family? That’s a good 
joke, my old boy ! (toughing) bat I'll soon settle 
that. As you’re such a devilish fighting fellow, 
d’ye see? why, you may be pleased to give me a 
little account of your own seV, for daring to pre«- 
Bume to seduce the mistress of my friend. 

Sir IT. I seduce I 1 a fighting fellow 1 . 

Ciylam. Gome, oome; make no more words 
about it : yon'll meet me, my old buck, without 
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further ceremony, on this very epot, to-morrow 
morning, at enn-eet; that I majr not be oompelled 
to post yon npon erery pole in yonr own hop- 
ground. 

Sir W, (Looking inquiiiiiotlv at him.) D^! if 
I think this fellow’^s anythinff bat abtHy, after all! 
I'll try him, however. (Artae,) Lopkye! Captain 
Bonnoeabont, I have served three campaigns, in 
our oonntry militia, with some credit ; and, let me 
tell yon, air, I am no more afraid than yoa, o** any 
other man, of lire, sword, and so forth. ' 
Captain. So mnch the better, my dear. 

DUETT.— SiR< Walter Waring and Captain 
O'Don NEL. 


The dreadful wetgiions choose, sir. 
No, that I must rvfune, sir; 
Wr'U bring enough. 

Then light in huf, 

’Twill make important news, sir. 


Sword, pike, and hand-prenade, 

IVill prove us not afraid; 

Captain. « With these try well \ . , . . 

Sir W. \ WUh theie you tUuk J *"* "*> 

But being brave, 

rU only have * 

gfS!" !“*«*“• 

[fSxeunt, 

Scene III. , 


Medley. Par to tH yoitr gUb tangms, 
lAMe huteks, you know,— 

I Como,pn^,lttuigo. 

Medley. I've only tnf one pair of ears. 
Med.ficBob. Pretty dears! 

Female Archers, (AU talking toaether.) Bot K 
say, Mr. Medley! Now, dear Mr. Medley ! &e. 

Medley. Hallo! why, if yon keep up this clatter, 
1 tell you anrain, that all the game will break the- 
bounds of the forest. Here, Betsy Blewit, stand 
by the side of her : very well. Sukey Wheatsheaf,. 
and Jenny Whitethorn, yoa are next; now let the 
rest drop in, two and two. Bat where the deaee 
are the little woodside nymphs? 

Boh. riljro and fetch them, brother. 

Medley, Do, Bob ; tell them they'll be too latOp 
if they don't put their best foot first. [BnT Bob, 

Kitty. Somebody, I see, thinks there'll be no 
sport if some folks aren't here. (AU laugh.) 

I Medley. Smartly said, Kitty. I don't know how 
they may shoot an arrow, but you must take care, 
or some folks will hit as far with their sparklera a» 
the best of you. Now, strike ap, pipers. 

XiR.— M edley. 

Come, lasses, follow me. 

With merry glee. 

To sports of woodland archery. 


Medley discovered, in an archery dress, with a 
bugle horn. 

Medley. (Laughing.) What would I give to 
know how they’ve settled their matters ! bat we 
shall have it piping hot when Miss Di comes on 
the forest. I'll warrant it. Now to master my fe- 
male troop. (Wistds his bugle.) 


Enter Bob. 


Boh. Here they come, brother Matt; and a 
pretty shew they make, sure enough. [Female 
Archers trip in, prodded by forest colours, and a 
pastoral band of murir.] 

hfgfiey. Weil, my sprightly lasses* now fall in, 
andvA'n aoon marcn off to the oak, and see who's 
to win the pretty prize heifer. 


SBSTETTO^Medle Y , Bob, and Female A rchers. 


Female 

Archers. 


^ But nand, 
income, dw 



I say. 


Medley. What the deuce is the matter? 
Bob. How neatly they prattle ! 

Medley, tfyou keep such a clatter— 

Bob. What sweet pretty prattle! 

Medley. No game on the forest wiU stay— 


F. Arch. 
&Bob. 

M.dl.y. 


Blit hence it will fly, 

7o old Nick, in a trice, to get 
your way. 


out of 


Medley. Now, don't stretch your lungs— 
F. Areh. ITe mfiMf not yesnr sneers. 


CHORUS OF FEMALE ARCHERS. 

We'll follow thee. 

To sports of woodland archery, 

[Medley puts himseif at their head, and tbsy 
march off to the repeat of the Ckorue. 

Scene IV.— The Forest. 

Dolly iUscovered, with her bow, Ipc. 

Dolly, Dear, dear! wbat can I do? We shall 
ertainly be too late. And yon will not go’ (Spedk- 
ftg to Emily behind.) How can yon he ao nnkind? 

Enter Bob. 

Bob. Come, come, my pretty onea ; they are all 
marched to the ground, with music and streamen;. 
and by this timelier lady ship, Mias Dinah, ia tfam. 
Matt aent me to look for yon. Bat where's IQIi 
Emily? 

Dolly. 'Diere she aits under that tree, ■ndudll^ 
badge an inch for all 1 can aay to her. 

Enter Emily. 

Emily. I beg you to excuse me, Dolly: let me 
go back; aay I am anwell.^ 

Bo6. Now, pray yon, Miss Emily, come aloi^ 
with na ; the sight will be worth nothing without 
you. 

GLEE. 

Hark! the bugle's sylvan strtdn. 

Calls tu to the sportive plain: ,, , ^ 

Scene iff artlese love! ^ 

ShspherdsJaUhful tales adaantmg. 

Maidens' hsarts m tran^orts dauemg, 

Hauou mau then nravef 

Hmo blusfid, HZ, the wood^iyniphs' green retreat. 
Where love and mnoceuee enraptur'd meet! 

[Eaeuat. 
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THE WOODMAN. 


1 $ 


Scene V^Kkw oftk§ Oat. 

T§nis, targets tforeit eohure, Sfe, Female Ardure, 
ranged on each wing. A ffaneo, tn character , 
commences on Miss Dl Ci^CKIT’s entering, and 
taking her seat at the front of t/m forest. At the 
close of the donee, MEDLEY winds his bugle horn, 
and the Female Archers take their respective 
posts. 

Miss Di. ( Walking down through the ranks.) Are 
they all bere? are they all ready? 

Medley. We are all ready, qaite ready, madam. 
Where tne deace can my little haasiea be? (Aside.) 

Miss Di. As they are all ready, you may sound 
the charge, and Let the archery commence , though 
I don’t know — < Medley winds his bugle.) ^ 

Enter Emily, Dolly, and Bob. 

Dolly. (To Etnily.) That's her ladyship. Sir 
Walter’s cousin, sitting alone. (Medley observes 
them, as the two first archers stand forth.) 

Medley. Oh! yon're come at last! but you’re 
lost your turns ; so, stay here, Dolly, till I call you ; 1 
for I must attend the targets. (The shooting com- ~ 
mences cross-ways at targets placed on each side of 
the oak. Medley holding m his hand a card, on which 
to mark the different shots.) • • 

Medley. (After the first shots.) Pretty well, 
Kitty, but levelled a little too high. Better, inueb 
better, Betsy Blewitt ; just within the third circle : 
very well, indeed. two other shots.) Oh ! bad, 

Tery bad! (Two others.) Excellent! well done, 
Jenny ! within three inches of the bnll's eye. Let 
me see who'll beat that. 

Miss Di. Who’s nearest. Medley? who’s near- 
est? who’s nearest? 

Medley. Oh ! madam, Jenny Hawthorn, hollow. 

^ (Shews Miss Dinah the marked card; while the 
* Female Archers march to music for their arrows, and 
return to different sides.) 

Medley. (Takes Dolly out to shoot.) Now for it, 
now, Dolly ! 

Miss Dl. Don't rattle and talk so fast, Aledley ; 
yon confuse them, you oonfusetbem; besides, if 
they — 

Medley. Oh! worst of all, Dolly ! No heifer for 
you, Doll. But yon think a good husfaund prize 
eoongh for one day, I snppose? (Apart.) 

Dolly. Of all conscience. Matt ; I am content, /j 

Elder WiLFORD and Captain O’Donnel, neor^ 
the oak. 

Wilford. Where is the perfidious Emily? 

Captain. Oh! there she sits, (pointing to Miss 
JH.) just as unconcerned as if nothing had happened 
at all. 

Wilford. ( Walking towards Miss Di, starts back, 
etnd turns to the Captain.) Why add mockery to 
By distress ? 

Mdas Di. Ob! the Captain's here. I’ll pretend 
not to obserye him. fA^e.) 

Medley. (On Emuy adoancing to shoot.) Don't 
be alarmed, there’s a dear. 

Captain. But here's a creature, Wilford ! here's 
one (beciwmng to Wilford) after ns^' own choice. 
(At this isutant EmUy shoots, and hits the centre of 
the target. Bugle sounds.) 

Medley. She^s won it! she’s won it! 

f ^ CHORUS. 

To hsoiitp's ehtfft^ the prike decree. 

In strains of ancient minstrelsy. 

( Wiffbrd and Emily at this instant behold each 
other; she sinks on DcBffs arm; the Cap- 
tain mne andmyn^s her , ) 


Wifford. Can it be possible? 

C^^. Ob! tery possible: keep a little back. 
(To Wilford.) It's only a small flustention at ■ 
ing me ; 'twill soon be over: see bow she reyi 


reyives 

at the sound of my own Toiee ! (Emily recovers.) 

Wdford. Oh! my Emily ! 

Euuly. And do I live again to behold my faithful 
Wilfo3? 

Medley. Ob, ob ! the pretU lost lamb's owned at 
last! the plot will unravel fast: I must to Sir 
Woater, and, by a foil confession, secure a free 
pardon. [£jnl. 

Miss Di. What is tbe matter? wbat is the oanse 
of this confusion? Pray, sir, bowjiaye 1 deserved 
this usage? am I so altered that you don’t recol- 
lect me—don’t recollect me? Sorely, Captain — 

Captain. Faith and troUi! for tbe matter of tbaL 
thoDgh yon have forgot yourself, 1 know you well 
enongh, Miss Emily, and all yoor pranks. 

Miss Di. Miss Emily! all my pranks! What 
can he mean? what can he mean! Yoo well knoWp 
sir, my name is Dinah ; and that I am the nearest 
relation of Sir Walter Waring; though you are all 
conspiring against my honour : but justice, I 

Cmtain. Upen my couscieoce, I begin to fanor 
we aft all as mad as wild geese. Harkye! Wif- 
ford, is it you or me that this bewitohiug rogue has 
beplundered out of our senses? 

Wilford. It is I, my friend, who have lost mine 
in love and admiration. 

• 

AIR.— Wilford. 

Oh / tell me, memory, no more, 

What woe in banishment was mine; 

What pom this labWing bosom bore. 
Compelled its treasure to resign. 

But tell me, memory, more kind. 

The envied transports I regain; 

Record them on my grateful mind. 

That not a sorrow may remain. 

But where is tbe rustic guardian of my Emily? 

Enter Fairlop. 

Emily. Here. ( Pointing to Fairlop.) My kind, 
disinterested protector ! 

Fair. Lack-a-day! wbat is all this? 

Dolly. Oh! father. Miss Emily's svi^etkElrt's 
fonnd, and this is be. 

Wilf. I wish 1 conld express the obligations I 
owe to you. 

Fair. Pooh, pooh ! why do yon give the gentle- 
man all this trouble? May I be free enough to 
speak a word of my mind? 

WUf. By all means. 

Four. Then, set you, sir, as much store by this 
treasure throi^b life, (taking ker hand) as f have 
done bot for three short months, and, trust a plain 
man, we shall all be sufficiently rewarded. 

Wilf. Generous woodman! Emily, you mutt 
prevail upon yoor adopted sister to attend yon to 
Wilfo^ L^ge. 

Emily. What say you, my dear friend, Dolly? 

Enter MEDLEY. 

Medley. Oh ! that's impossible, madam ; she maj 
soon have a house full of children of her own to 
take care of. ( Conceitedly.) 

Emily. How is alj this? 

Dolly. The andacions wretch coaxed me into a 
kind of promise this morning; and I oan’t End in 
iny heart vo be worse than my word. 

Why, then, give Dolly the prixe-oow 
for a bride’a portion. I think, Wilfoid, youTI not 
be after making a bull of that now. 
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Tttft IMOPMAV. (AbT III. 


Enfflr Sir Walter Wariko, foUmoed hjf Pmah 
Arckei^s, ' ' 

Sir W* Come, dong, oome done; and tee bow 
I administer jastioe among them. I arrest yoa all 
in mj own name, and so forth. 

Wilf, Pray, sir, what may be yourohargeagdost 
as? (SmUiMn) It*s a bailable offence, 1 trnst'f 
Sir Yes, if yon pat in yonr appearance at 
my house, where, with yoar oonsent, we'll have a 
merry night on’t, and so forth. (Shniking WU/t^rd 
by iU hand.) 

XhUy. Bat, perhaps. Miss Emily— 

Sir W. Won't resist my aotbority, when she 
knows I're a chapldn at hand, who can soon bind 
her over to good behaviour for life. 

Capkdn* Upon mv oonsoienoe. Sir Walter, but 
yoa may oommand Arthur O’Donnel, Esqoire. 
Give me yoar hand, my old back; it's a pleasanter 
thing to draw a cork than a sword, with an honest 
fellow, at any time. Bnt, harkye ! little Mittimns, 
there'll be no need for that snap-dragon, Mias 
Coosnmption there, to be one of the party. 

Wilf, {To Fair,) Bnt, my best of friends,, with 
yoqr permission, we’ll transplant you to a larger 
farm, where yon may acqoire the m^aos of extend- 
ingyoar beiievolenoe. ' 

Voir, With thanks for year kindness, sir, as my 
landlord's ill will is blown over. I'll live and die 
by my native woodside. Bnt, before yon rob me 
and Dolly of oar pretty companion, and depart, 
stop at oar cottage by the way," and if yOu can 
break bread with, a lowly man, yoa shall have his 
blessing into the bargain. 

CHORUS. 

Tune the pipe, and airike tlte tabor, 

Quickly join their faithful handa; 

Thia ia not a time for labour. 

While young joy on tiptoe atanda. 


Sir Walter Waring to Emily. 

fuatice bids me now befit you, 

Blind to all your iogmSh charm; 

So, Til certainly commit you — 

To an honeathuaband^a m ms. 

Tune the pipe, tfc, 

DUETT.— W ILFORD and Emily. 
Fearleaa now oar vowa are plighted. 

Hence thockuda of aorrowfiy ; 

Love and conatancy wuted, 

Thua restore a tranquil aky» 

Tune the pipe, ^r. 

DUETT.^Dolly and Medley. 

Med. Dolly, mind you love me dearly, 

Dolly. Ne^fear, if you are true, 

Doll j. c"& 1 J *»«»*«»» ft-* S-mtV, 

Both, Sulky fita will never do, 

'■ Tune the pipe, dfc. 

Captain O'Donneu 
Carriage, faith ! 's a pretty notion. 

If you could but change a wtfe; 

But a aoldier loves pnmotion,^ 

Not a warm campaign for 

Tune thepipe, drc. 

FAIRLOP. 

TJtough my woodland thua you plunder. 

Of the aweateat plant that grew. 

At the has I cannot wander : 

May it better thrive with you! 

FULL CHORUS. 

TVme the pipe, and strike the tabor, 

Qmddy join their faithful handa; 

Thia ia not a time for labour. 

While young joy on fip-foe alanda, 

['Rxaunt* 



EDWARD, THE BLACK PRINCE; 

Ob, the battle OF POICTIEES: 

AN HISTORICAL TRAGEDY, IN FIVE ACTS^^BY WILUAM SHIRLEY. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I . — The Prince of WalesU Tent. 
Princf. Edward discovered, seated; Earl oi> 
Warwick, Earl or Salisbury, Lori? 
Aiidley, Lord Chanoos, and others, staMing. % 
P. Edw. My lords, 1 summon’d ye in haste to 
Intelligence is brought me that our foes [council. 
Hate levied, to oppose us, .sueb a strength 
As almost staggers credibility. 

Whut’s to be dune? To tarry longer here. 

And brave their fury in the heart of France, 

Would be a rashness that may hazard all. 

Consider, therefore, well, my fellow- warriors. 

And aid my judgment with your good advice^ 
Speak, Warwick, your opinion. 
ir«r. Royal sir, 

It is (or marching baok, with speed, to Bourdeanx. 
Our Tittle army, harass’d with fatigue. 

And heaTy-laaen with the spoils of war. 

Should, like the careful bees, ere stAriu o’ertake us. 
Secure our treasures, and prepare for rest. 

Havock has wanton’d in our bard campaign. 

And manly daring won increase of glory : 

Then let no^ow presumption madly risk 
Reprisds ITmn such force. Be timely prudent; 
The voice of wisdom urges our retreat. 

Obey it and be ba|>ny. 

Asid. Shameful thought! 

What, spirit dastards, by inglorious flight? 

Ho ; never let it, mighty prinoe, be said. 

That wa who, two ■voeaediDg summers, chas’d 


From shore to shore of their extensive realm 
Collected annies, doubling each our own, 

Should here, at length, discover abject fear. 

And skulk for coward safety. What areog«ybera? 
Let all their kingdom’s millions arm at Snoe, 

And crowding, clust’ring, cram the field of fight! 
Such timid throngs, with raiiltiply’d dismay. 

Would make confusion do the task of valour. 

And work out their destruction. 

Sal. Andley's thoughts 
Accord with inine: while Salisbury has breath. 

His tongue shall hurl defiance at their force. 
Remember, ^incely Edward, Cressy's field : 
Remember ev’ry battle we have fought. 

How much out-counted, yet how greatly victors! 
Loud were the calls that broke our sleep of peach. 
And bade us rouse and buckle on our arms: 

A throne usurp’d, your royal falher's right; 

A violated truce, a vile attempt 

To filch away the fruits of painful conoueat. 

By bawsely bribing servants from their auty. 
Assaults so infamous, such rank dishonour. 

At last awoke our monarch’s high reaentment ; 

Oh! give it glorions scope. Unnlnge, destroy 
Tiihir very pow’r of doing future wrongs : 

So shall tile rescu’d world pour forth its blessings. 
And kings and kingdoms thank our arm for safety. 

Chan. 1 f Chhndos gives bis voice for our retreat, 
’Tis not from coward motives : all can witness 
I have met dangfer with as firm a apirit 
As any in our host. But as saocess 
Hath crown’d our arms with ample spoiU and glerji 
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Why, when £ie seaion it lo fir advanc'd, 
(Hopeless af profit,) shoold we longer stay, 

By Boothiij^ pride, to btaye adversity ? 
ConsiderJgracious prince, and yon, my lords, 
What dilncallies clog a winter march 
In hostile ooantries; parties harassing, 

And want of all convenience nnd supplies. 

I do confess, the wrongs that urg'd us hither 
Were such as merited severe revenge: 

And vengeance we have had. Their horning towns 
Have lighted us on many a midnight march, c 
While shrieks and groans, and veilings echo'd round. 
Fear and confusion were our harbingers. 

And death and desolation our attendants, [paigns, 
Such have their *suft''rings been through two cam- 
Arid that a third may rise with added norrors, 

And carry indignation to his goal. 

Now homeward let us look ; and wisely there 
Recruit, in time, our vigour and our numbers ; 
Thence, with the cheerful spring, lo issue forth. 
Again to labour in the field of fame. [tongue, 
P. Edw. True wisdom, Chandos, dictates to your 
And modest, manly eloquence adorns it. 

My lords of Salisbury and Audley, you, 

Who cherish truth and candour in your minds, 
Musi yield to arguments so clear and strong. 
Believe me, friends and brothers of the war, 

A momentary ruin may involve us : 

Such mighty hosts are rais’d, and now in motion. 
As well will task our utmost skill to 'soape. 

Upon the plains of Pololiers are encampM, 

Th’ extensive plains that onr retreat must skirt, 
An army double ours. ' 

And, And shall we ptssi 
Go tamely by! And give ’em cause for vaunting, 
That Englishmen avoided once a battle? 

No ; never let us merit such a stain ; 

But boldly seek ’em, dare their double numbers, 
And drive ’em, if a combat they decline. 

To skip and wanton at a safer distance. 

Sal. Give os, my prince, the pleasure but to spring 
This gaudy flight of prating popinjays, 

And we’ll retire contented. 

Chau. There my voice 

Shall join ye, lords: to force them from their home 
At such a juncture will be doubly glorious! 

Or should they venture battle, their discomfit 
Will render our retreat to Bonrdeaux safe, 

And end our labours with a noble triumph. 

P. Edw, Then be it so : for Poictiers we’ll pre> 
pare. (Ilinng.) 

Give iristaih orders, good my lords, for marching : 
To-morrow’s sun shall see us face our foes. 

There, if they wait our coming, we once more 
Will dress contention in her Gorgon horrors: 
Drive fear and slaughter tbrougli their shudd’ring 
ranks, 

Stalk o’er their mangled heaps, and, bath’d in blood. 
Seize with red bands the wreath of victory. 

Here brei^ we off; go each where d^ ty calls. 

[Exeunt Lords, 

Now for an oflSoe is most grateful to me. 

Who waits? Let Arnold know that 1 expect him. 

{A Gentleman appears and retires again,) 
How poor the pomps and trophies of the field. 

The blaze of splendour, or -that babble praise. 
Compar’d with what the sympatbiziog heart 
Teels from a gen’rous action f 

* ■ Enter Arnold. 


ticome, Arnold. 

1 ne’er behold thy face, but pleasnre springs * ' 
With the remembrance oftliuse sprightly days, 
Whiohled through early youth our nappy frien^hip. 
Thoa wert my brother then ; familiar ease 
Season’d our sports, and donbled each delight. 
Thither mj soul, from ceremonious pomp. 

And all the heavy toUa of high command. 

Oft backward look#, with wishes to renew 


BUCK TRINCE. (Affr 

Thoae lively transports, nnallay’d by care, 

Onr boandless ha^ineas, our borsts of joy. 

Atm, So hononr'd, gracious prince, as 1 have been, 
From bumble fortune raia’d to envy’d greatness. 
And still with ev’ry gjwce each gift made precious. 
Oh ! what are words in payment of such blessings? 
What, ev’n my life? were life itself laid down 
In gralilude for such transcendent goodness. 

P, Edw. If there's a transport to w^ing to divine ; 
If, in atonement for its load of cares. 

One vast enjoyment is the gift oF'greatness, 

’Tis that we can bestow where merit claims. 

And with our favours cheer or charm the soul. 
Thine is the vacant military post, 

By Mountford’s death reverted to my gift; 

And keep thy office in my household still : 

I must not lose the servant in the soldier. 

Be henceforth both, and, what is more, my friend. 
Am. How shall I praise — 

P,Edw. Arnold, i merit none. 

If thou hast kindness done thee, I have pleasure - 
There is no joy a gen’rous mind can know. 

Like that of giving virtue its reward; 

Nor ought such payment be esteera’a a bounty; 

For to deserve and give is equal favour. 

But let me ask thee of iliy beauteous charge : 

How has the noble Mariana borne 
Captive calamity ? 

Arri. Will) resignation 
Worthy her birth and dignity of spirit. 

Forgetting her misfortones, all her talk 
Turns on the topic of your kind protection. 

P. Edw, Let it extend to all toal can relieve 
The'mind from harsh reflections on her stale. 
We’re now preparing for the plaint of Poictiers: 
Accommodate her on the wearying way 
With lliy best care. Remember, I request it. [EjrV. 

Arn, Rely, my roial master, on my duty. 
Needless injunction:’ Mariana’s charms 
Have given her here such absolute command, 

My very soul, my ev’ry pow’r, is bers. 

But the cold maid, whene’er I plead my passion, 
Chills me with sighs, and stifles all iiiy flame 
Of love with streaming tears. Benignant heav’n ! 
Bless’d as I am with royal Edward’s favour, 

And Mariana’s charms: and all beyond 
Let mad ambition grapple for and gain. 

IScr.NE II. — The Ftench Camp, 

Enter Lord Charney and the Archbishop of 
Sens. 

• Char, My lord of Se&, 1 gladly give your grace 
A joyi^ul welcome to the plains of Poictiers. 

You come the happy harbinger of comfort. 
Returning to old Cliarney’s woe-worn mind. 

The king’s approach revives my drooping spirts, 
It feeds the dying lamp of life with hopB ' 

That 1 sliall live to riot in revenge. 

Those English locusts, who devour onr wealth, 
Who spoil and slaughter with so wild a fury — 
Grant, ye good pow’rs! these eyes may see de- 
Atid 1 snail die contented. [stroy’d, 

Sen.v. Ev’ry tongue 

Joins that petition : your misforHuiM, lord, 

Most Dearly touch the king. 

Char, Oh I tiiey are great : 

The pride of ancient lineage treasur’d np, 

Trophies of waf and ornaments of pomp. 

These won by valour, those with honour worn; 
Favours of monarchs, and the gifts of heaven ; 

The relics of a glorious ancestry, 

Are, with the mansion of my great forefathers, 

A heap of ashes now ; a wide-spread .uiiil 
My age’s blessing, too, an only daughter, 

Torn from her home to hard captivity. 

The prey, the victim of a fell revenge. 

Oh, matchless misery ! Ob, Mariana! 

Sons, Yoar sorrows have been wept by ey'rj 
ays; 
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And nil hare wonder’d what shonM mii you oat 
tor each peculiar vengeanee. 

Char, Nothing but 

The serf ice done oar master, when I brib'd 
Their governor to give up Cahiis to us: 

'Who, like awillain, broke his plighted faith, 

And sacrific’d the gallant troops I led 
To Edwaril’s furj: slaughter'a all or taken, 

I was amongst the train who grac'd his triumph. 

. There the proud king insulted me with taunts; 

He call’d our und9irtaking vile and bane: 

With low’ring brow and bitterness of speech. 
Adding, he hop’d the fortune of his arms 
'Would give him to reward my treachery. 

The father's wishes hath the son accomplish’d : 

For which, may all the rage of ev’ry curse, ^ 
Flames, famines, pestilences, slaughters, join 
To root from nature the detested race. 

Sens, Grant it, good heav'n ! But see, the Duke 
of Alliens. 

Enter Dure of Athens. • 

Char. Lord constable, most welcome to my arms. 
* Ath. ] thank you, noble Cbarney. 

Char. Are the train* 

Of royal warriors, sir, arriv’d"? 

Alh. They are. 

CAar. Oh! joy fa1 tidings! Sir, another hour 
'Shall speak, at large, my pleasure to b^iold vou : 
The present claims my duty to the king. {^Exit. 

Ath. My lord of Sens, these secret marches made 
From ditfcrent parts by our divided host, 

May steal us on our unprepared foes. 

And give our arms, at lengtli, an ample vengeance. 

Sens. I greatly hope it. As f think, to-morrow. 
Or I mistook the king, they’ll all be here? 

Ath. With early day, the instant we arriv’d, 

A numerous party, led by Ribemont, 

Came up and join’d us. Those the dauphin brings, 
Our last division, are to march by night ; 

We may expect them wiili to-morrow’s dawn. 
Sens, See, Ribemont is* here. 

Enter Loud Ribemont. 

Eib, Wll 3 ^ this looks well ! 

Here’s bnstle, expedition ' Once again 
We shine in arms, and wear a face of war. 

Sens. Oh! may they never be again laid down 
Till England is repaid witli all the plagues 
Her sons have brought on France. My eager soul. 
As does the fever’d lip for moisture, longs 
To see destruction overwhelm that people. 

Rib. Indulge no guilty hatred, rev’rend lord; 
For fair repoit, and, let me add, experience, 
Picture them lovely to impartial Judgment. 

The world allows they’re valiant, gen’rous, wise; 
JSudow’d with all that dignifies our nature: 

While for tlieir monarch, we’ll appeal to facts, 
And, sure, they speak him wonderful indeed! 

Did not Germania’s ermin'd princes meet. 

And, as the mo.st renowrt’d, the first of men. 

Elect great Edward to imperial .sway? 

While he, sublime in cver-conscions glory, 
Disdaining rule but on his native throne, 

Saw sovereigns oiler vassalage in vain. 

Then, to his court, from ev’ry peopled realm, 

Ev’n from our own, did not the fam’d in arras, 

Tl^ harness’d knights repair to fill his lists ? 

To lake his Judgment in all martial strife? ■ 
Siibmittift int’rest, honour, all was precipos^ 

And ev’n beyond appeal : owning his 
Like that of lieav’n, incapable of error. 

Sens, It grates my soul to hear a Frenohman talk 
Of great^ ;j)§nes than he finds at home. 

Is not this monarch you woold make a god. 

Our master’s enemyli our country’s foe? 

Rib, A foe he is, but he’s a noble foe. 

1 know bis worth, and therefore will J speak it. 

'At our attack of Calais, ’twas my fortune 
To meet ip fight this third king Edwin’s sword. 

I foond bba dl that beotbeBs beM tbajr gods, 


S 

Artful and mighty ; (pardon the proad vaunt) 

Too much for me to conouer. Long weiAood 
Buckler to buckler, clasumg steel to stei^ 

Till by superior soldiership o'ereome, 

I yielded to a monaroli ; but so well. 

With hardy vigour, I sustain’d the combat. 

That freedom, ransomless, was my reward. 

The royal victor, when be bade me go, 

Took from his brow this string of orient weattli. 
Around my temples twin’d the glittering wreath. 
And cry’d, “ Shine there, my tokeiTof applause.” 
Oh ! if his valour wing'd aiiiaxement high, 

Where was its flight, when his heroic soul. 
Forgetting that my sword had aim^ his slaugliter, 
O’erlook’d all low regards, all partial lies, 

And gave a vauqui.sh’d enemy renown. 

Sens, Detested boast ! Ambition’s taint, my lord. 
So warps, so biasses the soldier’s judgment — 

Rib, Ah! biasses! I tell thee, priest, ambition — 
When was it wanting in a churchman’s soul? 

More odious there, and more pernicious far, 

Than when it fires the warrior’s breast to glory. 
But, down my rage : your office should be peaceful ; 
Your habit’s sacred — let your speech be suited. 

Sens. Reproving sir, you think you rail secure. 
And so secure lemain — howe’er your cause 
MighT bring ev’it your allegiance into question. 

Rib. Said’st thou allegiance'! what a vile resort! 
And would thy jaundic’d malice stain iny fame? 
But loyaltv, long prov'd, dares bid defiance 
To all the base perversion of tby tongue. 

I prai^*my foes, because they merit praise: 

I’ll praise them to the king — and after fight ’em. 
My soul disdains such narrdW-hearted spleen, 

As owns no excellence beyond a tribe, 

Or liiites, from envy, all superior merit. 

Ath, Forbear, my lord, consider you're enrag'd 
With one whose function does forbid revenge. 

Rib, Why does the meddling priest provoke 
resentment? 

Let him obey that function : preach repentance 
To money-scraping misers, sordid slaves, 

The cringing minions of corrupted courts. 

The dregs of stews and tyrants of the gown. 

There let bis s^al be vehement and loud. 

But not come here to sap the soldier’s honour, 

And teach inglorious lessons in a camp. 

Ath. Forgive him, good my lord; brave Kibe- 
Is all the warrior, bold above restraint, [moot 
Of nature noble, but tinpolisb’d manners. 

Sens. I do forgive him. Yet a time may 0«Afie — 

(Aside.) 

Ath, Sir, go we to the presence? 

Sens, I attend you. [procure 

Ath. There grant, ye pow’rs ! our counsels may 
The kingdom’s safety, and its peace ensure: 

In one brave action may our arms succeed. 

And in their turn the daring English bleed. [Exeunt. 

• ACT ir. 

Scene I. — The English Camp. 

Enter Earl of Sai.isbuky and Lord Chandos, 
meeting. 

Chan. Good-morrow, Salisbury ; yon rising bub. 
As was your wish, beholds us here encamp’d 
Upon the plains of Poictiers. 

Sal. Noble Chandos, 

It was my wish ; a wish for England’s honour. 

To Frenchmen, whom so much we’ve aw’d and 
humbled, 

Metbinks I would not give the least pretence 
For afrogance and boasting. 

Enter Earl OF WARWICK. 

War, Valiant lords, 

Wi id consternation reigns 1 Our ocoots have broodht 
Intellieenoe tho enemy surrounds ns. 

By suaden,’ Roeret aardhe«, they have dravni 
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Tbeir troopi from ov’rj fertile proWnoe hither, 
Aod oat off oor retreat. 

SaL Why, then, we'll 6ght them. 
ir«r. Most fatal was our yesterday's advice ; 
Bat 'tls his highness* will we straight to ooancil : 
Haste, good my lords, formn a single hoar. 
Perhaps a minate, now our fate depends. [ns, 
Sal. I'll not believe the French will dare attack 
How great soe'er their numbers. But with words 
We will not waste the time that may be precious; 
Then to the priiioe’s tent, my lords, away. [£x/a{ft. 

Scene II. — A private Tent. 

Enter ARNOLD, feadittg Mariana. 
ilrn. Now, lovely captive, wUt tlioa doubly 
triumph : 

The happier cause of France at length prevails. 
And we are all undone. 

Mar. What mean you, Arnold? 

Am. Encircled here by thy whole country’s force. 
Unable to sustain their nerce assault. 

And all retreat out off, we have no prospect 
But that of total slaughter. 

Mar. Hear me, heav'n. 

Who oft hast witness'd to the silent tears. 
Stream'd down in gratitude for gen'rpus treatment. 
Now witness ( spite of all my country suffers 
That these descend in pity for my foes. 

Am. The fatal accident again restores thee 
To libertj, and safety, while from me 
It cuts away all hopes of happiness. 

I wish not 1o outlive the bloody hour 'r 
Must give tbee to thy father, whose abhorrence 
Of all that's English, soon will interpose, 

Aod plunge my soul for ever in despair. 

Let then thy fancy image what I feel ! 

Grief chokes the very passages of vent, 

And I want utterance for — 

Mar. There is no need. 

I know thy heait, know all its tender feelings. 
Know what sad tumults doubts and fears create. 
Whose mingling agonies, in wounded minds. 
Sharpen a torture poignant ev'n to madness. 

If to thy eloquence of words and looks, 
wifip modesty and captive state 
Have lutherto forbid my tongue to answer. 

Yet sure my eyes have told my heart was tlune. 
Bat now, away with fears and forms ; distress 
m Bears me above restraint, aod I will own 
To heav’n, to earth, to thee, my father, coantry, 
That^^lmoid is most dear, most precious to me. 
Am'. Hold, my transported heart ! Thou heav'nlj 
maid! 

What raptures rash at that enchanting sound ! 
Happy as I am now, destruction, come, 
O'erwhelm me in this moment of my bliss ; 

Ne’er let me pine in hopeless anguish more. 

Bat ^e thus clasp'd in Mariana's arms. 

Afar. And will car fate — will cruel fate divide 
08? 

Am. Ob ! do not name it : with the very thought 
Frenzy assaults me. No, we mast not, cannot. 
Will not be parted. No — 

Mar. Alas! I fear 

The choice will not be oars. A father’s pow'r. 

If France prevails, for ever tears thee from me. 
\^,»'*^nd must they fonqaer? Oh! I 6nd, I feel 
'g^ve lost already all regard for France : ^ 
’ ^pp gland's my coantry ; any country's mine, 

^^hiat gives me but my safety and my love, 
^nform me, tell me, is there no escaping? [rest, 
™ Am. Tboa wilt need none. For me and for the 
We have, alas ! no prospect hot of*^ * 

Mar. Stop! 

Nor dare inflame a wDd imagination, 

Lest madness follow : 'midst relentless foes, 

• Metbinkis I see tbee fall ! Behold 'em strike ! 

1 hear thy groans 1 1 see thy goshina blood! 

Thy writhing body trampled in the dost! 


Oh 1 save me from the horror. Let ns fly ; 

Let ns away this moment : Let as — 

Am. Whither? 

Where can we fly? All hope of flight is lost; 
There is no possibilitj^ 

Mar. There is. » 

Let as, while yet ooeasion will permit. 

Fly to my father. 

Am, Father! 

Mar. He'll protect ns. 

Am. Protect ns ! Dire proteetKhi !*at the thought 
My blood runs chill, and horror quite unmans me. 
Mar. Think on the dangers that you brave by 
jBtaying. [merit 



Mar. Dobi thou tremble ? 

Then what shoold 1, a helpless woman, do? 
Imagine that, and if ihoa art a man, 

Feel.for what 1 may suffer. 

Am. Suffer! Thou? 

Mar. Yes, Arnold, 1 ! The woes that I may suffer. 
Amongst the deadly dealings «f the field, 

Some well-aini’d weapon, throogh a bleeding wound. 
May set thy soul at liberty for ever. 

Wiiile I, (of mortals though the most undone) 
Wanting all means of honourable death, 

Mnst suffer Vvoes beyond description dreadful. 
What are my friends, my father, or my country? 
Cold are (he coinfurts that the> all can give, 

When thou, dear darling of iny heart, art lost. 
Pleasure, and hope, and peace will perish with thee, 
And this forlorn, this joyless bosom, then 
Become the dreary mansion of despair. 

Shall not I rave, blaspheme, and rpnd mn locks? 
Devote the hour that gave me birth? and corse 
The sun and time, the world, myself, and thee? 
Till frenzy prompting, 'gainst some dungeon wall 
I dash my burning brains to finish torture. 

Arn. Do not awake, thou lovely pleader, do nOt, 
Such tumult-working thoughts within a mind 
On madness verging. 

Mar. Let ns, then, away. [me to it. 

Am. Ob! notfor worlds’ Not worlds should bribe 
Mar. And wilt tbou urge thou lov'st me? 

Am. More than life ! [tbee. 

Mar. By heav'n, '(is false! The spirit that’s within 
Is not of worth to hazard aught so noble. 

Am. Will daring ev’n to die convince tbee? 

\ Mar. No: 

peath is a coward's refuge. Dare to live ; 

^are wretchedness, reproach — 

Am. No more, no more ; 

Ten^t me no more in vain. 

Mar. Art thou so fix'd ? 

Arn. As fate. 

Mar. I've done. 

Am. Then why that anny look ? 

Mar. It is a curse entail 'a upon the sex ^ 

To have our connsel scorn’d, our love despis’d. 

Go to thy ruin ; to my ruin go : 

1 give thee up — and all ro v hopes for ever, [dew ? 

Am. W by wilt tbou blast me with that baleful 
Each tender tear that falls in sorrow from thee 
^ike melted ore fast dropping on my heart) 
Drives life before it with excess of pain. 

Come, friendly*8laughter, now my only hope. 

Free me from sufferings not to be endor'dr 
Mar, What, in the hoar of trial woaldst thoa 
shrink? 

Steal to the shelter of a timeless grave|^. , 

And leave me on the rack of dire des^r? 

Is this a proof of that superior sprit 
Asserted by the lordly boaster, man? 

Oh! shame apoo tbee! 

Am. Hear me — 

Mar. Not the winds. 

That huifl oarling billows in tho clouds. 
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lAre mdtB impetuoa* tbin tb« im§e of fooni 
That rises in mjr bosom. 

Am. JLiet but reoson 

'Weu[hTbe dire conseqaenc^fsacb a flight. 

Jlf^. The consequence ! Why, wbat do joo for- 
Btti certain slaughter?^ [sake 

Am. Horrid, damning tbongbt ! 

Mar, I hop'd my risking wretchedness for love 
Would have provoiL’d some emulation— 

Am. Oh! • % 

Mar. But thou art poor, the hero of pretence; 
And, therefore, thus, for ever — 

Am. Take me, lead — 

No, stop! it surely was some syren's voice 
Would lure me to destruction. Oil'! stand off! 
Thou, thou art she that would ensnare my soul. 
Ruin my peace, and sacrifice my fame. 

But timely be advis'd : forbear to urge 
A deed that all the earth would scorn me for. 

All hell want plagues to punish. . 

Mur. Be undone — • 

Am. Undone 1 am, whatever course 1 take. 
Dreadful alternativq,! despair, or death. 

Or everlasting shame. 

Mar. 1 did not pause; 

I chose for Arnold's love to haxard all : 

To suffer, if misfortune were our lot. 

And never once reproach him oi* repine. 

But he rejects sucli truth, such tenderness. 

Am. Oh ! hear me, help me. save me, sacred 
Mar. Deserts a woman in adversity ! [powers' 
And seeks, in death, a rescue from the woes 
Her fortitude encounters ! 

Am. Tis too much — 

It fears my brain — my bosom ! oh ! 

Mar. Thou’rt pale 1 [me ; 

Am. Diaxy and sick — the objects swim before 
Reach out thy hand to save me ere I sink : 

. Oh! what a deprivation of all pow’rs! 

Lead me to my tent, 1 beg thee lead. 

Mor. I will. 


Lean fearless on my arm, it can sustain thee. 

Am. Oh! boasted manhood, how 1 feel thy 
weakness ! [ Exeunt. 

Scene III. — A magnifirent PanUion, ut tchich King 
John appears seated in state. On stools ^ below 
him, sif f/ie Dacphin, Dukes of B^ry, An- 
jou, Tou rain, Orleans, and Athens, Arch- 
bishop OF Sens, Lords Ribemont, and. 
CilARNEY, Attendants and Guards all stailding. 
K. John. At length, we’ve caught these lions it* 
our toils, 

These English spoilers, who through all our realm 
Have mark'd their way with rapine, flames, and 
slaughter: 

Now, by my sacred diadem, I swear, 

Beyond a conqueror’s joy my pleasure swells. 

For that my foes have wrought their own ootifusion. 
And found misfortunes where they mcanttodeal ’em. 
What say you, lords, must sofin’ning pity sway? 
Or shall we glut our vengeiiaoe with tueir blood? 
Char. Heav'n gives them up the victims of your 
wrath ; 

^dulge it, then, to their destruction. Mercy 
Would mark your majesty the foe of France. 


Thg cause of E|^ngs, of wounds, of weeping age. 
mt® childless father calU: 

The helffles^l^ttess, unsbetler’d babe! 
Matrons, bewal^g their whole race cut off; 

J**'8*"® pwiliJig from the recent rape ! 

Uh . hear, redress, revenge os, royal sir, 

0®'"' i® >0 your now 'r to grant, 
rt Anjger and hatred are disgraoeful motives ; 
Calm dignity should ever oounsel kings. 

And govein all their actiODs. When they strike, 


It ne'er should be to mtify reientineiit, 

But, like the arm omn^tent of bAv’n, 

To further justice; to create an avim 
May terrify from evH ; better AAlids, 

And benefit society. 

Ath, The nuncio, 

Who follow’d fast yonr majesty to Poiotiers, 

Hath sent to claim an audience in behalf 
Of yon endanger’d English. 

<^iM. Do not bear him. [we not? 

John. Say, lord archbiahop, wbereforc should 
Setts. Knowing your godlikeand forgiv iiig nature, 
I fear 'twill rob you of much martial glory : 

Else might your fame in arms, forjhis day’s action. 
Rival the boasts of Macedon or Rome. 

And sure vonr valiant soldiers will repine. 

To have the laurels, now so near their grasp. 
Snatch’d from their hopes for ever. 

HUt. Abject minion ! 

How shameful to that habit are such flatteries. 

{Aside.) 

K.John. Yes, I well know my soldiers pant, im- 
patient 

To seiae this feeble quarry. Bat our foes, 

I must remind you, are so close beset, 

Tha^famine scon will throw ’em on our mercy. 
Princes and lords, what cause have we to fight? 
Why should we waste a drop of Gallic blood, 
When conquest may be onraon cheaper terms? 

Dauph. But will it suit the glory of your arms 
To wmt their inclination to surrender? 

Or evD to grant such parley, as might plume 
Their saucy pride t' expeckcapitulation? 

Oh ! no, my royal father, rush at once, 

O'erwhelm ’em, crash ’em, finishtbem by slaughter. 
Rib. Think not, prince Danphin, they’ll e'er stoop 
for terms : 

Believe me, we have rather cause to expect 
A fierce attack, to cot their passage through, 

Or perish in the attempt. I know them well, 

In maiiv a field have iry’d their stabborn spirit ; 
Have won some honour, by their king, though van- 
quish’d; 

And when I ponder their intrepid courage. 

How much they dare to sufl'er and attempt. 

I'm lost in wonder ; and no Cressy need 
To make me tremble to provoke their fury. 

Dauph. Your tongue, the herald of your vanity, 
Metliinks, is loud in what were belter lost 
To all remembrance — a disgraceful tale. ^ 

To boast of honours from a victor’s boimt/, ' 

Is stoouing low ; is taking abject fame. 

If you have valour, give it manly sway. 

Busy your sword, but let your tongue be silent. 

I Rib. My talent never ’twos to idly vaunt — 
K.John. No more of this, presomptuons Uibe- 
mont. 

My lords, we will determine yet on nothing. 

I've sent a bm, of known abilities, 

To find out ttie condition of our foes; 

From whose report, in council, we'll resolve 
On measures that may promise most success. 
Meantime, do >ou inform the nuncio, Athens, 

His audience shall be granted. Lords, lead on : 
We'll make our morning’s progress through the 
camp. [ Exeunt all but Athens and Rib, 
Rib. What boasts made I ? 

I told the truth, and wherefore, then, this taunt? 
Shame on such modesty ! The king, inst now, 

Nice as he seems in breeding and in forms. 

With patience heard a sopplm, fawning priest 
Strip all the shrines of fam’d antiquity, 

Ev’n make great Caesar and the spn of Philip 
Resign their laurels to his nobler claim: 

Nay, thought him sparing,' doubtless, that be left 
Great Hercules and Jove unspoil’d to grq^ him. 

By my good sword, an oath with soldiers sacred* 

1 swear Hwould miAe an honest stomach heave 
To see a throat, so sqneamish for another. 
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Opeti and ffolp a potion do«&« enough 
To poison halfnankind. ^ 

Ath, Bravo iUhMBOnt. 

The king’s distai|i||i'%a8 that jon prais’d his foes. 
To talk of Cressfud of Edward’s feats, 

Was to remind him of our crown's disgrace: 

’Twas to proclaim what we should wish forgotten, 
Our slaughtOr'd armies, and our monarch’s flight. 

Bib, What, are our ears too delicate for truth 1 
If English valour has disgrac’d our arms, 

Instead of mean forgetting, we should stamp 
The hated image stronger on our minds ; 

For ever murmur and for ever rage. 

Till thence eras’d by nobler feats of arms. 

Such are my thoughts, and such my resolution : 

I share oUr country’s scandal, and would join 
My sword , my blood, to purge away the stain. ^ 
Ath, Here, then, occasion meets that patriot- 
wish ; 

Here yon may help to blanch our sully’d glory. 

Bib. 1 differ, Athens, widely in opinion ; 

The harvest is too thin, the field too bare, 

To yield the reapers honour. On ray soul, 

I pity the brave handful we encircle. 

And almost wi.sh myself au Englishman 
To share a fate so noble. „ 

A Gallant spirit! *' 

Bib. Would our exulting king acquire renown. 
Let him reduce his numbers down to theirs. 

•Then sword to sword, and shield to shield, oppose. 
In equal strife, these wondrous sons of war. 

There conquest would be glorious ! but, as'now. 
With all our thousands and ten thousands join’d. 
By heav’ii I ’tis most ififamous to fight. 

Ath. I most away; my duty calls me hence. 

1 must applaud this generous regard 
For a brave people that have done you honour ; 
Convinc’d, whene’er you face these fearless foes, 
You’ll fight ’em warmly as you’ve prais’d. 

Bib, Farewell. [JExcmit. 

Scene IV . — The English Camp, 

Enter Lord Audley and Lord CHANDos,mc«f<nq. 
Aud, You’re well eucouuter'd, Chandos ; where’s 
the prince? 

Chan. Directing the entrenchments: ev’ry duty 
His active ardour leads him to engross. 

Such heav’nly fortitude inflames his soul. 

That all beholders catch new courage from it. 

And stifle with astonishment their fears. 

Fron.i'jpol unruflled thoughts his orders issue. 
While wffh the meanest soldier he partakes 
In ev’ry toil ; inspiring, by example, 

A glorious %eal and spirit through the camp. 

Aud. Yet feels he, as the father of our host. 

For ev’ry man’s misfortune, but his own. 

Thrice have 1 seen him in .successive rounds, 
Kindle new courage in each drooping heart. 

And .drive all fear, all diffidence away. 

Yet on the task would tenderness in./ude, 

As dangers stole and imag’d on his mind: 

When, pausing, he would turn his head aside, 
Heave a sad sigh, and drop a tender tear. 

Enter Ear I. OF Sa liseury. 

Chan, Well, what says Salisbury? 

Sal. Why, ’faith! but little 
It is yon Frenchmen’s place to talk at present. 

Aud. How stand the troops? 
f,Sal, Believe me, not so linn, 

But^ur light-footed enemies, if deXt’rous, 

May trip up all their heels. 

Chan. True to his humour : 

My good Lord Salisbury will have his gibe, ' 
Howe’er affliction wrings. 

Sal» And wherefore not? 

Will burial faces buy ns our escape t 
I wUih|bey would : then no Hiberoian hag, 
Vl^ose trade is sorrowj should out-saddeo me. 
Bat, as the business stands, to weep nr langli, 


Alike is bootless ; here ia our depeudflbee*. , • 

{Touching 

Aud* What are their numbers? 

Chan. Full a hundred thousand. [rtilldal^; 
Sal, Oors but somemight : great odds, my fHendl : 
The more will be oar glory when we’ve beat tlM. 
Aud. What swells their host so mightily ’s 
told) 

The Earls of Neydo, Saltsbnrg, and Nassau, 

Have join’d their troops. The EM pf Douglas, too. 
Assist them with three tbousaml^ardy Scots, 
Their old and sore allies. 

C/tan. I hear the same. [our pris’ner. 

Sal, what! Scotchmen here? whose monarch is 
Aud. Ta’en by a priest and woman ; at the head 
Of such raw numbers as their baste could gather. 
When all our vet’ran warriors, with their king^ 
Were winning laurels on the fields of France. 

Chau, And hither now, perhaps, his subjects come 
To tight for captives to exchange against him. [get. 
For cailtives ! This poor carcass they may 
When ’tis fit booty for their kites and crows : 

But while this tongue can sneak, I’d root it out 
Ere Scot or Frenchman it snlMild own my master. 
Chan. The prince approaches, lords. 


Enter Prince Edward, Earl of Warwick, 
and Attendants, 

P. Ediv.^Mi ! saidst Ihon, Warwick, 

Arnold gone>over to the foe? 

War. He is. * 

A trusty spy brought the intelligence. 

Who saw nim enter in the adverse camp, 

Leading his captive charge. 

P, Edw, Impossible; ^ [there 

War, I’ve search'd his quarters since, myself, and 
Nor he or Mariana can be found. * [bind 
P, Edu\ What has a prince that can attract or 
The faith of friends, the gratitude of servants? 
Blu.sh, greatness, blush ! Thy pow’r is all but poor. 
Too impotent to bind one bosom to thee! 

A blow like this 1 was not arm’d to meet; 

It pierce.s to my soul. 

Sid. All-righleons lieav’n, 

Reward the villain’s guilt ! J^elieve not, prince. 
Throughout our host, "another can be found 
That worlds would buy to such a base revolt. 

P, Jidw. 1 hope it, will believe it, Salisbnry; 
Yet musrlament that one has prov’d so wortblesi. 
^I lov’d him too : but since he has forgot 
The ties of duty, gratitude, and honour, 

.'Let us forget an Englishman could break ’em, 

" And, losing bis remembrance, lose the shame. 

My lords, I have despatches in my hand, 

Advising that the nuncio cardinal, 

Good Perigoit, is now arriv’d at Poictiers, 

And means to interpose in our behalf. 

Aud. His interposing is a gen’roos oflice, 

And 1 applaud it; but, believe me, prince. 

Our foes will rate ilieir mercy much too high* 

I’d hope as soon a tiger, tasting blood. 

Can feel compassion, and release his prey, 

As that a Frenchman will forego advantage. 

P, Edw. I’ve by the messenger that brooghtmy 
letters, 

Sent him the terms on which I warrant truaUng^ 
The sum is, my consent to render back 
The castles, towns, and plunder we have taken. 
Since marching out of Bourdeaux | and to pligiit 
My faith, that 1 , for sev’n stioceeii^^ years, 

W^ill wield no hostile sword agaifl^their crown. 

Sid. It is too much, my prinetj^^ muob* 
Give o’er such traffio for ingloriilM safety. 

Or let us die or conqner. 

P, Edw. <Salisbory, 

Rely upon a prinoe and aoldier’a promise. 

That oantioo tfaa’n't betray na into meanonis. 
Heav’n know#, for me, 1 valne life so little, 

I’hat !• wonM spend ft mi im idle breath, 
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To serve my king, my.coantrj, nay, my friend. 

To calls like these our honour bids ns answer. 

Where ev'ry hazard challenges renown. 

But saim the voice of heav'n, and cry of nature. 

Are loud against the sacrifice of thousands 
To giddy rashness. Oli ! reflect, my friends, 

I Have a double delegated trust. 

And mu^t account to heaven and to my father, 

For lives ignobly sav*d, or madly lost. 

Till Perigort shall, therefore, bring their terms. 
Suspend we all ftsolvjes; but those receiv'd. 
Determination roost be expeditious : 

For. know, our stock of stores will barely reach 
To f^urnish out the present day’s subsistence. 

Aud. If so, necessity, the fast sad guide 
Of all misfortune’s children, wilt command. 

Chan, We must submit to what wise heav’n 
decrees. 

P. Edw. Let that great duty hut direct the mind. 
And men will all be happily resign’d : 

Accept whate’er th’ Almighty deigns to give» 

And die contented, or contented live : 

’ Embrace the lot his Providence ordains. 

If deck’d with laufWls, or depress'd with chains, 
Jnur*b to labour, or indulg’d with rest, 

And think each movement he decrees the best. 

[Exeunt, 

ACT III., ^ 

SccNE I . — The French Camp, 

Elder Duke OF Athens and Lord Kibemont. 

jRiA. Lord constable, I was not in the presence 
When Perigort had audience with the king : 

Inform me, lor, I wish to know, doesi peace 
Her olive- garland weave? or must the sword 
Be kept unsheatj^'d, and blood-fed vengeance live? 

Atk, The king expecting me, 1 cannot tarry 
To let your lordship know particulars; 

, But the good father, wiio ev’n now set forward. 
Carries such terms as, iiom my soul, I wish 
Young Edward may accept: lor ’(is resolv'd, 

If they’re rejected, instant to attack ’em. 

Yonder’s the fugitive, I see, advancing. 

Who left their camp this iiiorning. If we fight. 
And you have there a friend you' wish to save. 

This inuD may point you to his post. Farewell. 

[Exi/. 

Rib, This man — by heav’n, there’s iueason lu his 
aspect ! 

That cheerless gloom, those eyes tliatpore on earth, 
I'hat bended body, and those folded arms. 

Are indications of a tortur’d mind, t 

And blazon equal villaiiy and shame. 

In wbat a dire condition is the wretch. 

Who, in the mirror of reflexion, sees 
The hideous status of a polluted soul ! 

To corners, then, as does the loathsome toad. 

He crawls in silence: there sequester’d chews 
The foamy ferment of his pois'nous gall. 

Hating himself, and fearing fellowship. 

Enter Arnold, musing, 

Arn. Whathavr I done! And whereis my reward? 
Charney withholds bis daughter from my arms. 

My flail er’d recompense for — Hold, my brain! 
.Tbaaght that, by timely coining, might have sav’d 
Is uow too lata, when all its ofliqe serves [me, 
But to awaken horror. (Aside,) 

Rib, I’ll accost him. 

Are you an Englishman? 

♦Am. I had that name, 

question !) but have lost it now. 

Jtifi. Lost it, indeed! 

Am. lllustrions Ribemoot! 

^or was your person less rever’d and known 
ev’ry son offt’itain, on jour brow 
^pt splendid token of renown yon wear. 

Would bo your herald,) pity, iryou can, 

A wretob, tlio most nndone of all mankind. 


Rib, I much misti^ yonr viiMpi or I've leen 
In near attendance on the PriMMi orWiles. [yon 

Am. I was, indeed ; (db Ugll jlB I to confess it! ) 

I was his follower, was hisli|li|ye friend*, 

He favour’d.oherish’d, lov’d flf^-heav’nly pow’rs! 
How shall I give my guilty story otterance? 

Level your fiery bolts, transfix me here. 

Or hurl me howling to the bell I meiit. 

Rib, Invoke no pow’r *, a conscience such as thine 
Is hell enough for mortal to endure. 

Belt let me ask thee, for my wonder prompts me. 
What bait affords the world, that could induce thee 
To wrong ko godlike and so good a master? 

Am. True, he is all, is godlik^ and is good. 
Edward, my royal roaster, is, indeed, 

A prince beyond example. Yet your heart. 

If It has ever felt the power of beauty, 

Must mitigate the crime of raging love. [a fire 
Jtt6. Love! Thou lost wretch ! Andcould so frail 
Consume whate’er was great and manly in thee? 
Blot virtue out, and tool each nobler passion 
Forth from thy mind? The thirst of bright renown? 

A patriot fond affection for thy country? 

Zeal for thy monarch’s ^lory? And the tie 
Of sacred friendship, by thy prince ennobled? 
Begone, and hide iliy ignoiniriioiis head, 

Wnere human eye may never penetrate; 

Avoid society, for all intiiikind 

Will fly the fellowship of one like thee. 

Am. Heav ’n ! wherefore saidst thou that we must 
Andvet made woman? [not err. 

Rtf, Why accuse yon heav’n? 

Curse your inglorious heart for wanting lire, 

The fire that animates the*noblv brave’ 

The lire that has renown'd the English name. 

And made it such as ev’ry age to come 
Shall strive to emulate, but never reach. 

There thou wert iningltd in a blaze of glory, 

Creat — to amazement great! But now how fall’n! 
Ev’n to the vilest of all vassri vilenass. 

The despicable state of female thraldom. 

Ant, From letter’d story single out a man, 
However great in council or in light. 

Who ne’er was vanquish’d by a woman’s charms. 

Rib. Let none stand forth, there fs no cause they 
Beautv’s a blessing to reward the brave ; [should : 
We take its transports in relief from toil. 

Allow its hour, and languish in its bonds: 

But that once ended, dignity asserts 

Its right in manhood, and our reason rei^s. 

Am, Untouch’d by passion, all may;^.'^ ft well ; 
In speculation who was e’er unwise? 

But appetites assault like fnrious storms, 
O'erbearing all that should resist their rage, 

Till vigour is worn down ; and then succeeds 

A gloomy calm, in which reflexion arms 

Her scorpion brood — remorse, despair, and horror! 

Rib. But could contrition ever Vet restore 
To radianUustre a polluted fameT 
Or man, however merciful, forget ^ 

That justice brands offenders for his soorn? 

Trulli, the great touchstone of all human actions. 
The fair foundation of applause or blame, ^ 

Has ting’d thy honour with too foal a stain. 

For all repentant teais to wash away. 

All eyes 'twill urge to dart their keen reproaches, 
Each' tongue to hiss, and ev’ry heart to neave 
With indignation at thee. 

Arn. All the pride, 

That here should kindle into high resentment, 

I find is gone. My spirit’s sunk, debas’d ; 

Mr guilt unmans me, and I’m grown a coward. 

(Aside.) 

R,'b. The trumpets may awake, the clarions swell. 
That noble ardour tlioo no more canat feel. 
Disgrac’d from soldier to a renegade. 

Anon, while o’er the dreadful fidd we 'drive, 

Or deeling deaths, or daring slaoght’ring swqrdm 
' Do Uioa at dlatince, like the dastard hare, 
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All treinbUng, leek th^ lafet/ . Tlieooe away. 

As fortone, or tbr genius may direct, 

Thv oonsoienouiiAy oompanion. But be sure. 
Whatever land tm bardeu with your weight, 
Whatever peopl#^u hereafter join. 

Tell but your tale, and they will all, like me, 
Pronounce vou abject, infamous, and hateful. \^Exit, 
Am. ABfqpt and hateful! Infamous! I’m all! 
The world nas not another monster like me : 

Nor hell, in all its store of horrid evils. 

Beyond what I deserve. Already here 
I feel the shafts, they rankle in niy bosom *, 

And active thought anticipates damnation. 

Enter ^Mariana and Louisa. 

Afar. He’s here! I’ve found my heart’s companion 
Rejoice, my Arnold, for my father softens ; [out. 
He half forgets his hatred to thy country. 

And hears with temper while I praise thy virtues : 
AVe soon shall conquer. Ah ! what mean those tears 1 
Why art thou thus? 

Am, And canst thou ask that question ? . 

Thou soft seducer, thou enchanting mischief. 

Thou blaster of my virtue.^ But, begone ! 

By heav'n, the poison looks so templing yet, 

I fear to gaze myself in love with ruin. 

Away, away! enjoy thy ill-got freedbm. c 
And leave a wretcii devoted to destruction. 

Afar. Destruction! how the image strikes ray soul, 
As would the shaft of death, with chilling horror! 
Hear me — but hear me ! ’tis the capse of love ! 
Your Mariana pleads. For Arnold’s peace,* . 

For mine, for both— nay, do not turn away. 

And with nnkindness dash the rising hope. 

That strives for birth, and strugglea with despair. 

Am, Oh ! yes, despair ; it is most (it you should, 
As I most ever do. 

Mar. Wherefore? Why? 

How are you alter’d, or m 3 'self how chang’d. 

That all our blessings are transform’d to curses? 
Have yon not sworn (you did, and 1 believ’d you) 
My flatter'd beauties and my faithful love, 

W'ere all that Arnold wish’d to make him happy ? 
Am* Curs'd be your love, and blasted all yonr 
beauties. 

For they have robb'd me of my peace and honour. 
Looks not my form as hideons as my soul, 
Begrim’d like hell, and blacken’d to a liend? 

Go, get thee hence, thou blaster of my fame. 

Bear thy bewitching ey^s where I no more 
May my — bat I’ve nothing now to lose. 

Nought flufk hated life, which any hand 
Would be most mercifnl to rid me of. 

Afar. If I am guilty, ’tis the guilt of love. 

And love should pardon what himself inspir’d. 

Oh! smdutb the borrprs of that anguish’d brow. 
Thy tortur’d visage Alls me with affright. 

Look on me kindly, look as yon were wont ; 

Or rase my bunting heart, or strike me dead. 

Am, Give me again iny innocence rk/soul. 

Give me ray forftit honour blanch’d anew. 

Cancel my treasons to my royal master. 

Restore me to my country’s lost esteem, 

To the sweet hope of mercy from above, 

And the calm comforts of a virtuons heart. 

Afar. Sore kindness should not construe into guilt 
Jjfy fond endeavours to preserve thee mine : 
jure, love, and freedom are before yon all, 
Kmlirace the blesaings, and we yet are happy. 

If Atn* What! with a conscience sore and gall’d 
like mine? 

ftaud the glance of scorn from ev’ry eye? 

Vroya ev'ry finger the indignant point? 

In evVjr wnisper hear my spreading sbame ? 

4|jid groan ana grovel, a detested outcast? 

t taiinting Frenchman, with opprobrions tongue, 
oucoboM me abjeet, infamous, and hatefnl, 
id I live ! And you yet oonnsel life, 
le damn'd beneitfr might find or fancy ease. 


And fear* to lose eaistenoe soon as I ! 

No, die 1 most — 1 will — ^bnt bow — bow — how-— 
Nay, loose my arm, yon strive in vain to hold me. 
Afar. Upon my knees— see, see these epeaking 
tears — ^ . 

Am, Be yet advis'd, nor urge me to an ontrage : 
Thy pow’r is lost; unhand me! then, ’tia thus. 
Thus 1 renounce thy beauties; thus thy guilt; 

Life, love, and treason 1 renonnee for ever. [Exit. 
Mar, Then welcome death, distraction, ev’rj 
curse! ^ [ders! 

Blast me, ye lightnings! strike me, roaring thiin- 
Or let me tear, with iny outrageous hands, 

The peaceful bosom of the earth, and find 
A refuge from my woes nnd life together. 

( Flinginff herself on the ground,) 
Stand oft‘! away! I will not be withheld; 

T will indulge my frenzy. Loss of reason 
Is now but Toss of torment. Cruel Arnold ! 

Enter Lord Ciiarney. 

Char. Whence is this voice of woe? This frantic 
Why is my child, my Mariana thus? [posture? 

Mar, Toy flinty heart can best resolve the ques- 
tion : (Rtstny.) 

Then that relentless saw’st my tears descend. 
And. urg’d by stnbburn haughtiness and hatred. 
Hast given me up to endless agonic''. 

The man that merited thy best regard. 

The man I lov’d, thy cruelly has made 
Alike implacable. He’s gone, he’s lost. 

Arnold is lost, and my repose for ever. [ruins, 
Char, Why, let him go, and may th* impending 
The hov’ring mischiefs tlmt await their arms, 

Him, them, and all of their detested race, 

Involve in one destruction. 

Afar. No, let ruin • 

O’erUke the proud, severe, and unforgiving; 
Crimes that are straiiprs to an English nature. 
They are all gentle. He was mild as mercy. 

Soft as the smiles that mark a mother’s joy, 
Clasping her new-born infant. Shield him, heav’n! 
Protect him, comfort him. Thou cruel lather. 
Thou cause of all niy sallerings, all my woes; 

Give him me bank, restore him to my arms, 

My life, my lord, my Arnold ! Give him to me, 
Or I will curse my country, thee, myaelf, 

And die the victim of despairing love. [EziV. 
Char, Fe!low her, watch her, guard her from 
her fury. [Ezit Louisa. 

Ob ! dire misfortone ! this unhappy stroke 
Surpasses all the sorrows 1 have ielt. 

And makes me wretched to the last extreme. [Ezif. 

Scr.NE II.— TAe Prince of Wales discover^, 
seated in slate in his tent; at the entrance to which 
hh standard stand'i displayed: the device, three 
ostrich jtathers, with the motto of ** Ivh Dien:** 
Earls of Warwick and Salisbury, Loros 
AUDLKY and Ch ANDOS, Nobles, Officers, and 
Guards standing. 

P. Edw. I’ve sent iny Lords of Oxford, Suflblk, 
Cobham , 

To meet the nuncio, and conduct him hither: 

From whom we may expect to bear the terms 
On which the French will deign to give us safety. 

( TVampeta.) 

Chan. Those trompets speak the cardinaTs ar- 
rival : 

And see, the lords condnot him to yonr presence. 

( Tmmpets.) 

Enter three English Lords, preceding Cardinal 
Perigort and his retinue. On tHf JfuneWe 
bowing, the Prince advances from his seat and 
embraces him. 

P. Edw. Lord cardinal , most welcome to my arms : 
I greet yon tbns, as England’s kindest friend. 
Misfortune’s refoge, ana afiliotion’s bope. 

It is an office worthy of your goodness, 
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'tl(6 Step betwixt our denger end destractioo, 
otrivinff to ward from tweateoed thoasands here 
,^Tfae blowtif fate. 

Pfr. Graot, gracioiu heaven, 1 may ! 

For from my houI, great prinpe, f wiah you reacne ; 
And have oonditiona froin yobr foea to offer, 
Whioh, if accepted, aave’ye. 

P. Edm. We attend. {Takes his seat.) 

Per. No art for mild perauanion in your cauae 
Have I omitted : but imperioua France, 

Too fond of vdn^ance, and too vjiin of nnmbera, 
Insiata on terma, which onl^ could be hop’d 
From auch a aoaoty unprovided hoat; 

And prudence will direct, from manjr evila 
To choose the lightest. Their conditions are, 

** That, to the castles, towns, and plunder taken. 
And offer’d now by you to be restor’d. 

Your royal person, with an hundred knights. 

Are to be added pria’ners at discretion." 

P. EJw. Ah! pria'ners! 

Aud. Oh! insolent, detested terms I 

Hal. An hundred thousand first of Frenchineif fall, 

. And carrion taint the air! 1 cannot hold. (Aside.) 
P.Edw. (j^ter a pause.) My good lord cardinal, 
wha^ct or mine 

Could ever usher to their minds a thought. 

That 1 would so submit? 

Per. Could I prescribe, 

You should yourself be umpire df the terms; 

For well I know your noble nature such, 

That int’rest would be made the slave of honour. 
But to whate’er 1 urg’d, the king reply 'd. 
Remember Creasy’s fight! to us as fatal. 

As that of Cannsc to the Roman stale. 

There fell two mighty kings, three sovereign princes. 
Full thirty thousand valiant men of anus, 

With all the flower of French nobility, 

^ Aud of their firm allies ; for which (he cried) 

Wliat can redeem the ghiry of my crown, 

. But to behold those victors in our chains? 

It is a bitter potion ; but reflect, 

That royal John is noble, and will treat 
Such foes with dignity ; while fortune pays 
Less than the stock of fame his lather lost. 

P. Edw. Yes, Philip lost the battle with the odds 
Of three to one. In this, if they obtain it. 

They have our numbers more than twelve times told. 
If we can trust report. And yet, my lord, 

Wee’ll face these numbers, fight 'em, brffvely fall. 
Ere stoop to linger loathsome life away 
In infamy and bondage. Sir, I thank you — 

I thank you from niy soul, for the.se, for me. 

That we have met your wish to do us kindness : < 

But for the terms our foes demand, we scorn 
Such vile conditions, and defy their swords. 

Tell ’em, my lord, their hope's loo nro'udiy plum’d; 
We will be conqner'd^ero they call us captives. 
Per. Famine or slaughter — 

P. Edw. Let them both advance 
In all their horrid, most tremendous lorms ; [die, 
They’ll meet, in os, with men who'll starve, bleed. 
Ere wrong their country, or their own renown. 
Sound there to arms! My pious friend, farewell. 
Disperse, my lords, and .spirit up the troops; 
Divide the last remains of our provision. 

We shall require no more; for who survives 
Tlfe fury of this day will either find 
Enough from booty or% slave’s alldwanoe. 

Per. How rnnoh at once I’m melted and amaz’d ! 
Stop, my lords, and give a soul of meekness scope. 
In minutes of such peril. By the host 
* That circles heav’n’s high throne, my bleeding heart 
Is louchtl^Mh so mnoli tenderness and pity, 

I cannot yield ye to the dire decision. 

Let me, once more, with ev’ry moving art, 

Each soft persuasion, try the Gallic king : 

Perhaps he may relent. Permit the trial : 

. 1 wonldnufeserve such worth, heav’n knows 1 would, 
If banard, labour, life, could boy your safety. 
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P.Edm. Lord oavdtnal, yoai'kindoeis qoita un- 
mans me. 

My mind was arm’d for ev’ry roO|^ encounter; 
But such compassion saps my Jmitnde, 

And forces tears. They flow air for myself. 

But these endanger'd /ollowers of my fortones : 
Whom I behold as fathers, brothers, friends. 

Here link’d together by the graceful Imnds 
Of amity and honour : all to me 
For ever faithful, and for ever dear. 

worth that rooted while my fortune smil’d. 
You see not ev’n adversity can shake: 

Think it not weakness, then, that 1 lament them. 

Per, It is the loveliest mark of royal virtue, 
’Tis what demands our most exalted praise. 

Is worthy of yourself, and must endear 
The best of princes to the best of people. 

Till my return be hope your comforter : 

If ’lis within the scope of human means, 

I’ll ward the blow. 

P. Edtdf Good heav’ii repay yon, sir : [them 

Thong^ acts of kindness bear such blessings with 
As are their full reward. Mydord, farewell. 

( Exit Perigortf attended as he cam wi. 

, sir, how fare you now I 
P. Edw. Ob ! never better : 

If I have fraiit!^ in me, heav’n can tell. 

It is not for myself, but for niy friends. 

I’ve run no mean inglorious race, and now, 

If it must end, ’tis no unlucky time. 

As yon great planet, through its radiant conrse, 
Shnotsa at his parting, the most pleasing rays; 

So to high characters a gallant death 
Lends the best lustre, and ontiobles all. 

Aud. W'by, there, my prince, yon reach even 
virtue's summit: 

For this I love you with a fonder flame, 

Tlisn proud prosperity could e’er inspire. 

’Tis triumph, this, o’eV death. 

P. Edw. And what is death, 

That dreadful evil to a guilty mind, 

And awe of coward natures? ’Tis but rest: 

Rest that should follow every arduous toil ; 
Relieve the valiant, and reward the good : 

Nor find we aught in life to wish it longer, 

W’hen fame is once establish’d. 

War. That secure. 

Our foes, who wail its loss, can ne’er recover 
The glory ravish’d from ’em. 

P. Edw. W ho can tell ? 

Has fortune been so badly entertain’d, • 

That she should leave us? No, ray noblff friends ; 
Her smiles and favours never were abus’d : 

Then what we merit we may vet maintain. 

Chan, An hundred of us, with your royal person. 
Deliver’d up their pris' tiers at discretion! 

The French have surely lost all modesty. 

Or the remembrance of themselves and us. 

A ud. But here, in my mind’s tablet, there remaine 
A memoraiid^lm, that might make ’em start 
In this career of their presumptuous hope. 

Nine times the seasons scarce have danc’d their 
rounds. 

Since the vain father of their present king, 

Philip, who styl’d himself his country’s rorinne, 
Gaudy and garnish’d, with a numerous host, 

IMet our great Edward in the field of 
I was one knight in that illustrious aer^oe. 

And urge I may (for ’tis a modest troth) 

We made the Frenchmen tremble to behold us: 
Their king himself turn'd pale at our appearance. 
And tlioii^it his own trim troops, compar'd with oars. 
Effeminated cowards. Such they prov’d ; 

And since that da^, what change in them or ns 
Can ground security on wondrous odds? 

The same undaunted sprits ^are the combat; 

The same tough sinews and well-temper’d blades. 
Again sfasll mow them down, like autumn corn. 
Another hnrvest of renown and glory. ■ j 
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;Chmk lliere tha bmr« Miaroh of Bohemia 
In vain, to kindle valonr in their hearti : [strove, 
He fon((bt, be Ml ;> when oor viotorions prinoe 
Seiz'd his gaj biMer with yon boast, “ 1 serve." 

(ruling to the Prinee'o standard.) 
TV hick now more railed to bis princely charge, 
Triomphantly, as conqueror, he wears ; 

And in bis bonoor England’s eldest hope 
Shall ever wear it,' to the end of time. 

Sal. Now a« 1 live, 1 wish we were at work, 

And almost fear the nuncio may succeed. ‘ a 
Methinks we should not lose the blest occasion. 

Or for surpassing ev’ry former conquest. 

Or gaining glorious death, immortal fame. 

P. Edm. Then set we here ill fortune at defiance, 
Secure, at least, of never-fading honour. 

{They all embrace.) 

Oh ! my brave leaders, in this warm embrace, 

Let us infuse that fortitude of soul. 

To all but England’s daring sons unknown ; 

Firm as tlie stately oak, ear island’s boast. 

Which fiercest hurricanes assault in vain, • 

We’ll stand the driving tempest of their fury. 

And who shall shake our martial glories from us? 
Yon ]iunv Gauls ! They ne’er have done it yet, 

Nor shalf they now. Ob ! never wijl we wrong 
So far ourselves, and our renown’d forefatliels. 

Here part we, lords *, attend your sev’ral duties. 
Audley, distribute through the camp provisions ; 
Keep ev’ry soldier’s spirits in a glow, 

Till from the French this final message comes : 

Then if their pride denies us terms ofhonoti.. 

We’ll rush outrageous on their vaunting numbers ; 
And teach them that wfth soul^ resolv’d, like ours, 
Bv’n desperation points the way to conquest. 

When (in defiance of superior might) 

Plung’d in the dreadful storm of bloody fight, 

Shall ev’ry Briton do his country right. [Kveunf. 

ACT IV. 

ScENR I. — The French Camp. 

Enter Lord Ktdemont. 

^Bih. The troops array’d, stand ready to advance. 
And this short pause, this silent interval. 

With awful horror strikes upon my soul; 

I know not whence it comes, but till this moment. 
Ne’er did I feel such heaviness of heart. 

Fear ! thou art still a stranger here ; and death 
Have T not seen in ev’ry form he wears'? 

Defy’d bim^^ fac’d him, never fled him yet : 

Noifmv *;"y conscience since contracted guilt. 

The parent of dismay : then whence is Ibis'? 
Perhaps ’tis pity for yon hopeless host. - 

for what'f the brave despise onr pity; 

For death, enconuter’d in a noble canse. 

Comes, like the gracious lord of toiling binds. 

To end all labours and bestow reward. 

Then let me shake this lethargy away. 

By beav’n. It wo’not off! The 8wcat*pf death 
Is on me ! a cold tremor shakes my joints ! 

My feet seem riveted! my blood congeals ! 
Almighty po^’rs ! Thou ever awful form! 

Why art toon presentl Wherefore — what, a sigh! 
Oh r smile of sweet relief! if aught from heav’n 
A mortal car be worthy to— again 
That piteous action, that dejected air ! ^ ^ 

Speak ont the cause ; 1 beg thee speak — ’tis gone ! 
Yet would I gaze, by such enchantment bound — 

, Thou pleasing, dreadful vision!. Oh! return. 
Unfold tby errand, though 1 die with bearing. 

Enter DUKE OF ATHENS. 

AfA. You’re well encounter’d, Ribemopt; the 
Ere this, has Edward’s answer ; u I past [kiog, 
Tbe boundaries of onr camp on yonder side, 

In this my pro]j;ress to equip the field, 
i I saw tbe nnneio posting like tbe wind ; 
y Haand bis tnia, on borses white with foaiPi 
. Their eourse diregtied- to enr monarch’ tent. 



What metns this, RibfBioDll thoa’rt 
thought. 

Rib. Athens, I am unaoldier’d, I'n 
Wonder you may, my noble friend, for see, 

I shake, l tremble. 

A lA. Say, at what? , 

Rib. Why, nothing. [battlo, 

Aih. Shoold the vast host that here are^rang’d for 
(Warm with impatience, eager for the fray,; 

Behold that Ribemont alone bmi fear, 

What wonder Whuld it cause I ftTlr tiiou, of all, 

Art sure deservingly tbe most renown’d. 

Come, be thyself— ror shame! 

Rib, Believe me, Athens, 

I am not stricken with a coward’s feeling : 

Not all yon armjc.to this sword oppos'd, 

Should damp my vigour, or depress my heart : 

’Tia not tbe holdier trembles, but the son. 

Just now a melancholy seiz’d my soul, 

A sinking, whence I knew not, till, at length, 

My (other’s image to my sight appear’d. 

And strnck me motionless. 

Ath. *Twas only fancy. 

Rib, Oh ! no, my Athens, plainly^ beheld 
My father in the habit that he wore, 

When, with psternal smiles, he hung this weapon 
Upon my youthful thigh, bidding me use it 
With honour — only in my country’s cause. 

Within my mind 1 treasur’d up the charge. 

And sacred to the soldier’s public call 

Have worn it ever. Wherefore, then, this visilt 

Why in that garb in which he fix’d my fortune, 

And charg’d me to repay his care with glory 1 
If ’tis an omen of impending guilt, 

Oh ! soul of him I honour, once again 
Come from tby beav’n, and tell me what it is, 

Lest erring ignorance undo my frame. [brain. 
Ath, Nought but a waking dream — a vapour’d 
Rib. Once his pale visage seem’d to wear a smile, 

A look of approbation, not reproof. 

But the next moment, with nplifled hands 
And heaving hosoin, sadly on the earth 
He turn’d his eyes, and sorely seem’d to weep : 

I beard, or fancy 'd that T heard a groan, * 

As from the ground his look was rais’d to me; 

Then, shaking with a mournful glance hia bead. 

He melted into air. 

Ath, Pr’ylhee, no more ; 

You talk'd of melancholy, that was all ; 

Some sickness of the mind : occasion’d, oft, 

Ev’n by the fumes of indigested meals. 

To-morrow we will laugh at this delusion. 

Rib. To-morrow! On! that mention of to-mor- 
row — 

There are opinions, Athens, that onr friends 
Can pass the boundaries of nature back, 

To warn us when tbe hour of death is nigh. 

If that Ihv bnsinesB was, thou awful shade, 

1 thank thee, and this interval of life, 

However short, which heaven vouchsafes me yet, 

1 will endeavour as 1 ought to spend. 

Ath. See, through yon clouds of dult, with how 
much speed 

The nuncio hastens to tbe English camp! 

Perhaps tbe terms for safety are agreed, 

Then where’s a meaning for thy fancy ’d vision? 

Rib, No matter where, ia)t«pirits are grown light : 
Returning vigour braces up again 
My nerves and sinews to toeir wonted tone. 

My heart beats freely, and, in nimble rounds, 

Tbe streams of life pursue (heir ready course : 

Lead on ; our duty calls us to the . [Exeunt. 

Scene II — The Prince of Wales" s Tent. 

Enter Prince Edward, Lord Chandos, and 
Attendants, meeting LORD Audley. 

P.Edu). Well, Audley, are the soldiers til re- 
ft-esh’d? ' 

Aud. AB^ and ahhoiigb,' perchtnee, fbetrnst of 
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St ■eeiii’d«o^e«rr«l«ftrarpafl8*d my bopa; 

IStill joining handa, aa off they drain’d the bowl, 
i^ooeas to Eogland’a anna waa all the cry. 

At length a hoary vet'ran rais’d hia ?oioe, [there ! 
And thus address’d liiafellows: ** Courage, bro- 
The French have never beat us, nor shall now. 
sOnr great third Edward's fortune waits our arms ; 
And his |>rave son, whose formidable helmet 
Itods terror to our foes, directs the fight ; 

In bis black i|rniour, we will soon Keliold him 
Piercing their ilfihing’d battalions. Shall not we, 
At humble distance, emulate his ardour. 

And gather laurels to adorn bis triumph?” 

Then did they smile again, shake-hands, and shoot, 
'While, ^oite transported at the pleasing sight, 

I wept, insensibly, with love ana joy. [there, 
P. Edw. 1 too could weep ! Oh 1 Audley, Chandos, 
There rest I all my hope. My honest soldiers, 

I know, will do their duty. 

Enter a GentUman, 

Gent* 'Royal sir, • 

A person muffled in a close disguise. 

Arriv'd, this instant, from the adverse camp. 

Ad he reports, solicits to receive 
An audience of your highness, and alone. 

P.Edw. Retire, my lord. Conduct him straight- 
way in. [Exit Gentleman. 

Chan. Your highness will mot tgust yourself 
unguardeid : 

It may be dangerous. Consider, sir. [scorn : 

P. Edw. Caotion is now my slave, and fear I 
This is no hour for idle apprehensions. 

[Exeunt Lords, ^c- 

Enter Arnold in a disguise, which he throws off. 
Your business, sir, with — Arnold! Get thee hence. 

Am. liehold a wretch laid prostrate at your feet, 
His guilty neck ev’n humbled to the earth ; 

Tread on it, sir ; it is most lit you should. 

1 am unworthy life, ncr hope compassion. 

But could not die till here I stream'd my tears 
In token of contrition, pain, and shame. [move, 
P. Edw. Up, and this instant from my sight re- 
Ere indignation urges me to pay 
Thy horrid treasons witii a traitor's fate. [ther; 

Arn. Death if I’d fear’d, I had not ventur’d hi- 
Conscious 1 merit all jou can iullict: 

But doom’d to torture, us by guilt 1 am, 

1 hop'd some ease in begging here to die ; 

That 1 might manifest, where most 1 ought. 

My own abhorrence of on' hated crime. 

Thus, on my knees, lay 1 my life before you 
Nor ask remission of the heavy sentence, • 

Your justice -must pronounce. Y et, royal sir. 

One little favour let me humbly hope : 

(And may the blessings of high heav’n repay it:) 
’Tig, when too shall report iny crime and sufl'eritig, 
Only to add, be gave iiimself to death. 

The voluntary viotiin of remorse. 

P. Edw. I shall disgrace my soldiership, and melt 
To woman’s weakness, at a villain’s sorrow. 

Oh! justice, with thy fillet seal my eyes ; 

Shut out at once, his tears, and hide my oyna.(Aside.) 
' Am. Am I rejeoled in nij low petition 
For such a boon 1 Nor oao 1 yet complain ; 

Your royal favours follow approbation, 

And I of all mankind have least jgretence 
To hope ibe bounty of a word taease me. 

P. Edw. Rise, Arnold. Thou wert long my chosen 
servant; 

An infant-fondness was uur early tie : 

But wither years (companions as we liv’d) 
Afteolioii rooted, and esteem grew love. 

Nor was my aool a niggard to thy wishes : 

There set no son liut saw my bounty flow. 

No hour scaroe pnaa’d unmark’d by favour from me. 
The .priooe and master yet 1 set apart. 

And singly here arraign thee in Ibe friend. 

Wu h for tbee, in forlone's Ant aasaolt. 


Amidst these thonsttido, all by far lasa fSiirmvM# 

To be the fint, the only to forulao me? 

Was it for thee, for tbee to opek n^Toe, 

And take tby safety from the mfiun that sunk 
The man of all the world that fi^’d thee m^t? 

In spite of roe my eyes will overflow, 

And 1 must weep the'wronge I should revenge. 
Am, Tears for such gnift as niiiel Oh! Mast- 
ing sight! 

Cover me, mountains! bide me and my shame ! 

A 'traitor’s fate would here be kind reuef 
From the excessive anguish 1 endure. 

P. Edw. Having thus fairly stated oar account. 
How great's the balance that appears against thee! 
And what remains? 1 will not mftre reproach thee. 
Love tbee I must not, and 'twere guilt to pity. 

All that with honour 1 can grant is ibis : 

Live— but remove for ever from my sight. 

If I escape the dangers that surround me, 

I must forget that Arnold e’er had being s 
I must forget, in pity ta mankind 
(Lestit should freeze afiection in my heart,) 

That e'er such friendship met with such return. 

Am. Oh ! mercy more afflicting than ev’n rage f 
That 1 could answer to with tears and pray’rs ; 

But conscious shame, with kindness, strikes me 
• ^ mute. 

Great sir, (forgive intrusion on your goodness,) 

My boon yon have mistakeo, life 1 ask'd not; 

’Twas but to witness to the deep remorse. 

That with a hai^y’s talons tears my bosom. 

Lovty? the pernicious pois\ier of my honoar,' 

In poor atonement's sacrific'd already ; 

And life, devoted as the nU I’ve left. 

I'm ready now and resolute to pay. 

But as my miseries have touched your soul. 

And gain’id remission of a traitor's fate, 

Oh I ^dd one favour, and complete my wishes. 

To the dear country that must scorn my name, 
(Though 1 still love it us I honour yoo,) 

Permit my sword to lend its little aid, 

To pay a dying tribute. Grant but that, 

And 1 will weep my gratitude with blood. [thee, 
P. Edw. Stain’d and polluted as my eyes behold 
Honour no longer can endure thy sight. 

If 'tis in valour to accomplish it. 

Redeem thy reputation ; bot if not. 

To fall in fight will be tby happiest hope. 

Away, nor more reply. 

A 1*71. Exalted goodness! [Exit. 

P. Edw, If passions conquer’d are oip noblest 
Misruling anger, ever mad revenge, ' [boasts. 
And thou, too partial biaser, afiection; 

Confess I once have acted as 1 onght. (TVioiijiefr.) 
Ah ! by those trumpets, sure, the nanoio’s oome ! 

[A Gentleman appears and retires. 
Who’s there ? Acquaint the lords 1 wish to see ’em. 
Now does the medley war begin to work : 

A Ibousand hopes and fears all crowd upon mg* 

Enter Earls of Warwick and Salisbury, 
Lords Audlry, Chandos, and other, and 
Attendants. 

Ob ! welcome, friends ! But see, tlie cardinal. 

(rrumpeta.) 

Enter Cardinal Perigort, attended. 

Well, gen’rons advocate, we wait oar doom. 

Per. Prepare, prepare, for an immediate battle: 
Inflexible is France in her demands, * 

And all my pray’rs and tears have prov’d in vain. 
P. Edw. Lord Cardinal, may rigbteoas heav’ii 
reward 

The pious charity of soul yoo’ve Aewn. 

If France insists so high, it shall be try’d; 

The desp’rate ohanoe w battle shall be try’d. 

The fates attend, the haltnoe is prepar’d ; 

And w bosoe'er thall have the lot to mount. 

May beav’h strgteh wide Its everlostisg 
And give them happy entrance Ml. 
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[Act 


Aiiicli! 

lllostrious priBoe. loA jr«a bia noble foibwera, 
Remaina there anf^fat that I can do to aerre ye1 
Jdy fanotion auita not with a field ofalaaghter; 

In Poictiera, therefore, moat I aeek mj aafetj. 
There, while the battle ragea, roond and roniid 
Mv beada ahall drop to prayVa, that ev’ry aatnt 
Will ancoonr and anpport the Engliah arma. 

But ahould the fortune of your foea prevail. 

And leave ye victima to immortal honour. 

The pioua offioea f’ll make my own, 

O’er ev’ry grave to breathe a thousand bleaainga, 
And water all your ashes with my tears. 

P. Edw, My TOntle friend, such goodness will 
renown you. 

Per. Take from my hand, my heart, my very soul. 
My amplest benediction to you all. {They bow.) 
I now can stifle in my tears no longer — 

Oh! gallant prince, farewell. ^ Farewell to all. 
Heav^ n guard your lives , and give your arma aocoesa! 

with his Attendimts. On the Cardinal's 
going out, the Prince and Lords continue for 
some time fixed mul mute. 

And. You loiter, air; our enemies advanee, 

And we’re in no array. 

P.Edw. Away, despatch ; 

Marshal the army by the plan I gave ; « 

Then march it straight to yonder eminence : 
Whence I’ll endeavour to inflame their zeal, 

And fit them for the toils this day demands.' 

[^Exeunt. 

Scene III. — Another part of ike English Camp. 

Bfi/er Mariana and XjOtusA. 

Lou. Thus, madam, has obedience prov’d my 
The hurry and confusion of the field' [duty : 

Giving ns ojpportnnity to ’scape, 

We*ve reach '^d the English camp. But whither now ? 
Where would you bend your courael Behold, 
around, . 

Bow the arm’d soldiers, as they form in ranks, 
Dart from impassion’d looks ten thopsaud terrors ! 
The scene is dreadful ! 

Mar. Then it suits my mind, , 

The seat of horrors terrible to bear. 

On — let ns find him. 

Lou. Dearest lady, think ; 

Nor follow one that rudely spum’d you from him. 
Mar. It was not Arnold spurn’d me, ’twas his 
guilt. 

The gniltl^lnng’d him in. ^ Louisa, thou 
Hast ne’ei^perienc’d |>asaiona in extremes. 

Or thou wouldat koo w that love, and hate, and scorn, 
All opposites torother meet, and blend 
In the wild whirl of a distracted soul. 

Lou. Behold, he comes ! 

Mar, Support me, gracious pow’rs ! 


Enter Arnold. 

Am, Ah! Mariana! When will tortore end? 

^ ^ (Aside.) 

Mar. How shall I stand the shock of his re- 
proaches? (Aside ) 

Am. Why art thou here? Oh! why, unhappy 
maid? (rum, 

Miw. Since my too fatal rashness wrought thy 
Tis fit, at least, that 1 should share it with thee. 
Therefore, my friends, my father, and my country, 
have forsook for ever ; and am come 
To claim a portion here in all yon suffer. 

^Am. Return again, I beg thee; I conjure thee, 

~f all the wondrous love that fir’d our hearts, 
iwrought---but let not that be more remember’d. 
■On hast wish for happiness or peace, 

9 lo thy father back, and think no more 
Of n lost wretch who hantens to oblivion. 

Msur, Request it not ; I never will forsake thee : 
^One fortniie shall conduct, one fate involve ns : 
pT’ll shew Jtbnmrld that my unhappy crime 
P'Wns tteKlier child of treachery or fear. 


But love, love only ! and the guilt it caus’d, •’* 
Aa I inspir’d, 1*11 share its pnnisbment. 

Am. You cannot, nay, you must not think of it ^ 
You broke no faith; I only waa to blame: 

And, to engage thee tp secure tby safety. 

Know the dire state of my determin’d soul - 
Ueav’n and my prince permitting, I have sworn ^ 
To brave all dangers in the oommg fight ; . 

And when my sword has done its best for England* 
To lay my load of misery and ahaqie. 

Together down for ever ; death Illl bant 
So very closely that be sba’n't escape me. 

Be timely, then, in tby retreat ; and heav’n 
And all good angels guard tbee ! On tby lips 
I’ll seal my fervent pray’rs for blessings on thee. 

( Kisses her.) 

Oh! what a treasure does ray soul give up 
A sacrifice to honour ! (Going,) 

Mar. Stop a moment : 

One single moment, Arnold : let me gather 
A liUle strength to bear this dreadfoT parting. 

And innst it be — hold, hold, my lieart-.-for ever? 
Oh! bitter potion ! kind phyaician, pour 
One drop of hope to sweeten it a little. [give. 
Am. Hope ev’ry thing: hope all that earth can 
Or beav’n bestow on virtues sooli as thine. 

( Trumpet.) 

That trumpet sumpions me : I must away ! 

Oh! measure by thy own the pangs I feel. [Exit. 

Mar. Then they are mighty ; not to be express’d, 
Not to be borne, nor ever to be cor’d. 

My head runs round ! my bnrsting brain divides ! 

Ob ! for an ocean to ingulpli me quick; 

Or flames capacious as all hell’s extent! 

That 1 might plnnge, and stifle torture there. 

Lou, Hence, my dear lady ; for yonr peace, go 
hence. (eyes. 

Mar, I’ll dig iliese eyes out; these pemioious 
Enslaving Arnold, have nndone him. — Ali ! 

(Trumpet.) 

That raven trumpet soonds the knell of death! 
Behold, the dreadful, bloody work begins! 

What ghastly wounds ! what piteous, pierolng 
Oh ! stop that fatal faldiion ! if it fall, [shrieks! 

It kills my Arnold ! — Save him, save biro, save — 
Exit, mnning; Louisa follows. 

Scene IV. — A rural Eminence, with the distant 
« ' prospect of a camp. 

Enter PRINCE Edward. 

P.E^. The hour advances, the decisive hour, 

I That lifts me to the summit of renown, 

I Or leaves me on the earth a lifeless corse. 

I The buz and bustle of the field before me, 
i The twang of bow-strings, and the clash of spears, 
Willi ev’ry oiroumstance of preparation. 

Strike a tremendous awe! — Hark! Shouts are 
echo’d 

To drown dismay, and blow up resolution 
Ev’n to its utmost swell! From hearts so firm. 
Whom dangers fortify, and toils inspire. 

What lias a leader not to hope ! And yet 
The weight of apprehension weighs me down. 

Oh ! Soul of nature! great eternaT Cause I (Kneels.) 
Who gave and govern’st all that’s here below ^ 

’Tis by the aid of thy Almighty arm 
The weak exist, the virtnous are secure. 

If to your sacredlaws obedient ever, 

My sword, my soul, have own’d no other guide; ' 

Oh! if your honour, if the rights of men. 

My country’s happiness, my king’s renown, 

Were motives worthy of a warrior’s zea^; . 

Crown yonr poor servant with snooesa this day. 

And be the praise and glory all tby own. (Hves.) 

Enter Lord Audley.^ 

Aud. Now, royal Edward, is the boar at band, 
Tliat shall, beyond the boast of ancient story. 

Ennoble English arms; forgive, my hero. 
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That 1 preiame so far, hat I hate sworn 
To rise your riral in the oommon fijfbt. 

Well start toeetber for the goal of gloi^, 

And work such wonders that oar fear-siroek foes 
Shall call os more than mortida! As of old. 

Where malohlesa vigour mark’d viotorioas chiefs! 
The baffl’d host, to cover their disgrace. 

Crj’d ont.the gods assam’d commanders’ forms. 
And partial heav’n had fought the field against 
them ! 

P. Edw, Auald^, thy soul is noble : then toge- 
(Safe from the prying eye of observation ) [tlier 
Let us unmask our hearts. Alas', my frieud. 

To such a dreadful precipice we’re got. 

It giddies to look down. No hold, no hope. 

But in the succour of Almighty Pow’r! 

For nothing but a miracle can save us. ^ ' 

And. I stifle apprehensions as they rise. 

Nor e’er allow myself to weigh our danger. 

P, Edm, ’Tis wisely done : and we'll at least en- 
deavour , 

(Like the brave handful at Thermopylae) 

•To make such gallant sacrifice of life 
As shall confound our enemies. Oh ! think 
On the great glory of devoted heroes. 

And let us emulate the godlike flame. 

That dignify ’d the chiefs of Greece and Rome ! 
Souls greatly rais’d, above all partial bonds. 

Who knew no tie, no happiness distinA. 

But made the general weal their only care : 

That was their aim. their hope, their pride ; the end 
For which they labour'd, sufl'er’d. conquer'd, bled ! 
Aud. Exalted, great incitement! 

P,Edw, What may happen. 

Since none can say, prepare we for the worst. 

Then as a man whom 1 nave lov’d and honour'd. 
Come to my arms, and take a kind farewell : 

(T/iey embrace,) 

If we survive, we will again embrace. 

'And greet each other’s everlasting fame; 

If not, with him whose justice never errs, 

Reinains onr fst reward. 

Aud. You melt me, sir! 

I thought my nature was above such weakness ; 
But tears will out. 

P, Edw. They’re no reproach to manhood : 

But we’ve not leisure now for their indulgence. 

Aud, True, glorious leader ; to more active duties 
The sef ’ral functions of our souls are sulhiuon’d. 
Safety and honour, liberty, renown! 

Hope’s precious prospect, and possession’s bliss! 
All that are great and lovely ; urg’d together. 

The arm of valour in their dear defence. • 

P, Edw. And valour well shall answer the de- 
mand ; 

Onr foes, to wear the trophies of the dav, [tell 

Must wade through blood to win ’em. Beav’n can 
How many souls may pay the fatal price. 

Or whose may be the lot': if mine be one. 

Say, Audley, to my father, to my country, — 

Living, they had inj service ; at my death. 

My pray’rs and wishes for eteinal welfare. 

A^ Request not that which, if the day be lost, 

I ne’ei^ shall execute. — I have to ask 
A favour, which I hope you’ll not refuse. 

J*, Edw. Nothing that suits mv Audley to solicit, 
^ud. It is that f may bq tbe first to otiarge: 

1 think I can rely upon my oourag;e 
To bet a good example. 

P, Edw. Be it tlyne.-— 

And see, the troops spproach ! ( Trumpets.) 

And. Ea^ upright form 
Darting defiance, as they move, to France ! 

Where is the pow’r can cope with souls like these? 

‘ Resolv’d on conquest or a glorious fate ! 
Unmoveable as robhf. theyll stand the torrent 
Of rushing fury, and disdain to shrink : 

But let yon panting wasps discharge their stings, 
And then in clusters crush ’em. . {Trumpets.) 


Enter Earls of Warwick emd Salisbury* 
Lord Chandos, and other Commmtders. Pwrtwo 
of Soldiers appear between aU the side scenes, witk 
Officers Uadrag them, so see m s ug as ^tka whole of 
the armp was drawn up. 

P. Edw. Countrymen. 

We’re here assembled for the tougliest fight 
That ever strain’d tbe force of English arms. 

See yon wide field with glittering numbers gay. 

Vain of their strenrth, they challenge us for slaves* 
AniPbid us yield their pris’ners at discretion. 

If there’s an Englishman amongst ye all. 

Whose soul can basely truckle to such ^ndage v 
Let him depart. For me, I swear by heav’n, 

I^ my great father’s soul, and by*my fame. 

My country ne’er shall pay a ransom for me. 

Nor will I stoop to drag out life in bondage. 

And take my pittance from a Frenchman’s hands r 
This I resolve, and hope, brave countrymen. 

Ye all resolve the same. 

Soldiers. All, all resolve it. 

Sat. Conquest or death is ev’ry Briton’s choice* 

P. Edw. Oh! glorious choice! And know* my 
gallant soldiers. 

That valour is superior far to numbers. 

There are no o^ds against tbe truly brave : 

Let i* resolve on conquest, and ’tis ours. 

But should the worst that can befall us — death. 

’ Twill be a fate to envy more than pity. 

And we have fathers, brothers, sons, or friends* 

That will revenge our slaughter. 

Soldhrs. On, lead on. 

P. Edw. I see the gen’rous indignation rise. 

That soon will shake the bousted pow’r of France: 
Their monarch trembles midst his gaudy train, 

To think the troops he now prepares to meet. 

Are such as never fainted yet with toil. 

'I'bey’re such as yet no pow'r on earth could awe* 

No army baffle, and no town withstand. 

Heav'ns ! with what pleasure, with what love I gaze* 

In ev’ry face to view his father’s greatness! 

Those Ikthers, those undaunted fathers, who 
111 Gallic blood have ^’d their swords. 

Those fathers who in Gyprus wrought such feats. 

Who taught the Syracusians to submit, 

I'am’d the Calabrians, tbe fierce Saracens, 

And have subdu’d, in many a stubborn fight 
The Palestineaii warriors. Scotland’s fields. 

That have so oft been drench'd with native gore* 

Bear noble record ; and the fertile isle. 

Of fair Hibernia, by their awords sobjeqtcj, 

An ample tribute and obedience pays. 

On her high mountaius Wales receiv’d their laws* 

And the wimle world has witness’d to their glory. 

Aud. Lead os to action, and each Briton here 
Will prove himself tbe son of those brave fatliers. 

P, Edw. View all yon glitt’iing grandeur as your 
spoils, 

The sure rev^rd of this day’s victory. 

Strain ev’ry racully, and let yoikr minds. ^ 

Your hopes, vonr ardours, reach their utmost 
DounJs. 

Follow your standards with a fearless spirit ; 

Follow the great examples of your sires ; 

Follow tbe noble genius that inspires ye ; 

Follow this train of wise and valiant leaders. 

Follow, in me, your brother, prinoe, and friend. 

Draw, fellow-soldiers ; catch tb’ inspiring name ! 

We fight for England, liberty, and fame ! 

[Ihep draw their swords and go out. Trumpets 
sounding. 

ACT V. 

Scene I — An extenews Ploin, wiSk the disImiLate 
of a Ttmon, 

Enter PRINCE Edward, Earl of Warwick* 
Lord Chandos, and Attendants. 

P. Edw. Haste to my Lord of Oxford, and le- 
He ply hts lurobers with redoubled vigour : [quest 

[An Attendant bows, mui^oeteirf* « ^ 
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Aitd, There lifelefi lies the erni tbet eave the 
A braver soldier never press’d the earth, [woend: 
On his remains let dne distinction wait. 

To the dost that once was , noble. 

[He is hd off, 

P*. £dio. The valiant Ribemont ! Take hence 
bis corpse, 

And see that every solemn rite be paid : 

With hononrs suited to bis hiah renown. 

Conduct the body to its peaoetiil g^rave. 

[Ribemont is carruA%ff. 
Chan, The field is thinii’d! And now, far off re- 
The dying voice of tamnlt faintly sounds, [mov’d. 
Like the hoarse thunder in a distant sky; 

Or hollow roarii^s of subsiding waves. 

After their conflict with a furious storm. [us, 
P, Edm, An awful horror ! The sad.scene before 
Pompous with desolation ! as decline's 
The glow and ardour of our ‘martial flame, 

Softens the mind to mournful meditation. 

How many souls have ta’en eternal flight, 

Who, but thU very morning, on the wing 
Of expectation, look’d through years to come ! 

So have the bubbles of their hopes been broke ; 

So may it fare with us — And such is life ! 

Enter Louisa, and falls on her knees. 

Lou, Oh ! mighty prince, whose'matchless vir- 
tues charm 

The many realms your victories have aw’d. 

Lend your compassion, your protection lend. 

To wretched, bleeding, dying penitence. 

P. Edw, What wouldst thou say? «« 

Lou. Unhappy Mariana, , 

At once the victim of d'stressful love. 

And deep remorse for treachery — 

P. Eaio. Go on. 

Lou, Frantic and weeping, ran o’er all the field. 
Till chance directed her to Arnold’s corpse, 

That welt’ring lay in blood. She kiss’d It oft. 
Bath’d it with tears, tore her dishe veil’d locks. 
Smote her poor bosom, sobb’d, and sadly groan’d. 
Till snatching from his clay-cold hand his sword, 
Sihe plung’d it sudden in her side ! sunk down. 

And call’d on death to lock their last embrace : 

I (hot too late to save her) interpos’d. 

And ory.’d for help — alas! in vain. But now, 
Plook^d by some passing soldiers from the body, 
TW force liOT, raving and reluctant, hither. 

^ P. Edw. Oh ! Chandos, what a moving sight is 
here ! 

Enter Soldiers, forcina in Mariana, distracted and 
bleeding. 

Mar. Off, let me go ! I will not be torn from him : 
Relentless monsters ! Let us mingle blood. 

And die together. \Vhat do 1 behold I 
Oh ! hide me, friendly earth I for ever hide me 
From that offended face. {Sinks down.) 

P. Edw. Look up, fair mourner, 

{Kneeling by her.) 

And gather comfort from mv friendly^lears. 

Mar, Comfort from thee f Thon injur’d godlike 
hero. 

Load me with curses! Stab roe with reproaches — 
Tby sweetness cannot ! but the hand of heav’n. 
That strikes for injur’d virtue, heavy falls. 

And crushes me beneath it. 

P. Edw. Weep not thus. [this 7 

Mar. What art thou made of, heart, to bear all 
That grbv’ling in the dust — abandon’d — 

P. Edw, Nay, " 

Do not be so wilful — And — 

Mar. Indeed, great prince. 

The dear, departed Arnold was ensnar’d, 

Sedoc*d, betray'd by me. But heav’n can witness. 
My only motive was Ids preservation. 

Danger, despair, provok'd the guilty deed, 

P ”"-*^Jfcborror, death, and infamy reward. 

ve the' breathless soldier that rever.’d, 
lervant that ador’d yon, sir ! On me 
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Heap all your iadignalioD ; scorn, detest. 

Despise, and hate my Memory for ever. 

P. Edw, No; both have my compassion, roy for- 

f iyeneM.. 

orgiveness, said yon ? Oh ! celestial 
Catch it, ye angels, hbv’ring on the wing. 

To waft me to the bar of heav’n’s high justice! 
Offended virtue pities and forgives ! 

Chant it aloud, and cheer with this foretakte 
Of goodness infinite — my drooping — Oh ! — {Dies.) 
Chmi. She’s breathless ! « * 

P, Edw, Heav’n, I hope, will think their crime 
Enough was punish’d by affliction here. 

Lay them together. — Well, my Lord of Warwick — 
Enter Earl of Warwick. 

War. I’ve view’d the adverse camp, as you com- 
manded ; 

Where all the wealth of France was sure collected. 
To grace the ruin of that wretched people: 

Each tent profuse ! like those of Pompey’s host. 
When on Pharsalia’s plain he fought great Caesar, 
Aii(f lost the world, his life, and Rome her freedom. 
P. Edw. All-righteous 'heav’n! thy hand is here 
conspicuous : 

Pride and presumption finish thus their shame. 

(Shout.) 

Chan, ’Tis a train of pris’ners ; bring hitner. 
Enter Earl of Salisbury, with Officers and Sol- 
diers, conliuctinj KING John, Duke of Tou- 
RAIN, Archbishof Of Sens, and several French 
Noblemen, prisoners, 

P. Edw. Brave Salisbury, you’re welcome to my 
The field is ours ! [arms. 

Std. And nobly was it fought! [ted 

Bihold, my noble prince, how well we have acquit- 
Tbe claims our adversaries made on us. 

Your veteran swordsman. Sir John Pelham, sends 
This royal trophy to adorn your triumph. 

P. Edw. Most wise and valiant of all Christian 
kings. 

Rever’d for virtues, and renown’d in arras! 

That I behold you thus, dissolves my hearjt 
VTitb tender feeling ; while 1 bend the knee 
In humble praise of that good Providence, 

Which gives so great a victory to England ! 

For you, great monarch! let your godlike soul 
Strive with adversity, and still preserve. 

As well you may, your royal mmd unoonquer’d. 
Fortune 'U partial io her distributions : , 

Could merit always ^allenge its reward. 

In other lights we might this hour have stood. 
Perhaps the victor you, and I the captive: 

But fear no wrong,' the good should never fear it. 
This land, from vdience my ancestors have sprang. 
By me shall not be injur’d : for yourself, 

Aud this illustrious train of noble pris'iiers. 

My care shall be to treat you as 1 ought. [sin, 
K.John. My gracious conqueror, and kindest con- 
This goodness more than victory renowns you ! 

That I’m unfortunate is no reproach, 

I brav’d all dangers as became a king. 

Till by my coward subjects left and lost. [riv’d, 
P. JSdw. Lead to my tent; when we are there ar- 
Prepare a banquet with all princely pomp, 

At which T’ll wait, and serve my royal guests. 

My noble lords, and brave companions all, 

I leave your praise for the wide world to sound : 
Nor can the voi7oe of fame, however loud. 
Out-speak the merit of your matchless deeds. 

Oh ! m,iy Britannia’s sons, through every age. 

As they shall read of Ups so great achievement. 
Feel the recorded victory inspire 
An emulaUon of our martial fire, * 

When future wrongs their ardour shall excite. 

And future princes lead them forth to fight ; 

Till, by repeated conquests, tfiHy obtain 
A power to awe the earth, and^mte the main ; 

Each tyrant fetter gloriously Unbind, 

And give their liberty to all mankind. [Exetmt. 





Or, the first OF AUGUST: 

A BALLAD OPERA, IN TWO ACTS.^BY CHARLES DIBDIN. 



Act I.— Scene I. 


CHARACTERS. 

BUNDLE I ROBIN | MRS. BUNDLE 

TUG I GARDENEhS | WILELMINA 


ACT I. 

Scene 1. — A Garden, where eeveral ^Gardeners 
are at work; some digging, others, together 
with several Women, tying up bundles of asparagus. 
Bundle and Tug seated under a tree, at break- 
fast upon cold roast beef; a tankard of beer upon • 
the tmle. 

Labour, lads, fre youth he gone. 

For see apace the day steals on. 

, Labour is the poor man^s wealth ; 

Labour *tis that gives him health ; 

Labour makes us, while we swg^ 

Happier than the greatest king. 

Then labour, lads, ere youth be gone. 

Fur see apace the day steals on. 

Bundle, This, now, is my delight; to sit at break- 
fast while the men work. Come, honest Tom, let 
us.make ao end of our tankard before my wife gets 
up: her raking so in London, (^here, between 
you and 1, she stays a devilish deal longer than 
while she sells the sparrow-grass,) keeps her abed 
woundy late of a morning. 

Tug, Why, Master Bundle, I have oftentimes 
thought to inyself, that it was. a wondersome 
kind of thing how it came to pass, that you two 
agree so badly ; when ont of all the four-and- 
twenty hours, yon ve hardly ever above two of 
them together. 

Bumue. Ah! Thomas, Thomas! 'tis very hard 
that i man like me oan’t be allowed to get drunk 
OBoa a-day, without being called to an aocouat 


for it; but, between you and I, she is the ar* 
raiitesl^ 

Mrs. B. ( iritAin.) What are you all about there? 
Where’s your la/.y, idle master f 

Bundle. You hear she has begun t'* -/ing her 
usual peal. This is the way, the moment she is 
up ’ 

Tug. And I believe she seldom leaves off* till 
she goes to bed. Docs she, Mr. Bundle ? 

Bundle, No, nor then neither. Everything must 
be her way, or there's no getting any peace. As 
soon as the marketing’s over in town, away she 
and her favuiirite Robin trudge to the twa shil- 
ling gallery of one of the play-honses, where they 
have picked up such a pack of d — d nonsense, 
about sentiments and stuff, that 1 am not only 
obliged to put up with her scolding me all the 
time 1 do see her, but I am scolded in a language^ 
I don’t understand. 

Tug. Why, I should like that best now; for, 
then, you know, one has no right to take it for 
scolding at all. 

Bundle. Oh ! when once she raises her voice, 
you never can take it for anything else. 

Tug. Why then, mayhap, it is all concerning 
this same play-house business that she’s so stout 
against me, and does all she can to serve Master 
Robin with Miss Wilelminy. 

Bundle. Ay, there was another of her freaks : 
she was then as fond of romances as she Js now 
of plays ; and thoogb my father, who was as 
plain a man as myself, swore he wonld not leave 
us a farthing, if wc did not call the girl Margery, 
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noUiing would satisfy her, forsooth, bat we mast 
ive her the name of W\lelniina. ’Tis socb a 
— d, confounded, hard name, that 1 was a mat- 
ter of three years before 1 could pronounce it 
right. 

Tug. Well, stand to your oars ; for here she 
comes ! 

Enter Mrs. Bundle. 

Mrs. B. Is it not a most marvellous thing, Mr. 
Bundle, that I must be such an eternal slavll< to 
my family, in this here manner, while yoa and 
your cologtiing companions are besotting and 
squandering away your time with your guzzling, 
and everything goes to rack and manger \ I that 
am suofa a quiet, well-bred, easy, tame creature; 
that never scolds, nor riots, nor dins your faults 
in your ears; but am always as gentle and as pa- 
tient ns a lamb. 

Bundle. You are a very good wife to be sure, 
my dear, only a little inclined to talking. If you 
now had no tongue, or I had no ears, we should 
be the happiest couple in the world. 

Mrs. B. What a provocating creature ! — 
Tongue! — But this conics of marrying such a seem 
of a fellow? one that you may throw away all the 
tenderness in the world for, before it makdS any 
impression upon him. But it serves me right; 
for ’tis very well known what great oilers I refused 
upon your account! 

Bundle. T don't know how it should he other- 
wise than well known, iiiy love; for I geSierally 
hear of it about six times a-day' — But, iiiy dear, 
don’t you think it drill he necessary to give 
orders aliout loading the cart against you go to 
London ? 

Mrs. B. Sir, I shall not go to London to-iiiglit 
at all. Robin, Miss Wileimiiia, and T, are in- 
cited to go with a party to see the rowing-match 
this afternoon, and aftcrw'urds, there is to be a 
ho|^ at Mr. Wick’s, the tallow-chandler's, whore 
I intend to settle the purliminaries about my 
daughter's wedding : ana I desire you to take 
care, that the pines are not all gone before next 
week ; for 1 intend to invite the whole party to a 
hop here. 

, *Tug. But, Madam Bundle, ben’t yon some how 
or other afraid, that, what with one thing ind what 
with another, you’ll hop all the money out of your 
husband’s pocket? 

I don't direct my discourse to you, 
sir: but ’tis my liushand that encourages you to 
behave in such a brutish and outrageous man- 
ner. He has promised you, I know, that you 
should have my daughter; but I’ll make him to 
know who’s at home, 1 will 1 I'll assure you, in- 
deed' — Such a fbilow us you! — a nasty, idling, 
scurvy rapscallion, that leads a lilthy, driiiikeii, 
lazy life ; sotting in one ale-liousa, and sotting 
in another ! And shall such a low brute dure to 
expire to the honour of marrying Miss Wilelmina 
Bundle? 

Tug. I’ll tell you what. Ma’am Bundle, 1 
should not care much for marrying your daugh- 
ter, if she was not of a little better temper thau 
yourself. 

Mrs. B. Oh ! the villain ! — Why, you vile, 
pricked — 

Bundle. My dear, how can you put yourself 
iu such a passion? you, you know, who are such 
a tame creature ; one that never scolds nor 
l^ots. 

Mrs. B, I’ll riot you all to some tune, 1 will ; 
therefore, Mr. Bundle, unless you would have 
me sue for a separate maintainance — mind what 
1 say-^ext time I go to London, 1 shall take 
, .,'Robut-with me to Doctors’-Commons, and nothing 
but your ooosent to his marrying your daughter, 
shall ever make me look upon you again. 


AIR. — Mrs. Bundle. 

My counsel take. 

Or else Fll make 
The house too hot to hold you ; 

Be titl'd, I pray, 

I'd sonwthing say — 

Did I e'er rout or scold you ? 

But spite to wreak. 

On one so meek. 

Who never raves or flier out ; 

Oh me, who am 
. Like any lamh — 

Oh ! I coiihl fear your eyes out. [Exit. 

Tug. Well, and what say you to all this? 

Bundle. Why, I’ll lell vdii what, honest Tho- 
mas ; foi me to eniitradict her, would be much 
the same thing as for you to row against wind and 
tide. 

Tug. AVliy, then, that would be had enough. 
Master Bundle. 

Bundle. But I’ll try what I can do with my 
daughter for you ; and all I can say to put you in ' 
heart is, that if I find her ns lieadHtrong and as 
perverse as her mother, I shall advise you to have 
nothing to do with her, and so save you from hang- 
ing yourself in a month. 

Tug. Rut^ Master Bundle, if I marries miss, I 
expect to he a little happier than yon arc. 

Bundle. Ah! Tom, Tom! the wisest of us may 
be deceiied. 

Tug. I don’t know hut you are in iho right of 
it. A waterman would be a confounded fool, that 
would put up a sail with the wind and tide both 
ill his teeth — But here comes Miss Wileniiny. 
If she marries me, I’ll see if 1 can’t get her to 
change her name. 

Enter Miss Wilelmina. 

AIR. 

Two youths for my love are contending in vain ; 

For do all they can. 

Their sufferings I rally, ana laugh at their pain. 
Which, which is the man 

That deserves me the most ? Let me ask of my heart , 
l.s it Jtohin ivho .smirks, or who dies.ses .so .smart ? 

Or Tom, honest Tom, who makes plainness his 
pnin ? 

Which, which is the man ? 

Indeed, to he prudent, and do what I ought, 

I do what 1 can; 

*' Vet surely papa and mamma are in fault ; 

To a diflerent man 

They each have advis'd me to yield up my heart : 
Mamma prhises Robin, who dresses so smart; 

Papa honest Tom, who nwkes plainness his plan : 
Which, which is the man? 

Be kind, then, my heart, and but point out the 
youth, 

ril do what J can 

His love to return, and return it with truth : 

Which, which is the man? 

Be kind to my wishes, and point out, my heart,— ~ 

Is it Robin who smb ks, and who dresses so smart ? 
Or Tom, honest Tom, who makes plainness uis 
plan'?^ 

Which, which is the man? 

Tug. Take my advice, miss, and let it be ho- 
nest Tom. 

Wilel. Oh! you brute, did you hear me? 

Tug. Why, miss, suppose if X did, you aren’t 
afraid of speaking 5rour mind, be ye ? 

Wilel. My mind ! Why you nave not the as- 
surance to pretend that 1 said anything in favour 
of you? 

Tug. Why, no, 1 can’t say directly that fou 
laid aa how you’d have me; but I’m sure you 
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* can’t help saving yourself, that it sounded a little 
that way. , 

WiUL And do you iniagine that I could prefer 
you to Robin, sweet Robin ’ as the song says, 
that’s all over a nosegay, hnd the very pink of 
good breeding. 

Tug. For my part, T makes no comparisments. 
as a body may say ; but I’d be sorry, miss, if Iherc^ 
was not others as agreeable and well-behaved as 
he, however.* • 

Wtlei. What, yourself, T suppose? Do you 
know, you odious creature ' that he can spout Ro- 
meo by heart, and that he's for ever talking si- 
milies to me ? 

Tug. 1 know he’s fur ever talking nonsense to 
you. 

Wilel. Oh! hold your filthy tongue ' Did you 
but hear him compare in\ cheeks to carnations, 
iny hands to lilies, iny heuiitifnl blue icins to vio- 
lets, luy lips to rheiries, mv teeth to snow-drops, 
and niy eyes to the sparkling dew that Tiangs 
, upon the rose-trees in the morning,— what would 
you say, then i 

Tug. Ah ! but you know, miss, that’s all in his 
wav. 

Wilel. Then he writes verses! Oh, dear me! 
the author of the opera hook in the parlour win- 
dow, is a fool to him for writing.” Oh* he is a 
very 0\id’s iMetamorphoso ’ • 

Titg. Why, for the matter of that, miss, there 
are other folks that can write as well as he. 
What would you say now. if I had wrote some- 
thing about concerning my falling in love with 
you? 

Wild. I should then begin to have some hopes I 
of you. I 

Tuff. Should you’ — W !iy, tlien, f have. i 

Wtid, Oh, dear’ let's see it. 

, T,t(j. It’s a song, iiU's: I'll sing it to ^ou, if you 
please. 

AIR.— Trr.. 

And did you not hear oj a jolly younq waterman ^ 
Who at Illaikjtiat s /ji u/f/e iLs'dJor to ply I 
And he J father'd his oars V'lth such skill and dexte~ 
rily, 

Winning each heart, and d^ Uyhhnq each eye: 

He look'd .so neut, and loir'd ,vo .stradily^ 

The maidens all Jhnk'd ui his boat vu readily. 

And he eijd the yonmji agues with .so charming an 

aiV, 

Thai this waterman ne’er was in want of a fare. ^ 

What sights of fine folks h- ojt row'd in his wherry, 
*Tu',ts clean'd out so nice, and painted withal; 

He was always fit st oar.s when the tine eity ladies 
in a party to Ifaiielaqli went or }\iit.vhall. 

And oftentimes would they he yiyyUng and leer- 
iny ; 

But *twas all one to Tom, their gibing and jeering. 
For looing or liking he little did care. 

For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 

And yet hut to .see kow strangely things happen; 

Ashe row'd along, thinking of notiiing at all. 
Hennas ply'd by a damsel, .so lovely and charming, 

• That she .smil'd, and so straightway in love he did 
fall: 

And would this young damsel but banish his sor- 
row. 

He'd wed her to-night before to-morrow. 

And how should this waterman ever know care. 

When he s married, and never in want of a fare ? 

Well, miss, how do yon like it? 

IFi/e/. Like it! why it’s the verv moral ofyour- 
celf! If you had not passed half your lime be- 
tween Wapping and the Tower-stairs, you could 
never have written snob a song. 

Tag, Didn’t I tell you as how it was the thing? 
Well, now, 1 hope you will oonsent? 


Wilel. Consent to what? 

Tug. Why, to marry me. To be sartain, you 
won’t find me like your Mr. Robin, an incotisi- 
derative puppy, that will say more in half-an-bonr 
than he'll st:tnd to in half-a-year. 1 am a little 
too much of an Englishman, 1 thank you, miss, for 
that : my heart lies in the right place; and, as we 
say, ’tis not always the best-looking boat goes the 
safest. 

^hVilel. And so, Mr. Thomas, you really think, 
by all this fine talking, to make me dying for love 
of voii ? 

Tug. Why miss, for the matter of that, I don’t 
see %vhy 1 should not. * 

Wilel. W'ell, then. I’ll tell you what, if you 
ever expect to have aif> thing to say to me, you 
must kneel at my feet, kiss my band, swear that 
I am an angel , that the very sun, moon, and 
stars, are not half so bright as mv eyes ; that 1 
am Cupid, Venus, and the three Graces put to- 
gether. 

Tug. Why, to be sure, all this may be very fine ; 
but why should I speak to you in a lingo, 1 don’t 
understand * 

Wilel. This, as my dear Robin says, is the 
onla langnagl of true lovers ; and if you don’t 
understand it already, you’ll learn it for my 
sake. 

Tug. I’ll t<;ll you what, miss; if you don’t 
marry me till I make such a fool of myself, ’tig 
my iaind 30 u'll never marry me at all. 1 love 
you, to be sartain ; there’s nobody can say to 
the contrary of that ; hu4 you’ll never catch me 
at your Cupids and Wenisses: I am plain and 
downright. I'd do all that is in my power to 
make you happy, if you'd have me ; and if you 
won’t, 1 have nothing to do but to cast away 
care, and go on hoard a man-of-war ; for I could 
never bear to slay here, if you was married to 
another. 

Wild. What, then, )ou’d leave England, and 
aU for the love of me t 

Tug. Tlial's wlial I would, miss. 

M del. Well, that would he charming! Oh* 
how I should dnat upon it, if 1 were to hear them 
erv tlirongh Battersea streets — " The unfortutoate 
Sailor's Lamcatalion for the Loss of his Mis- 
tress'” 

Tug. I'll stick to mv word, I assure yon ; if 
vou won’t have me. I’ll go ou hoard a man-of- 
war. 

AIR.— Titg. 

Then farewell my trim buiit wherry. 

Oars, and coat, and badge, farewell; 

Never more at Chelsea ferry 
Shall your Thomas take a :spell. 

But^to hope and peace a stranger, 

1 19 the battle's heat I'll go ; 

Where, clos’d to er'ry danger, 

Some friendly ball shall lay me low. 

Then, mayhap, schen homeward steering. 

With the news my messmates come, 

Even you, the story hearing. 

With a sigh, may cry — “ Poor Tom!" 

[ Exit. 

Wilel. Well, 'tis a most charming thing to 
plague these creatures. Die for me ! if I bad 
not given myself some airs to him, he never could 
have Ihoughl of such a thing ; but that's the 
way, if one does not use them like dogs, there's 
no getting anything civil from them. — Rut here 
comes Robin : 1 must plague him in another 
way. 

Enter Robin. 

Robin, Miss Wileliuina, may I have the un- 
speakable happiness to tell you, bow much words 
fall short of the great honour you would prefer 
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opon me» if joa woald grant me the request of 
favonring me with yonr hand, this evening, at the 
hop. 

WileL Why, Mr. Robin, what particular incli- 
nation can you haw to dance with me? 

Robin, What inclination, miss ! Ask the plants 
why they love a shower ? Ask the sun-flower 
why it loves the sun ? Ask the snow-drop why it 
is white? Ask the violet why it is blue? Ask the 
trees why they blossom ? the cabbages why they 
grow? ’Tis all because they can*t help it j no more 
can I help niy love lor you. 

WUel. Lard ! Mr. Robin, how gallant you are ! 
Robin, Oh ! my Wilemina, thou art slraighter 
than the straightest tree ! sweeter than the sweet- 
est flower ! Thy hand is an white as a lily ! thy 
breath is as sweet as honey-suckles ! and when 
yon speak, grace is in all your steps, heaven in 
your eve, in every gesture — ^Oh. dear! 

Wiltl, Lard ! Mr. Robin, you have said that so 
oflen— 

Robin. Well, you never heard me say this in 
your life. Now, mind : my heart is for all the 
world just like a hot-bed, where the seed of af- 
fection, sown by your matchless charms, and 
wanned by that sun, your eyes, bebame a be*tu- 
tiful flower, which is just now full blown ; and all 
I desire, miss, is, that you'll condescend to gather 
it, and stick it in your bosom. 

WUel, And what pretensions have you to think 
I shall ever consent to such a thing? 

Robin, Pretension, miss! Because my love is as 
boundless as the sea, and niy heart is as full of 
Cupid’s arrows, as a sweet-briar is full of thorns. 

wiltl. But 1 am afraid, if I were foolish enough 
to believe you, you would soon forget me. 

Robin, Forget you, miss! ’tis impossible ! Sooner 
shall asparagus forget to grow, seed forget to 
rise, leaves to fall ; sooner shall tiees grow with 
their roots iu tiie air, and llieii branches buried in 
the earth, than I forget my Wilelinina. 

WUel, Well, 1 do declare there's no resisting 
you. 

Robin, Resisting, me, miss! no, T don’t know 
bow you should; my heait is stocked with love, 
aaiwilower-gardeii is stocked with flowers. The 
Copids that have fled from your eyes, and taken 
ahelter there, are as much out of nuinher as the 
ieavas on a tree, or the colours in a bed of tulips. 
Yon are tp.me what the summer is to the garden ; 
and if you "don’t revive me with the sunshine of 
yonr favour, I shall be over-run with the weeds of 
disappoioiraent, and choked up with the brambles 
of despair. 

WUel, That would be a pity, indeed. 

Robin, So ’t would, indeed, miss. 

WUel. Do you really love me, then ? 

Robin, Love you ! 

«!• 

AIR.— Robin. 

Bid the blossoms ne*er be blMhted, 

Birds by scare-crows ne’er be frighted. 
From the firm earth the oak remove; 

Teach the hollg-oak to grow. 

Trees bear cherries, 

Hedges berries ; 

But, pr’gthee, teach me not to love. 

Grass shall arow than cedars higher, 

P^ke shall bloom upon the briar, 

IaIms be as black as jet, 

Roses smell no longer sweet. 

Melons ripen without heat, 

Plums and cherries 
Taste like berries. 

When WUdmma I forget, [Exit, 

Enter Bundle. 

WUel* Oh ! p^pa, are you there ? 


Bundle, Huah, hush 1 speak softly I You have 
not seen yonr mother, have yea ? 

WUel, No. ^ 

Bundle. Because I wanted to talk with yon, 
Wilelmina, my dear. * 

Wiltl. What, upon the old subject, I suppose. 

Bundle, Yes; bni I would not bave her near us. 

Wilel. Oh ! she is safe enough, scolding the 
men in the garden. 

Bundle. Oh ! that will take her some time.— > 
Well, have } on seen, Thomas? 

Wilel. Yes, 1 have seen him, and a most deplor- 
able figure he cuts. 1 believe by this time he has 
entered liimselfoii board a man-of-war ; that so as the 
history-hook says, he may put an end to bis ex- 
istence and my cruelty togetner. 

Bundle. Why, did he say be would? 

WUel, Don’t 1 tell you I was cruel to him ; and 
how could he do any less ? 

Bundle. Why, the girl’s distracted ! But this 
comes of gadding about with yonr mother. If 
you had listened to my advice, I would no more 
have snflered you to put on such ridiculous con- 
ceited airs — Why, you and your mother are the 
laughing-stock of the whole place : I never pop 
my head into tlie Black Raven to get my penny- 
worth in a moruiug, hut l '1 the folks are fnll 
of it. 

Wilel. WhVf pupa, we are only a tittle gen- 
teeler than the rest of the people of Battersea, 
that’s all. 

Bundle, Genleeler ! Do you call it genteel, 
then, to take a ])Ieasure in being pointed at ? But 
ril not bear it; therefore, hear what I have to 
say, or — 

Wilel, Why do you tell me all this? Why don’t 
you speak to iny mamma? ’Tis no wonder she doea 
what she pleases willi me, when you know you 
don’t care to contradict her yourself. 

Bundle, Not dare to contradict her! 

Wilel. No, papa; you know she will have her 
own way ; and .since she has desired me to have 
Robin, what can I do hut be dutiful? 

Bundle. What, then, you owe no duty to me, I 
suppose? 

Wilel. Indeed I do; and if T could see that yon 
owed a little to yourself, I would oblige you wil- 
lingly. 

Bundle. But, as it is, you won’t marry Thomas? 

Wilel, J can’t, indeed. 

Bundle, And fbr no other reason, bat because 
your mamma insists upon your marrying Robin? 

Wilel. No other. 

Bundle. Very well; I’ll settle the matter; she 
shall do as T please ; and if she were to come ooross 
me now — 

Enter Mrs. Bundle. 

Mrs, B. What then, Mr. Bundle? 

Bundle. My dear? 

Mrs, B, What could have conduced you to raise 
your voice to such a pitch ? I hope you bad not the 
assurance to be tampering, and plotting, and under- 
mining my daughter’s infections ; and, above all, I 
hope you was not hatching up any vile schema to 
impose my authority. 

WUel. Poor pafpa, how he looks! (Asuls.) 

Bundle, Why, my dear, I did intend to say 
something to you on that aubjeot, but as my tongne 
does not go quite so fast as a water-will, I am 
afraid it would be but to little purpose. - 

Mrs, B. Scurvy creature! 

WUel. If you don’t speak, papa, I shall be ob- 
liged to marry Robin. 

Bundle, I can’t help it* 

WUel. ’Tis all your own fanlt, now; don’t blame 
me; I must marry Robin; you bave perfectly 
given me year oonaent. 

Bundle, Sc thou cooMst bat onmarry me, l*d 
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ooDsent to jonr marrying wboorer joa pleaaed. 

[Exit. 

Mrs. B. Well, mv dear, what has he been saying 
to yon ? nothing, I hope, to discourage you in your 
infections to Robin. 

Wilsl. Indeed he has ; adtt I can't think of being 
nndntilul. 

Mrs, B. Undutiful, indeed! I say andutiful ! 
Which \vill reflect most upon you, do you think? 
to obey a mean, poor-spirited drone of a father, 
who has nothing but low, mechanical ideras, or a 
mother who is acquainted withShakspeare, goes to 
all the sentimental comedies, can play at cards, 
dance kittellions and alleinaiides, and knows every 
particle of purliteness and high breeding? 

Wilel, Very true, madam; out then, Mr. Thomas 
is such a sweet young man. 

Mrs, B. He 1 

Wilel, So good-natured! 

Mrs. B. The Vandil ! 

Wilel. So honest ! 

Mrs, B. Low creature! • 

Wilel, Such an immensity of love! 

Mrs. B, The Hottentot! I’ll tell yon what, 
Wilelmina, your father has put all this into your 
bead. I'll go and give it to him heartily while my 
blood’s up, for daring to be beforehand with me ; 
and then, I have but one word to say to 30U. either 
comply and marry Robin, or else 4'll disinherit 
you from any share in the blood of my family the 
Grograms ; and you may creep through life with 
the dirty, pitiful, mean, paltry, low, ill-bred no- 
tions which you have gathered from his family, the 
Bundles. lExil. 

AIR.— Wll.tLMINA. 

7*00 yielding a carriage 
lias oft bejore marriage 
To ruiu and misery pointed the way: 

You're shunna, compliyiug , 

But you're lover once fiymgj 
Hmo eager he'll follow^ and beg you to stay. 


A coguette ne'er proclaim me. 

Ye maids, then, nor blame me. 

If I wish to be happy whene'er I'm a wife; 

Each lover's denial 
W as only a trial 

Which is he that's most likely to love m^for life. 

[Exit, 

ACT II. 


Scene I . — The same. 
Bundle discovered. 


Bundle. What shall I do with this perverse 
girl? I have but poor comfort for my friend 
Thomas. However, all things considered, 1 don’t 
know whether I should not have done him a more 
unfriendly oHice by marrying him than by keeping 
him single. For my own part, weie 1 lo olioose 
whether 1 would keep niv wife or have the plague, 
on iny ooiiscienoe I should run the risk of the last. 
But, mercy on us ! here she comes : ’tis a strange 
thing that 1 never mention the word plague but 
6he*s at my elbow. 


Enter Mrs. Bunds^e. 

Mrs. B. Mr. Bundle — I shall be very cool, sir. 

Bun. I hope so, my dear. 

Mrs. B. What the devil is the reason that you 
have been making all this here piece of work? 

Bundle. My dear! 

Mrs. B. 1 say, sir, bow comes it to pass, that 
in spite of all my conjunctions to the contrary, yon 
will behave so monstrously shameful as to oblige 
me to pat mvself in these here passions ? 

, Bundle, Why, my deltr, are yen ever in a pas- 
SIOB? 


Mrs. B, Don't provoke me : yon think, I sop- 
pose, because you have got yoor daughter on yoor 
side, to carry all before you; but, Mr. Bundle, 
though you have been coaaing and wheedling her 
to marry that low. dirty— I won't beinean myself 
by repeating his filthy name ; though, I say, she 
has been DDdutiful and wicked enough to suffer 
such a low, unpolite clown as you, to persuade 
her to marry a fellow as vulgar and as mean as 
yourself', yet, if I have any authority, you shall 
i^more carry it oft' in the manner you think — 

Bundle. My dear — 

Mrs. B. 1 won't hear a word. 

Bundle. Have a moment’s patience now, and I’ll 
convince you. • 

Mrs, B, I won't have patience ; nor I won't 
be convinced: 'tis a shame, and a scaodaloua 
thing; and whoever tells me to be patient, or 
wants to convince me, it shall be the worse for 
them. 

Bundle. Go on, my dear. 

Mrs. B. Oh ! how I am used ! I could bang 
myself for vexation. ( Crying.') 

Bundle. My dear, if you bad but about half as 
much reason as you have passion, how very easily 
could all these matters be settled ; tor you are 
svr#ng from fbe beginning to the end in this affair. 
In the first place, I don't think it would be very 
undutiful in a girl to do wbat her father desires 
her, was it as you say ; in the next, I desired her 
to give her consent to marry Thomas, ’tis true, but 
sheetfused me. 

Mrs. B. Why, this is worse than t’other; first 
use me ill, and then result me: for the girl told me, 
with her own mouth, that she promised you to 
marry Thomas. 

Bundle, And she told me, with her own mouth, 
she had promised you to marry Robin. 

Mrs. B. What am 1 to think of this? 

Bundle, Even what you please, my dear; you 
know 1 never dictate to you. 

Enter Wilelmina. 

Mrs. B. Here she comes herself, we shall know 
the truth of all this. Come here, child, speak in- 
geiiunusly now : did not you tell me that you would 
not marry Robin * 

Wtlel. I did, madam. 

Mrs. B. There, Mr. Bundle ! And, pray, what 
reason did you give me for it ? • 

Wilel. Because pupa had persuaded me to marry 
Thomas. 

Mrs. H. And have you the confidence to look 
me in the faice after all this ? 

Bundle. Pray, hear me one word. 

Mrs. B. 1 won't hear a syllable. 

Bundle. Nay, lei me speak in my turn. Wilel- 
mina, coma here, child, speak ingennously : did 
not \cni telrme you would not marry Thomas? 

Wilel. 1 did, air. 

Bundle, There, Mrs. Bundle! And, pray, wbat 
reason did you give me for it? 

Wilel. Because my mamma had persuaded me 
to marry Robin. 

Bundle. And have you the confidence to look 
me in the face after this? 

Mrs. B. Why, you little dirty trollop, have you 
been making a jest of us both? 

Bundle. Indeed, iny dear, there is something — 

Wilel Hear me, my dear |>apa and mamma: 
when fust you proposed Robin to me, and you 
Thomas, I determined to have neither, till one or 
the o.hcr had given me some proof beside telling 
me so, that lie wuiild make me a faithful and affec- 
tioiial;* husband ; the first that does sliall have me; 
and though J would not wish to have either of you 
think me undutiful, on that alone shall depend my 
giving my consent to be a wife. 
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AIR.— WlLELMlNA. 

Ill vain, diuir/rimids, each ari you try. 

To neithtv lover's suit incKnu; 

On outward charms Til ne'er rehjf 
But prize the graces of the mind. 

The empty voxcomh which you chose. 

Just like the flower of a day. 

Shook by each wind that folly blows, 

Seems horn to flutter and decay. 

Your choice an honest aspect wears ^ 

To give him pain I oft have grievd. 

But it proceedeth from my fears; 

Than me mjich wiser are deceiv'd* 

I thank you both, then, for your love; 

Wait for my choice a little while; 

And he who most shall worthy firove. 

My hand I'll offer with a smile* \^Exit. 


Bundle* Well, my dear, Tvhat do you say to all 
tliia? 

Mrs* B* Say! vrliy, that I am perfectly in a 
quandary; the confidence of the baggage goes 
beyond all — one would think she had never been 
edicated by me. 

Bundle* Oh ! 1 am afraid it's hef' having ^oen 
edicated by you, as ^ou call it, that has taught it 
her. 

Mrs. B* What do you stand muttering there 
about? /Tis you she may thank for all these mean 
notions : if she would but suffer me to tearh4*er a 
little of the bone-tone, she would despise the idera 
of con^lting her heart about marrying ; such low 
mfohanical stuff has been out of fashion a long 
time since among people that know how to bemeati 
themselves. 

Bundle. Well, but, I sifppose, you intend to let 
her do what she pleases. 

Mrs. B* No, sir; do you think 1 am so tame us 
to be ruled by my daughter? F believe you ran 
witness for me that I seldom let anybody Vulc but 
myself. 

Bundle. You never let anybody rule but yourself, 
my dear; and you really do it so well, ills u pity 
to hinder yon. 

Mrs. B* None of your sneers, sir : but I see into 
the bottom of all this : His a scheme between you 
and your daughter to make a fool of me, bull'll 
after her, and cure her of her lidiciilous notions 
of lov#, and a pack of stuff; and she shall marry 
the man I flave chosen for her, or — in short, 1 have 
determined what to do, and let me liear you, or 
her, say a single word against it, if you dare. 

{Exit. 

Enter Tug. 


Tug. Master Bundle, how fares it ? I wanted to 
speak to you, but I never likes to interrupt people 
when they are in agreeable company. ' 

Bundle, Wbat, you saw my wile with mel she 
is the mqst agreeable, it roust be confessed. 

Tug* Why, she did not seem to be cantankerous 
with you now. 

' Bundle. No ; her anger was levelled at her daugh- 
ter ; but ’tis all the same, F feel the good cflects of 

f let her be cantankerous, as you call it, with who 
e will. 

Tug. But, Muster Bundle, bow comes it to 
'^pass that she should be angry with Miss Wilel- 
mina? she has not refused to marry Robin, has 
she 1 , ^ 

Btimfli* But she has, thougli; and refused to 
MiWy you, too. 

, Ay, ay ? why, I never Fieard she bad any 
other sweetheart. 


' Bun, J don’t know wbat the girl has got in her 
^head.notl: a parcel of absurd slufi'! she has ii mind 
to make fools of us all, I believe; but there was 


[Act II. 

■omethmg well entHigh too in what she said, if 
she’s sincere ; bat the Lord help those that trust 
too much to them, say I. 

Tug. Why, what does she say? 

Bundle. Why, that sbe does not know which she 
shall have yet; but thdi she’ll marry the first that 
does anything to deserve her. 

Tug.' Does she? why, then. His my opinion she’ll 
marry me. 

Bundle, Why so? 

Tug. 1 know why well enough ; «bnt could not a 
body speak to her now? 

Bundle* 1 am going in, and I’ll send her to you ; 
but 1 would not have you depend too much upon 
her. 

Tug. I’ll run the risk, Master Bundle. 

Bundle. Only see the difference between us : you 
are all agog to be married and I would give the 
world to be rid of mv shackles. 

Tug. Why, I believe if a man were to take up 
the trade of iininarrying folks, he would get more 
inone'y by it than you or 1 do by ours. 

Btimf/e. More money! [Exit. 

Tug. Yes ; hut I hope I slia’nH have such a 
crank and humoursome piece of stuff to deal with 
as you have: I don't know, not 1, hut, for my 
share, I can’t see why married people mayn't be 
as happy as well as others: His my mind, miss, 
here, is tryinf, which is the most loving of us two ; 
and if so, I would nut give my little Rubin three- 
pence for bis chance , fur 1 know as well as can be 
that he has no inure iiulinn of making a woman 
happy than nutliing at all : but here she comes. 

Enter >N’ILLLMINA. 

Wild. Heyday! wliv, 1 thought you ivere gone 
on board a inan-of-war before now. 

Tug. Why, no, miss, 1 anH yet gone; I am in 
hopes there \>ill be no occasion; if there should, I 
am alwsns one of my word. 

If'i/e/. Oil ' yf)ii unkind creature I to disappoint 
me so. I was i*i hopes by this tiim‘ to have re- 
ceived a long letter ftom von, upbraitling me with 
my cruelly, and telling me that you weie gone 
abioad with u brukeii lieait at being disappointed 
of me. 

Tug. Why, miss, as to breaking iny heart, to bo 
sure, I should go well nigh to do that if I could 
not persuade you to have me; but f have been 
thinking that it would he better to try if I can’t 
slay at home and do sunielhing to obtain your con- 
sent; for, to be sure, the pleasure of having you is 
not what everybody deserves. 

Wild. Oh* till 1 hear you have been venturing 
jonr life for me, I shall never relent. 

Tug. Well now, miss, I, for my part, think you 
will. 

Wilel. Indeed you have a great deal of confidence 
to tliink any such thing. 

Tug. 1 hope you won’t be angry if 1 do my best 
to make you — 

Wilel. And what do you call doing your best? 

Tug* Why, ’tis not m^ way to brag, and so I 
won’t say anything about it now ; but 1 have a fa- 
vour to beg of you, if you please. 

Wilel. What is it, pray? 

Tug. Why, you know that the young watermen 
are to row for a 6oal and badge this ufternoon ; and 
so I have made bold to bespeak a room at the 
Swan for you and your friends to go and see the 
bight. 

Wilel. That’s very gallant, indeed, Mr. Thomas! 
but you talk of trying to deserve me ; why did you 
not make one among the watermen, and so win the 
coal and badge yourself? 

Tug. W ell, never you mind anything about that: 
will you accept of niy proffer of the room ? 

Wilel. Why, I (liink 1 will. 

Tug* And do you think, now, if ever 1 was to 
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do anything with an intent to please joa» that ^oa 
could bring yourself to look upon me with kind- 
ness? 

WHel. Why, I don’t know but I might. 

Tug. 'Why, then, 1 assure you, if ever yon 
should be agreeable to mafry me, you should be 
as happy as ever love and an honest heart can 
make you. 

AIR.— Tom Tug. 

ludeedi mits^such sweethearts as I am, 

1 janeg you ll meet with but few; 

To love you more true I defy them, 

I always am thinking of you. 

There are maidens would have me in plenty. 

Is ell, Cicely, Priscilla, and Sue; 

But, instead of all these, were there twenty, 

/ never should think but of you. 

False hearts all your money may squandei , 

And only have pleasure in view; 

Ne^er from ypu a moment I'll wander, * 

/ ’w/ftvjf to get money for you. 

The tide, when *tis ebbing or flowing. 

Is not to the moon half so true ; 

Nor my oars to their time when I'm rowing. 

As my heart, my fond heart, is to you, [Exit. 

U'tlel. There’s great honesty nbeul this poor 
follow — Here conies t’other : 1 see 1 must choose 
soon, or tliere will be no peace fur me. 

Euler Robin. 

So, Mr. Robin, what news have you? 

llolnn. News, my angel! new's that w’ill make 
your heart dance with joy, and clear awa\ the 
clouds and mists that hang on thy heautifiil face , 
just loi all the world as the sun clears away the 
showers in the riiontli of April. 

Wtlel. Indeed! 1 s! otild be glad to hear it. 
Jtobin. You can’t think how you will be over- 
joyed. 

Mi/e/. iSImII J? Why don't you tell it me, 
then? 

Robin. Well, then, miss, I’ll keep you no longer 
in suspense: >oiir mother is determined that we 
shall be married to-inonow morning. 

Wilel. What, whether 1 will or no? 

Robin. Wln-ther you will or no ! How can yon 
help it? don’t I love you better than the ivy loves 
oak? better than cucumbers love heat, or birds love 
cherries? I love you better — 

Wilel, Hold, hold, Mr. Robin; ’tis necessary, tti 
this case, I should love you a little. 

Robin. And don’t you? Hear this, you blooming 
jonquils, and lose \our sweetness! turn white, you 
roses ; and you lilies, red ! each flower lose its fra- 
grance and its hue, and nature change, for Wilel- 
mina’i« false ! 

Wilel. Indeed, Mn Robin, you have such win- 
ning ways ’ that pretty apeeoh has half persuaded 
me to consent. 

Robin. Has it? 

Wilel. It has, upon mv word. 

Jiobin. Jonquils smell sweet again ! roses and 
lilies keep again your colour! and every tlower 
look brighter than before, for '\\jlelniina'h true! 

Wilel. How deuriy do you love me, Mr. Ro- 
bin? 

Robin. Why, miss, tbe passion which is planted 
in my h(;urt has taken root, us like as can be to a 
great elm, which there is no grabbing up ; but if 
spreads farther and farther, and you cant for the 
life of you destroy it till you saw down the trunk 
and all. 

Wilel. That’s as much, as to say that you’ll love 
me as long as you live. 

Itoh. The very thing. Lord! how sensible you 
are, miss ! 
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WiM, Really, Mr. Robin, you, are sol gay and 
agreeable— 

Robin. An’tl, miss? So everybody Bays : only 
think, then, how you will be envied! Well, then. 

I'll step to your mamma, and tell her wliat has 
passed ; and then I shall have nothing to do but 
to go down to-morrow for the ring and licence. 

^ AIR.— Rodin. 

Cherries and plums are never found 
•• Rut on the plum and cherry tree; 

Parsnips are long, turnips are round. 

So Wilelinina's made for me. 

The scythe to mow the grasses made. 

Shreds to keep close the straggling tree ; 

The knife to prune, to dig the spade; 

So WHelmina's made for me. 

Enter Mas. Bundle. 

Mrs. B. Well, Robin, have you reformed her 
what 1 ordered you? What, I suppose yon have 
been a fool now : there never was such a tiresome 
fellow in the world! I tell you what, WMIelmina, 
if I find you have been imposing upon this poor 
baa/iful creaftire, you will pat me in a passion; 
and you know* when I am once in a passiou 1 am 
not easily pacified. 

iri/e/TlAq me under^tund you, madam. 

Mrs. B. Why, I sent this blockhead to let you 
knoer that I am dissolved to see you married’to- 
moriow morning, and 1 know you nave been giving 
>ourself some confounded airs or other, and sqjliie 
has been afraid to tell you. * 

Wtlel. 1 wonder, madam, you should be uneasy 
on that account: lie told me, and in very plain 
terms. 

Mrs. 11. W ell, and I hope }oa had not the con- 
ference to say anything against it? 

M ilel. So far from it, niadaiii, I now plainly see 
the great absurdity of attempting to oppose your 
will 

Mts, B. And have you consented to have him, 
then ? 

Robin. She has, madam. 

Mrs. R. Then thou art iny child again. Mr. ‘ 
Wick's family will be in raptures at this. Run, 
Robin, and tell them we shall call at their house in 
our way to the rowing-match. 

Wtlel. And will you forgive my former disobe- 
dience, madam? 

Mrs.Ii. Oh' it was all your father, inydear; 
but I'll now take the pains to instruct you bow to 
behave yourself. 

Wilel. I am obliged to you, madam ; but I don’t 
think I shall ever be ho accomplished as you are. 

Mrs. U. Why, I don’t think you will ever get 
my geiiU-eUair; but as for other matters they are 
easily undi^stood. [ExeunU 

Scene II. — A Room at the Swan, 

Mrs. UrNDLE, Uofun, and Company discovered* 

iilrs.B. Do, Robin, stop and see after WUeU 
mina: what can become of the girl? 

Enter WiLELMlNA. 

Robin. She’s here, madam. 

Mrs. B. Come, my dear, you’ll lose the sight ; 
they toils me that the rowers have set out from 
the H'd Swan some time. 

Witel, They are very near, surely ; for see what 
a number of boats are coif e in sight I 
Mrs. B, Oh ! 1 can see them very plain. How 
many is there? 

Wilel, One, two, three, four; I think 1 can count 
live. 
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Jfr#. B. That smart joang man vill certainly 
win it ; bow clean and neat he looks ! 

WiUU Here lie comes ; his boat perfectly flies. 
Mm, B. Oh ! lie'll win it. 

Wilel. He has wen it already, madam ; he’s past 
the stairs. 

Rohm, See, he j amps on shore! 

WiL And see, he's coming this way! Surely^ 
'tis not— 

Enter BUNDLE, Tuo /o/Zbiewy. 

Bundle, Here’s your Thomas for yon» lie's 
coming! I told you he'd be the first to do anything 
to deserve you. Here he is. 

Wilel, And was it you that won the coal and 
ba^e? 

Tug. 'Twas, indeed, mis-.. 

Wilel, And what made you — 

AIR.— Tug. 

J roio’d for the prizot 
To receive from those eyes 
A kind look, from those lips a sweet smile : 

But lest I should lose. 

And vou, for theU fault, pour poor Tom should refuse, 
My heart it went pit-a-pat all thet while. 

When we came to the pull, ® 

^ How J handled my scull! 

TwouM hgve done your heart good to have seen us; 
There was never a hoaCs length between us. 

But the Swan once in view, ^ 

^ My boat how it flew ! 

And verily believe twas a^ thinking of you, 

Wilel, Thus, tlien, I reward you. (Gives him her 
hand.) 

Robin. What is all this? 

Tug. Why, all this is, that I am a happy fellow, 
and you are knocked out of your chance. 

WUel. Is not he a sweet fellow, mamma? How 
neat and clean he looks ! 

Mrs. B, Wilelinina, don't put me in a passion. 
WUel, I have no intention, madam, to do any 
SDofa thing. 

Mrs. B, Wly, you impudent slut ! have not you 
deceived me? deposed upon me? promised me to 
oam this young man, and now — 

WM. Indeed, madam, you must excuse me; 
bat, in bo serious a matter, 1 thought it of much 
iBore TOBsequence to consider myself than you. Be- 
sides, 1 was so situated that I must have disobliged 
either you or my papa ; for whenever I gave yon a 
promise I gave one to him ; and had your choice 
appeared to me the most likely to make me happy, 

I should not have hesitated a moment in refusing 
bis. 

Robin. My hopes are all blighted, then, I find. 
Mrs. B. 1 said all along that it was a contrived 
thing between you; but, Mr. BundMi you shall 
smart for it. 

Bundle, My dear, you know I am a man of an 
msy temper and few words ; but I am pretty firm 
in keeping a resolution. 1 have suHered you to 
expose me at borne pretty well; but if you are 
resolved to carry your folly to such a height as to 
expose me abroad, 1 am resolved it shall not be 
for nothing : therefore, either promise, before this 
I' ^company, to bid adieu to scolding for the future, 
r jor before tliis company 1 will do what you threat- | 
me this morning — be separated from you. 
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Mrs. B, Why, t am tbunderatmek ! 

Bundle, I expected little less; but am resolved, 
depend upon it : however, to let you see that you 
are very welcome to be mistress of yocr own honse, 
manage your concerns as you like; do what you 
please, so you let me 'be quiet : in short, do no- 
thing to give me uneasiness, and I make an agree- 
ment, from this moment, for you to govern while I 
smoke. 

Wilel, Dear mamma, it is impossible for any- 
thing to be fairer. * 

Bundle, Come, come, she most have a little time 
to think of it; bnt she’ll agree to the terms, I’m 
sure of it: and now let us think of nothing but 
pleasure: and as this is the happiest day lever 
saw in my life, I say, let us make it the merriest. 

QUARTETTO.— Tug, Bundle, Mrs. Bundle, 
nnd WiLELMlNA. 

Tug. Neer lei your heart, my girl, sink down. 
That I am true, believe me ; 

Or, next time that I row to town. 

May wind and tide deceive me! 

By this here breeze 
My hearts at ease. 

Now dances at high water; 

My labour's o'er, 

, I've gain'd the shore, 

, And, free from fear. 

Am landed here. 

With my dear gardener's daughter, 

Mrs. B. I see, my dear, *tis all in vain, 

Since thus you think expedient; 

If of the past you'll not complain. 
Henceforth I'll prove obedient. 

Folks us'd to cry, 

A tartar I 

Had prov'd, and you had caught her; 

But now snail raise 
Each voice in praise. 

Through all her life. 

Of the gard'ner's wife. 

As well as of his daughter. 

Buudle. My child, you've fairly won my heart. 

You took no counsel from us ; 

But, prizing love, and scorning art, 
Preferr'd your honest Thomas: 

'Twas wisely done. 

Shake hands, my son. 

Love's lesson you have taught her: 

And now, my dear. 

Be but sincere, 

I do not fear 
There'll e'er appear 
So good a wife and daughter, 

• 

W ilel . And now, good frien^, pray take my part, 

I kept them to their tether ; 

For I bad sworn my hand and heart 
Should always go together. 

From fops and beaux 
A maiden chose 

An honest heart that sought her; 

See her appear 
On trial here; 

TJfls very nighty 
If she was right, 

Applaud the gardmr's daughter. 

[Exetml. 
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ACT I. 

SCKNE I . — A Grocer's Shop toith i,^ountiny- 
to which there is an ascent by steps ginsii 
wUh curtains f which opens to a baci'**^^^*^*"’ 

Young Cockney discovered in the 
writing, and men behind the counter 
^c.; near the front, PRISCILLA To’s'*'^^ 
Penelope are seated at work, 

CHORUS. 

Hail, Loudon, noblest mart on earth, 

. Unrivall'd stUl in commerce reign ; 

Whetice riches, honours, arts have birth. 

And industry ne'er toils in vain. 

Young C, (Comes forward,) Come, pray, ladies, 
go somewhere else with yoar work; is not there 
the parlour for you, but you must bring your litter 
into the shop'’ ho do yon think can come into 
the shop when you take up the room in this 
wav'? 

Pen, I wish, brother, you would let us alone. 
Pris, Ay, miriS your figs, and your raisins, and 
roar brown sugar, and let us alone, will you? 
Plow, Miss Penny, if youMl go in for your work- 


basket, we will take out the canvas, and begin tbo 
flowers immediately. ■« 

Young C, Come, Miss Prissy, get oflT that stool ; 

I want to put it behind the counter. 

Pris, I won’t give it you. 

Toimy C, If you won’t, miss, I’ll call my papa* 

Pm. take your stool ; yon nasty, ugly, 

conceited, — (Throws it at him,) 

Young C. Ll6iA now, did you ever see 

anything so ftnmanneri Miss Prissy, I wonder 
you are not ashamed of >vour8elf ; but this is the 
breeding you got in the pla..^ta'Jons. Yon know 
you was turned out of Hackney bdarding-scbool 
for beating the governess and knockiVTQ^^ 
dancing-master. 1 believe you think yomj^lipyil 
among your blackamoors. But you are nm v «to| 

, among voiir blackamoors now, miss. ^ ,r 

Pm.' Indeed, Miss Penny, it is very bard he ‘ 
'pvild invent such stories of me; if yon believe 
^ I never touched the governess in all my life. 

™ word, 1 wish you two would 

never soY**' *®S®^****^ 5 J®® always fighting and 

P**!. •I'® pl®y 

’"prif! Then y®" ®’®'^ ®®“® “®"^ “®’ * 


more ; f Uve toSll»®“ »* * 




TUB BOMP, 


[Act I. 


Pm. I swetT one would think jm were hueband, 
and wife already. 

Prfe. I his wife ! I would as lief be married to 
the old-plothes-man ; indeed I should not like to be 
called Mrs. Cockney. 

Young C. Why not? Mrs. Cockney is as good a 
name as Miss Tomboy, 1 hope. 

Pris, No, it is not as good a name. 

Young C. Yes, it is ; but that’s not as you please, 
that’s as my uncle Barnacle pleases. He is to be 
in town to-day ; I can tell you that for your corq- 
fort ; and see what he’ll say to you about the board- 
in^^sobool. 

Pris, I don’t care for him, nor you, nor the 
boarding-school ntitber. 

Young C» There, by Gog and Magog, she says 
she does not care for uncle Barnacle. By Jove, 
there’s a rod in pickle fer you, miss. 

Pris, 1 tell you what. Master Watty, if yon 
say much more, ecod! I’ll throw something at 
you. 

Pen. Nay, nay kiss and be friends. 

Pris, I won’t kiss him : I would spit in his face 
first. 

' Pm. Pr’ythee, pr’yBiee! 

Pris, 1 will not. Miss Fenny ; he never lets me 
alone ; but I’ll tell his uncle Barnaclfi of him ; ^nd 
if'4ie is not well thumped for bis impudence, I 
won’t stay in the house; that’s what 1 won’t. 

Ymmg C. Look there again now. Well, *tis all 
over then ; 1 won’t say nothing no more. See how 
she frowns! Lord! there’s no such thing as j».r.ting ! 
with yon : I was not in earnest^ 1 was not, upon | 
my honour and credit, t I 


Pr’ythee, where could you pick up such stuff? It 
seems to be a great favourite of year’s. 

Pris, Why, to it is : for what do you think? I 
made it myself; I did, upon my— 

Pen, Oh, fie! miss, don’t swear. 

Pris, Lard! you are eighty percize ! Qaasheba, 
get out; 1 want to talk with Miss Penny alone : — 
no, stay, come back; 1 will speak before her: but 
if ever I hear, hussy, that you mention B*word of 
what 1 am going to say to any oneelsejii the house, 
I will have you horsewhipp’d till tlfete is not a bit 
of flesh left on yoor bones. 

Pen, Ob ! poor creature ! 

Pris, Psba! what is she bot a neger? If she 
were at home in our plantations, she would find the 
diflerence; we make no account of them there at 
all : if 1 had a fancy for one of their skins, 1 should 
not think much of taking it. 

Pen, I suppose, then, you imagine they have no 
feeling? 

Pm. Oh ! we never consider that, there. Bat 1 
say, 'Miss Penny, I have a secret to tell you : I 
hate your brother worse than poison ; I know very 
well yoor nncle Barnacle has a mind to marry me 
to him ; but if be is left my guardian, and I am 
sent over to London for my education, I don’t see 
any right he has to choose me a husband tboiigh. 

Pern, And, pray, what is it you dislike in my 
brother? 

Pi'is, Why, I don’t know; 1 don’t like him at 
all; there’s nothing gay or agreeable in him: be- 
sides, you know, he will he hut a grocer; and why 
should I inatry a tradesman, when 1 can have a 
t^eiilleinan? 

Pen. Can vou? 


AIR.— Young Cockney. 

Come, Miss Prissg, deal sincerely; 

Faith and troth, i love you dearly : 

Psha! nay, never look so queerly. 

But at once let\s kiss and friends. 

For the future tie'll endeavour 
To deserve each other's favour. 

Zooks! shake hands: why, now, that's clever; 
And here all our quarrel ends. 

{^Exeunt Young C, and Pen, 


bring down my 


PHt. Qaasheba, QuasLeba! 

work. 

• Enter Quasheba, 

Why don’t you make haste ? . 

Quas. Is, missy ; here, missy. (Lets the work- ' 




pris. See how she lets it fall! take , it np ' 

Here, thread my needle. Where 

BOW ? Stand belund my back. ( * «oiwi to toork, 

and sings.) ^ 

AIR.— P;p**«'CiLLA Tomboy. 

^ r ait,' come listen to my ditty, 

^ \der well the wor^ whtch I shall say; 
el once there dwdt in London dty, 

^ ... se tender heart a young man stole away. 

' } JMtr guardian cross, would fam have had her marry 
I c ^ A grbeer's *pr entice living m Cheapside ; 

Mat m with her his point could never carry, 

Kif, ^For sooner than consent she would have died. 

Kg' fTe maidens, hy this'damsel take example, 

^ Apd never fields nor false-hmrted prove, '! 

Jjior let old folks on your affections trairj. ' 

ike worU ewpa^ 1 ^, i^j 




Enter Pene^ 

rve you singin^tbut song. 


Yes, ’faith ! can I ; and one of the sweetest, 
prettiest gentlemen you ever set vour two good- 
looking (Mes on: quite another thing from your 
brother, with a tine bag and sword. I dare swear 
the lace of his coat alone would burn to a matter of 
two guitUMis. 

Pen. And, pray, what is tlr» gentleman? 

Prut. You saw him once, yes, you did. Don’t 
you remember the yonivi captain that came into 
Miss liS Blond’s shoo the other day, when you 
were buying your pynipadour and green ribbons ; 
and I asked you i^ you did not think him a hand- 
some man, an*''* 3"'U said you did? Don’t you 
remember 'f . 

Pen. I Temeniber something of it. 

Pris. *|rol acquainted with him there; 

.now the Wofe afl’air is settled between ns; 
married iintnudialely. 

Pen, This a Hecret, indeed. 

■^’’and I can tell you a secret about you, 
too. Yon Jo be married to some very great lord 
your co'jjjo Molly has got acquainted with at the 
of the town. But shall I tell you now, 
who I bad as your brother? I hate your 

cousT' Molly Cockney, with her conceit and her 
hoar^ voice. She’s always at me : “ Miss, bold 
"l^ourbead ; miss, that is not polite ; miss, don’t 
I'lop.” Ecod! last Sunday, if we had not been 
church, I would have hit her a slap in the 
,ace. 

Pen. Well, but, my dear, how are yon to marry 
this gentleman^ You don’t design to run away 
with him ? 

^ Pm. No, I I have written a letter to 

him to let him guardian will be in town 

to-day; and I have ^tred him to oome here, and 
propose for me. 

Pen. i am stiil^y tmole will not consent. 

Pris, Why, 1 Will run away with him. I 
don’t tniiik, MifoTenuy, but if he were to stand 
with bis arms open fo receive m^ but what I conld 
leap out'iif the two paiircif stairs window, without 
being huirt the least bit. Besides, I would not 


'fffc' V:;- 



marr^ your brother OD another discount. There is 
poor Miss La Blond, the milliner over the way he 
has been coartio|f her a matter of a tfVolvemonth, 
and thoug^h she’s come of French distraolioo, there 
is not a more friendlier ^irl this day in all England. 

Pen, Well, once more, 1 suy, take cure of my 
uncle. 

Pris, Miss Penny, it does not signify talking to 
me ; 1 am meither in leading-strings nor hanging- 
sleeves; and l^don’t want Tiiiii to leave me any- 
(tliing, and whyidiould not I please myself? and, 
what’s more, 1 will, too. 

ATR.— PuisciLLA Tomboy. 

Perhaps he may take it in dudgeon ; 

So let him — the peevish cut mudgeon ! 

Egad! if you mind t/ie, 
stout you shall find me, 

As he is bluff. 

The captain has won my heart, ^ 

And who shall my humour thwart ? 

* 1 like him, and love him; 

And, since 1 approve him^ 

I 'll have him, and that*s enough. 

I'm sick wh‘'H / think of your brother, 

And was theie on earth ne'er another. 

He should tiot my uiiiid subdue ; ^ 

To wed him they may force me, 

Pul then he'll soon divorce me; * 

Por, faith ! he shall sing cuckoo. [^Exeunt. 

Young Cockm,y and Barn \ rn, meeting 
Ol I) . 

C. Oil, 1 h! pajia, liore’s ni\ uiick Bai- 

nade. 

Old C. Odso ! is he, indeed! Brother, you 
^are Iconic t<i town. Son Walter, run in, and 
desin* y<iur uncle's cli iiiber to ho got road) di- 
reeth . 

Barn. Stay, hold, young man. Who do you 
belong In'* 

Youuy C. La' why, don’t you know me, uncle! 

I am your nephew. 

Old C. Ay, don’t you know ally? my sun 
Waller' ' 

Barn. Why, this is not your son Walker? 

• Y’ouiiy V. Yes, hut 1 aiu, upon my lionour and 
credit, uncle. 

Barn. Upon your honour, sirrah! And who told 
yon you had any honour? What has a shopkeeper, 
to do with honour? 1 had no honour when I was' 
a shopkeeper. I knew you were always a conceited, 
idle young rascal. But who taught you to swear, 
and put all that flour and suet on vour head ? 

> oung C. Oh, lord! uncle, doii t spoil niy hair. 

Old C. Don’t, brother, don’t ; he is going among 
young ladies. 

Barn. He’s going to the devil. But you had 
better not provoke me, brother Nic Cockney; you 
hud better not jirovoke me. I desire he may go 
and lake oil' that coat and waistcoat directly. 

Old C. Well, well ; he shall: don’t be in a pas- 
sion. * Step in, child, and take oil' your things, do ; 
there’s a good boy. 

Young C. La! papa, upon my honour — 

Barn. Again, sirrah 1 Bring his every-day clothes 
and his fustian sleeves here into the shop ; 1 will 
have him strip beiore my face. 

,Old C. Go, child, do as your uncle bids you. 

[Exit Young C. 

Bam, Upon his honour, inddbdT Why, Nic, I 
•hear yon are going to set up your coach, and marry 
your daughter to a don’t know who. 'J'radcspeople 
are out of their siMises iiow-a-days; no sooner are 
the V u little above the world but they must have 


towB-bMBe and oountry-bouM; ewvj nigbt nm- 
ning juDkettiilg to gardens and play-|iov8«i» • 
in a year or two, there is eighteen-pence in tkf 
pound for their creditors. 

Enter Young Cockney with an apron on. 

Young C. Well, now, uncle? 

Barn. Ay, now you are something like; but 
why a milled shirt? 1 never wore a ruffled shirt 
but^n a Sunday ; and, come here, what’s that 1 see 
at yonr knees? a pair of paste buckles? 'Why, 
sirrah, you must rub the till, or go upon the high- 
way fur all this. Give them me ool directly; 1 will 
have them. ( Young C. delivers thefn up,) 

Youug C, But you’ll let me have lliem again, I 
hope. 

Barn. No, I won’t. And now let his frippery b# 
sold at Rag-fair, I should like to see it swinging 
under an old-clothes>niuu’s penthouse. 

[Exit Old C. 

Young C, Pray, uncle, give me iny buckles. 

Barn. I will not, sirrah. And look at yonder 
door : how cun you expect to have customers come 
into Ihe shop, while you keep yonr door in soob 
condition ? W^en f wh.s ’prentice, the first thing 
I did^'very morning was to scrape the door. Hereu 
Richard, have you never a shovel in the honsef* 
Givi him a shov e!. ( Hervanl bringsa shovel.) Tbuf^ 
sinah, lake tliis shovel, go to work; and, whenl 
ronie out again, let me see the steps clean enoitgb 
[u din^upon. 

AIR.— BARfiACLE. 

}'ou silly old ass^ 

To come to this pass: 

'U ftjfy yoai follies luajin you ! 

.lit mad, or m drink'f 
For mtf part, J think 
The deed himselj has got in you! 

Ami you, master Jop, 

(io sink to your shop, 

And shew y out self handy and willing; 

Or else, do you see ^ 
lake this much j tom me, 

J'll cut you both ojj with a shilling. [Exit, 

Young C. I won’t scrape the door ; I wish I may 
he burned if I do. Here, Hichard, cive that shovel 
to the porter, and let liiiii do it. To be set obt in 
this trim before everybody ! But I will get my 
coat and waistcoat again, that 1 will: and put them 
on in spite of him. My father expects be will leave 
us something in lii.s will, and so he hears with him: 
but be shall not make a fool of me. No, no, I an 
too wise for that. [Exif. 

Scene fl . — A Boom in Cockney's house. 

Enter PENELorE, foliotoed by Miss La Blond, 
canying a band-box , 

Pen. Now, in j dear, yon will not iiiil ioiet me 
have those things in a couple of hoots, for we ex- 
pect our company early in Ute evening.. 
pr’ytliee, let me see you sometimes. Where Wit 
you on Sunday ? We were in expeotalioa all day 
that you would have stepped over to us. * 

Jm Blond. And, upon my word, so I intendad, 
But ill the morning 1 went to the gallery at St. 
James’s, to see the court go to chapel, for we were 
obligee to get a pattern of one of her majesty’s 
caps ftr Mrs. Iscariot, a Jew g^ntiewomau, that 
live.Hupon Fish-streei-bilL Io the mning, Ensign 
Scald, of the Middlesex militia, took sister Mtey 
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and I to the Dog and Dook, and oomiog home we 
oalled in, for a little fon, at the Quakers’ meet- 
ing. 

Pm. Bot, pray, my dear, let me ask you, is 
there not some coldness between yon and my bro- 
ther of late 1 

La Blond. Oh, la! Miss Peony, as if yon did not 
know: Master Watty has not pat his foot into oar 
shim these six weeks. 

Pen, Upon my word, this is the first 1 have 
heard of it. 

La Blond, However, Miss Penny, it is not that 
vexes me, but his rudeness when tie meets one in 
a public place. The other night, at Mile-end as- 
sembly, he took no more notice of me than if I had 
been a dog. 1 don’t know that he had any reason to 
be ashamed of my company: 1 was therewith Miss 
Fly-blow, a great butcher s daughter in Newgate- 
market^ I’m sure she will have a matter of six 
tbonsand pounds to her fortune; and we came in 
Mr. Deputy Dumplin’s own chariot, that waited 
for os all the while. 


Enter VouNG Cockney. 

Young C. Sister, they want the key pf the 
beaufet, to get the spoons and the silver candle- 
sticks. 

Petf. Oh! brother, come here. How is it you 
have affronted Miss La Blond! She tells me you 
have behaved very ill to her. 

Young C, Who, 1 behaved ill to her? Lord! 
Miss La Blond, 1 wqnder how you can fib on a 
body so. I’ll be judged by anybody in the world: 
I am sure I have not spoke a word to her I don’t 
know the day when. 

Pen, Well, and more shame for you. 

La Blond, Oh ! pray, don’t scold him. Miss 
Penny: Master Watty may .speak or let it alone, 
just as he pleases. But, perhaps, sir. you think I 
don’t know the reason of all this. There’s a West 
Indian fortune in the house : I am below your 
notice now ; but, beliexe me, you are every bit as 
much below mine. [.Ext/. 

Young C, Do you know, sinter Penny, that she 
httgiven it oat all over the town that I am swore 
to her on a book; and if f am, it won’t hold good 
in law, for it was only Robinson Crusoe. 


Enter Old Cockney and a Maidservant , and 
efierwards Priscilla Tumboy, in a hoydening 
manner. 


Old C. Come, Margery, let as see how you have 
' fettled the things for the coiiipuijy : have you 
dotted well, and swept! no cobwebs, nor slut's 
corners ! have you nut candles in all the sconces 
Come, Penny, child, go into the nlxt room, and 
help tile maid to set out the silver coffee-pot, and 
best set of burnt china on the tea-table. 

‘ * [^Exeunt Pen, and Maid. 

Young C, When we begin to daiioe, papa, who 
ahall Make oat for a partner! 

Old C, Iiet me consider — 

Pris. -Miss La Blond, to be sure. 

Old C, Miss Muxzy, Deputy Muzzy’s daughter, 
{ child ; she is a very great fortune. But I must go 
7 and order card-tables in the next room. [Exi/. 
r»' Pris, Oh, lard! Watty, see here if I have not 
tore my gown. 

Ib^ C. 1 am glad of it. 

PrU, And why are you glad of it! 

Yokng C, Because 1 am. Who sent for you 
up Sturt? 

Pris, Why, your uncle Barnacle desired me to 
;<^;|p9nio op. 


Young C, My onole Banaole I I do not believe 

Pris, I am sure but he did though ; he oafled a 
bit agone at the shop, and said he’d be here him- 
self presently. 

Young C, Well, you dine with us, you shall 
not stay in the evening to dance. 

Pris, I will, if I like it. 

Young C. Yon sha’n’t, miss. 

Pris, Master Watty, why don’t. yon go to see 
poor Miss La Blond! The folks may she is going; 
mad for love of you: 1 am sure yon ought to marry 
her. 

Young C. I am sure I won’t, thoogh : I would 
let her go to Bedlam first. 

Pris, Ecod ! I believe she is only making game. 
(Runs off.) 

Young C. I am determined she shall not dance 
to-night fur her assurance. I will go this moment 
and tell my papa of her, that 1 will. [Exit. 


' En/er Barnacle and Sightly. 

Bam, Business with me, sir! Well, sir, come 
this way, and let me hear it : I don’t know that 
ever I saw your face before. 

Sight, I don’t believe you ever did, sir ; but if 
you will have patience — 

Barn, A*d suppose I don’t choose to have pa- 
tience, are you to give me laws in my own house? 
No dragooning here, good Captain; you are in the 
city of London, sir ; we are not apt to he put under 
military execution here. 

Sight. Sir, I don’t understand yon. 

Bam. None of your rudeness to me, sir ; I have 
been understood by your betters ; but, I suppose, 
you are disbanded, and want to raise money upiMi 
>our half'pay. Well, I won’t deal with you: I 
have lost money enough by the army. I nave a 
note-of-hand by me from one of yoar captains for 
four pounds ten shillings and sixpence. 

Sight, But, sir, my business is of a very different 
natuie. There is a young lady, who, 1 understand, 
is under your care; and, if you will please to read 
that letter — 

Bam. Ila, ha, ha! A lettei from the young lady 
herself to you, I suppose, sir; desiring you to 
come and ask my consent to marry her. So, then, 
youuic acfortnnc-hunter. What servant-maid in 
the neighbourhood, now, have you been getting 
intelligence from about this girl and her money 1 
And, if yon succeed, how much commission, how 
i^much hrokerap? 

Sight. Sir, I am a geiitlemai:. 

Bam. Well, sir, and what then, sir? Have you 
got any money in the funds, Captain! My father 
was a pill-maker, and I have forty thousand pounds 
there. 

Sight. Sir, I must tell you— 

Barn. And, sir, I must tell you — ^What, I sup- 
pose, because lighting is your trade, you come oi 
et armiSf to cut my Uiroat. If that’s the case, I 
must call for assistance. Here, John, Thomas, 
Richard ! 

Sight. Upon my word, Mr. Barnacle— 

Burn. Well, and upon my word, too, sir; I 
believe my word will g/^.as far as your’s, if you go 
to that. What', do you come to affront me in ray 
own bouse! Do yon know, sir, that yon have 
treated me with great ill-manners! The first people 
in the kingdom have come cap in hand to me ; and 
shall a puppy— 

Sight, Puppy, sir ! 


AIR.— Captain Sightly. 

Look you, .sir, your years protect you, 
No pain terrors need affoA you, 
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Scorn alone from me you*ll meet ; 

Bat, in pity, I advise you. 

Lest another should chastise you, 
fjeam with gentlemen to treat. 

Far the lady, free she chose me ; 

Neither hribd, nor forc'd her voice: 

And, however you oppose me. 

Know, I dare maintain her choice. . [Exit. 
% 

E/itcf Young Cockney. 

Bam. This is an incendiar 3 ';*we shall have an 
ill-spelt letter to-morrow, or next day, thrown into 
the area, threatening to burn the house. Here, 
Waller, call that fellow back . 

Young C. Call that fellow back. 

Barn. Call him back yourself. 

Young C. Captain, Captain ! come back, come 
back. 

Be-enter Caitain Sightly. ^ 

. Sight. Well, what do you want? 

Young C. My uncle wants to speak to you. 
Barn. Bid Priscilla Tomboy come hither. 

Young C. Bid Priscilla Tomboy come hither. 

JSnfer Priscilla Tomhoy and Pl?^elope. 

Barn. I'll put an end .to this affair direct!^'. 
Captain, if yon please, I want to speak with you 
again one moment. Come here. Miss Prissy; did 
you ever see thi.s young gentleman before? 

Pris. Yes, to be sure, I did. 

Bum. Well, but you never wrote to him, did 
you? 

Pris. Yes, but I did though. 

^ Bam. And where did you get,«jicquaiiitcd with 
him, mistre.Hs? 

« Pris. .Why, if you mnsi know, 1 got acquainted 
with him at a friend's house. 

Barn, A friend’s house ! A friend of your’s, in- 
deed! 

Pris. Yes, a friend of mine ; and he is my choice ; 
and, if you do not give your consent, why, I will 
marry him without it. 

Bam. Fetch me the key of the back -garret. 
I*ris. I know what you arc going to do : you are 
going to lock me up; but 1 don’t care. (Cries.) 

Sight. Pray, sir, do not a.se the young lady ill on 
my account. 

Bom. Sirrah, leave the house this minute, 

Qr ril send to my Lord Mayor, 

Sight. Sir, I want not to stay in it; 

Wherefore do you rave and start ? 

Pris. You may lock me up in prison. 

But I mind not that a straw. 

Young C. Mer*n the fault is more than his'n. 

Pen. Uncle, brother, pray, withdraw. 

Barn. To btiug up a romp's the devil! 

Pris.*’" i Bid you ever hear the like? 

• ^ 

Barn. Captain, pray, sii^e so cwU — 

Young C. Hold, sir, hold! you must not strike. 

Barn. Life and death ! Pm out of patience. 

And I will at nothing stick ; 

So, niece, nmhew, ward, relations, 

'Gad! r If play you aU a trick, 

YonogC. > Stick at nothing! pray, sir, tarry; 

Pen, J What is it you mean to do? 

Batik 'Sblood! you dog, you slut, Pll marry; 
Marry! 


Marry! 

You, sir? 

You! 

Yes, ril lake a wife and fling you; 

Take a wife, and get an heir. 

Heaven to your senses bring you ! 

Ah ! dear uncle, have a care, [Exeunt, 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — A little Yard and Garden behind Cock- 
ney's house. • 

Enter Priscilla Tomboy, taking a letter from 
her pocket; Miss La Blond following, 

Pris. Here, this way; come into the yard here. 
I am afraid to speak or move in the house, I am so 
watched. Here is a letter for the Captain: you 
will make apologies about my writing, because the 
lines are a little crooked : e\cu.se my .spelling, too ; 
and if be oauuot make out all the words, do yon 
help him. 

La Blond. N^ver fear ; 1 shall take it to his 
lodgings myself : but it seems your guardian did 
not behave well to him this morning; Master 
Watty, too, was unma|perly ; and be swears you- 
gennee against him. 

Pris. \Vitb all iny heart, let him beat him while 
lie is affic to stand over him. But there's a rare 
bustle within. The old man swears that Watty 
shall not have me now, and Re is going to send me 
back to the West Indies directly: be is, ’faith! 
He is gone to Deptford to speak to a captain of a 
ship ; but 1 will not go back to the West Indies for 
him. And what do yon think 1 have done? 1 have 
persM^ed Watty thk my love for the Captain, and 
my writing to him, was all only a sham. 

La Blond. A sham! How could you do that? 

pris. Ob! ver> easily, by flattering him up : by 
telling him be is a pretty young man, and has haod- 
some legs, you may make him' believe unylbing. 

La Blond. Well, Miss Prissy, I am sure I wish 
to see you happy with all my heart ; but I am not 
unacquainted with the family of tbe Cockneys ; and, 
believe me, if they did not know you to be a young 
lady of a very large fortune, they would not make 
such a fuss about you as they do. 

Pris. Ob ! I know that well enongb. TlieyVe 
as frightened as the vengeance now about mw 
*going to Jamaica, because they think they shall 
lose my money. So I have told Watty, that if he 
can manage it, 1 will go off with him to Scotland 
to-nigbt ; where, they say, folks may be marrieA 
in spite of any one. i 

La Blond. Go ofl* with him to Scotland? 

Pris. There# now she is jealous. (Aside.) Hoah! 
speak softly. It is agreed between us, that we are 
to go out together as soon as it is dark. Don’t yoo 
think that the Captain could bit upon oome eon- 
trivance to meet us in the street, and take me from 
Watty? He .shall nut have much , tronbla, fdr» 
eood' I will be willing enough to go; and if he 
does but bluster and swear a little, poor Watty will 
be afraid to say a word. 

La Blond. Take you from him? 

Pris. Why, ’tis the only way to get me; if it ia 
not done to-night, it’s odds if the old man will not 
send me oft' to-morrow. 

La Blond. Let me consider a little.^ 

Pris. W hat are you thinking of, Miss La Blond t 

La Blond. Why, look you. Miss Prissy, this la 
a very serious afiair, and should be well weighed 
before anything is done in it. But 1 will go wUh 
your letter to tlie Captain. 

Pris. Aj, do, my dear; and when I am manied 
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to the Captain, yon may haye Watty yonirself, if 
you like it ; and I dare say, one day or other, he 
yvill he an alderman. But, stay, let me go this 
yray, and do you go that ; for if they see us toge- 
ther they may suspect. Miss La Blond, desire the 
Captain to bring ois servant along with him ; and 
tell him, if he is a good* fellow, he shnil, when I am 
married to his master, have as much rum as ever 
he can drink for nothing. Miss La Blond. 

Enter Young Cockney. 

Young C, Miss Prissy, Miss Prissy, I want to 
speak to you. , 

Pris. Well, what do you want? 

Young C. Why, Miss Prissy, I have been think- 
ing of what you were saying to me ; and, if I were 
sore yon would not return to any of your old 
tricks — 

Pris. Why, to be sure. Master Watty, I have 
been a very sad girl, and I do not deserve that 
you should have any kindness for me. 

Yoimg C. Perhaps, Miss Prissy, you think I 
cannot get a wife. There is a widow gentlewoman, 
worth a matter of forty thousand pounds ; her hus- 
band was a great sugar-baker in«Ratclifle-High- 
way ; aud if 1 would marry her, she woultf settle 
erery farthing she is worth upon me. 

Pris. Indeed, I do not 4 llt>ht it. 

Young C. But you are for an ofTicer, it seems; 
and I don’t see that they are a bit cleverer than 
Other people. I believe 1 have been reckoned as 
genteel as any of the^m ; besides, w hat is a little 
outside shewl If you had a mind to go to Scot- 
land with this here Captain, now, it’s odds if he 
oonld find money to pay for a post-chaise. 

Pris. I don't care for the Captain ; I wish you 
would not mention him at all : I am ashamed when- 
ever I think of him. 

Young C. So you ought, miss. 

Pm. T know 1 ought, but I was bewitched : 1 
am sure I have been crying about it like anything ; 
only see, WaU\, how red iny eyes aie. 

Young C. Ah* fudge! that is no crying; you 
have been potting an onion to them. But, 1 say, 
if you get yourself ready, f will go along with you 
aa soon as it is dusk. Don't you iliirik these clothes 
beoome me. Miss Prissy? t have a miud to take 
ttiCm along with ns. 

Pris. You look very jemmy in them, T am sure. 

Young C. Why, I think they shew the fall of my 
shoulders. T have a very tine fall in my shoulders 
have not I, Miss Prissy 1 

Pris. Yes, indeed have you. 

Young C. Well, but there’s one thing as per* 
haps you did not know. If you marry without my 
uncle's consent, you are not to have no fortune ; so 
that 1 am taking you hap at a hazard ; and if lie 
should not forgive us afterwards, 1 khall have you 
to maintain ; which will he very hard upon me. 

Pm. Oh ! but he will forgive us ; besides, if you 
go with me to Jamaica, I'll raise the negers for us; 
iPs only beating them well, giving them a few yams, 
and they’ll do anything yon bid them. 

Young C. Well, we cannot go yet; but yon may 
prepare yourself while 1 step in. Miss Piissy, 
don’t you think our going off will be in the news- 
papers? We hear that a great Vest Indian fortune 
ims lately eloped with the son of an eminent grocer 
in the city ! And when we come back. Lord ! I 


wmant there will be* noise eoongh abont us. [^Exit. 
.jplm. Quasheba, Quashehai Quasheba ! 

(Tio negro ^ girl appears at the window, and throws 
out the things her mistreats calls for ; which she puts 
on a^fast as she gets them.) | 


(hmA. What, missy? 
Throw out ■ my 1 


Throw out my hat and my shawl. I will 


[Act Xt. 

be ready in a minute ; he shall not wait for me,’ 1 
warrant hinu How purely I have managed it! If 
the Captain does but meet us now — Watty thinks, 
ns sure as anything, 1 will go oft* with him. JJe is 
the greatest fool tlfht 1 ever knew. But suppose 
the Captain does not meet us, must T go oft* with 
Watty? Ecod ! I will not : I will bawl out in the 
street, and say he is running away wifli me. Let 
me see now, have 1 got all my thiiigs? have 1 for- 
got nothing? * ^ 

AIR.— Priscii.la Tomboy. 

Dear me, how I long to he married. 

And in mg own coach to be carried! 

Beside me to see, 

Dow charming 'twill be! 

Mg husband, and, nutg be, 

A sweet little babg 

^ As prettg as he. 

Alreadg I hear 
Its tongue in mg ear: 

Papa, papa ! 

Mamma, mamma ! 

Da, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Oh, gracious f what calling, 

What^^tamping, what bawling, 

When first / am missed bg the clan ! 

Miss Mol/g will chatter. 

Old Squaretoes will clatter ; 

But catch me again if theg can. [Exit. 

Scene J\.—^Ludgate-hill, with a view of St, Paul's 
church. 

Enter CwT Km Sightly and Miss La Blom». 

La Blond. Captain Sightly ! Mercy on ns! how 
you fnglileiicd me ! 

Sight. Weil, 30U sec I am a true soldier, at my 
post, and ready to engage. Her letter mentions 
the Bell Savage inn ; if &o, we cannot he belter 
stationed than hero. 

La Blond. Bill I say. Captain, when yon have 
got Miss Tomboy, wlieie do 3011 think to take her? 

Sight, SrollaiuJ directly, my girl. 

1 m Blond. No, no ; that will never do, Shenhall 
go and lie at my aunt's to-night , and, in the niorn- 
iiig, T am certain we will hit upon a plan to get Mr. 
Bdrnacle’s consent to your marriage. 

Sight. Well, my dear, T will leave everything to 
yon : I am sure I cannot he in more trusty hands. 

La Blond. Hush, hush! 1 hear them coming; 
hide yourself for a few minutes. {Theg retire.) 

Enter YoUNG COCKNEY and PRISCILLA Tomboy. 

Pris. La! Master Watty, you hurry so fast; I 
vow I must stop and rest myself, so I must ; 1 am 
as tired as unytliiiig. 

Young C. Why would you not let me call a 
hackney-coach, then ? But I fell yon it will be dark 
presently, and we shall meet some highwaymen on 
the road near Londoiw- 

Pris. Well,*'Btay a moment, then, till I tie my 
swash. 

Young C. Well, then, tie your swash. 

Pris. It was you that was so long before you 
came out. Oh, la ! there are two great big men 
standinf^t yonder corner. 1 won’t go any farther. 
Master Watty. 

Young C. What's the matter with you. Miss 
Priss^'? La! you frighten me out of my wits. 

Pris, Master Watty, just step to that ca|||ier, 
and see if they are gone. Never fear, I won’t l^ve 
you. {Gives liim the end of her shawl to hold,^d 
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Scene 3.] 

tvhHU he ct looking another way, she runs off with 
Captain Sightly.) 

roung C. If ever I knew the like of you ! There's 
no danger; come along. 

J^Discovers the tricky and runs after them. 

Scene III. — A Room in Miss La Blond’s aunt’s 
• house. 

I Enter Captai^.Sigmtly, Priscilla Tomroy, 
and Miss La Blond. The CajUain fastens the 
door. 

Young C. (Without.) Miss Prissy, I know very 
well you are here; I saw you lieie with your Cap- 
tain. 1 wonder you are not ashamed of yourself, 
Miss La Blond, to encourage a young lady to run 
away from her friends. 

Sight. What the devil shall we do now? 

Pris. (To Sight.) Say 1 am not here. 

Sight. I tell you, sir, she is not here. • 

Pris. I tell you, sir, she is not — 

Young C. ( Without.) Ah, ah! I see you, miss, 
through the keyhole. 

Sight. What hliall we do? 

Pris. Let him in: who’s afraid? Come in, 
Master Watty ; who cares for you ? (She opens the 
door.) • 

Enter \oiJNG Cocknfy. • 

Young C. And wdio cares for you? Will you 
come home, MissPrissv? 

Pris. No, I won’t. 1 wish, Master Watty, you 
would make yourself scarce. 

Young C. Well, miss, you will he made tore- 
pent of this. 

QUARTETTO.— Priscilla Tomroy, Captain 
, Sightly, Young Cournly, ami Miss La 
Blond. 

Pris. Get you gone, you nasty thing, you; 

Vo you think I care fur you? 

Y’oungC. I trill go, and shortly bring you 

Those shall make you dearly rue. 

And to yon, sir, YU bring two, sir, 

p!^^' } Who, sir? who, sir? who? * 

Young C. Never mind, no matter who. 

Sight. If that here yon longer tarry. 

You mag chance, away to carry 
f That you will not like to bear, 

Pris. You’ll well be beaten. 

YoiiiigC. What, you tin eaten? 

Pris. Captain, draw your sword and swear. 

Sight. ’Sblood and thunder! 

La Blond. iSiIand asunder. 

Young C. Let him touch me if he dare, 

Pris. Master Watt, Til tell you what, 

• Home you had much better trot, 

YdungC. Will you go witiu'ue or not? 

Pris. Trot, Waft, / will not. 

Get you gone, you nasty thing, 

[Priscilla puts herself in a boxing attitude, 
and beats Young Cockney off. Exeunt, 

Scene IV. — Inside of Cockney’s house. 

Rnfer Barncle, Young Cockney, andPENELopE. 

9orn, I say I will not see he? J let her go froiu 
whence she came. I shall write her friends in Ja- 
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muoa word, by the next packet, that I was not 
strong enoogh to hold her ; and that when 1 was on 
the eve of sending her back to them, she ran away 
from me with a yonng fellow that nobody knows. 

Young C. Do so, ancle; and I wonder she has 
the impudence to come back, after staying out all 
night. 

Bam. And I wonder, sirrah, you dare have tbe 
impudence to take her out, when I ordered her to 
ke^ her room : it is all your doings. 

Pen. Well, pray, dear sir, let me prevail upon 
yon to see her, and hear what she can say for her- 
self. 

Koun^ C. She can say nothing far herself, sister 
Penny; and I believe Miss La Blond was con- 
cerned along with them, however fair she may 
carrv it. 

Pen. W'ell, uncle, will you condescend to see 
this mad girl? 

Barn, Where is she? 

Pen. Above, in my chamber; she is afraid to 
come down without your permission. She seems 
really sorry for what she has done, and, perhaps, 
things may not be so bad as they appear. 

Young C. Oh ' I warrant they are bad enough. 

Barn. I’ll bi^ak your bones, you dog. 

Youri^ C. For what? 

Barn. Bid that girl come hither. [£xif Pm.I 
But, here, take this stick, 1 will not trust myseTr 
near her with it, lest I should do her a mischief. 
(Gioe^is cane to Young C.) 

Enter Priscilla Tomboy and Penelope. 

Bam. Oh ' Madam Run-away — 

Pris, Don’t be angry, pray, don’t, and I’ll tell 
yon— 

Bam, Hnssy, what made yon go ont last night? 

Pris. W^hy, it was Master Watty made me; We 
were going to Scotland to be married. 

Barn. To Scotland! Oh’ you (log, Walter! 

Young C, Well, it was she herself proposed it. 

Pris. Suppose I did ; 300 know, when I was in 
the house 1 never could be at rest for you ; he was 
always making love to me. 

Young C. 1 make love to her! I never spoke a 
civil word to her in all my life. 

Barn. Hold your tongue, sirrah. But I say, 
where have you been all night ^ Let me hear that. 

Pits. You’ll be angrv. , 

Barn. Tell lue the truth. 

Pi ■is. Why, the gentleman that loves me, the 
’ ollicer that was here yesterday, met me and Master 
\\ atty^ in the street, and so lie took me away from 
him : and — but why did little Watty take me out? 

Barn. Ay, it’s very true ; it’s all your fault, 
sirrah. But where did he take you? 

Pris, To his lodgings : for he said he loved me, 
so he could lAt live withont me ; and if I did not 
consent to be his wife, he said he would kill him- 
self on the spot. 

I Bam, Kill himself! you wicked girl! 

Pris. I knew you would be in a passion about it. 

! Bam, Hark 3 ' 0 ii, hussy, I have but one qoes- 
Uoii more to ask you : are you ruined or not? 

Pris. Oh, dear! He, he, he ! 

Barn, Yon impudent — 

Pris. Little W ally makes me laugh. 

Barn. And so you and the gentleman passed for 
man and wife? 

Pris. ^yhJl_ I'll assure you, at first I was T«ry 
much .igainst it, for I said 1 did not think it Was 
becoming ; and he said he would rather lie in the 
street tiiaii incommode me; and 1 , seeing him so 
‘ polite, Slid he lliould not run the risk of catching 
cold fur the love of me. 

, Barn. And so yon — 

Pris, he said he would be civil to me ; 
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and I’m sure be’ll marry me, for he gave me his 
promise two or three times. 

Bam. Get you gone, hussy ! 

Pris. I knew tiovr this would be the way. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Captain Sightly, sir, desires to speak to 
you. 

Bam. Desire him to walk up. Serv. 

Pris. Sir, if you will please to apeak to W“Uy. 

Young C. Sir, please to speak to Prissy. 

Bam. Have done, you couple of devils. 

Pnter CAPTAl^^SlGHTLY and Miss La Blond. 

Sir, I’m informed that your name is Charles Sightly, 
lieutenant in I know not what regiment of foot; 
that you have seduced this girl — 

Pris. Well, why don’t you say we are married? 

Bam. In a word. Captain, I am informed niy 
hopeful ward liere has passed the night at your 
lodgings : answer me upon your honour ; is it so or 
non for in that case 1 must even give her to you. 

Sight. You ask me upon my honour? 

Bam. Ay, I do, sir. 

Sight. Then, sir, I will not give a falsehood 
for my interest; the young lady is perfectly' inno- 
cent, and this only a scheme to incline you to con- 
sent to our marriage. 

Pris. Oh ! you fool ! 

Bam. Hold your tongue, iinpudence ! You are 
a brave young fallow, I believe, and more deserv- 
ing of her than my own relation; therefore, I give 
her to you ; and let tliK' teach you for the future to 
use candour on all occasions. 

Pris. Oh ! niy dear guardian ! (Runs and kisses 
him.) 

Bam. Yon spoil my wig. Let me hear no more 
of yon. Hark yon, c^hild, (to Miss La Blond) do 
you think if a husband were thrown in your way, 


old enough to be your father, that old Nick would 
not tempt you? you understand me. 

La Blond. Sir, 1 think 1 should make him a good 
wife. 

Bam. Say ’st thou «o, my girl? Well, then,^ I 
will marry you myself to-morrow morning. Ladies 
and gentlemen, you are heartily welcome: pray, 
salute the young'bride and bridegroom. .And now 
let us forget all past bickerings and iniKiinder- 
standings, and be as merry as music and good 
cheer can make us. 

FINALE. 

Young C. Heart city youths y this friendly rhyme, 
'Tis u'orlhy well attejidiug; 

Oh ! go not on, t/our precious time 
In vain didights misspending. 

Bucks y bloodsyand smarts, i ejorm your ways. 

Leave dancing, wenching, gaming , plays ; 
Pirst get the cash, then cut a flashy 
Nor be ashunid of mending. 

Sight. I have been naughty, I confess. 

But now you need not doubt it, 

I mean my follies to redress. 

And straight will set about it. 

*Ty modest swei tness gives the grace. 

To birth, to fortune, and to face: 

That charm saure, will long endure, 

And all is vain without it. 

Pris. And now our scenic task is done, 

This comes of course, you know, sirs, 

W e drop the mask off ev ry one. 

And stand hi statu guo, sirs. 

Your ancient friends and servants we. 

Who humbly wait for your decree; 

One gracious smile to crown our toil. 

And happy let ns go, sirs. [^Exsunt. 
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ACT I. 


Scene I.— A Plazxa, ^ 

Enter Ribiro meetiua a Spanish Officer, conducting 
too CitizeM, bouna. Lemos and CORE A follow- 
ing Rlhiro at a little distance. 


Ribiro. Hold, ofRoer! What moans this spec 
taole? 

Why lead you thus in fetters thro* the streets 
These aged citiaens? 

Officer, Behold this order. (Shews a paper. 
Ribiro, I know the obaraoter. 'Tis signed Vc 
. ^ lasqaez. 

1 Citizen. We have iiuj*minQi of unexhanstet 
gold 

To feed rapacious Spain and stern Velasqnez : 
And wrung by hard exactions for the state— 
Officer, No more ; I most not auffer it* 

JK^. {P^matothefruomm.) Prty, »ir. 
See these white hairs, these shackles : misery 
. 5J®y complain. You are a soldier, sir. 

Your mien bespeaks a brave one— 

Ctjcer. I win walk by. 

Bbfain them not too long. *Tis a harsh sentence. 

( VTithdraws, 


2 Citizen. Oh ' good Rihiro, what have We de- 
serv'd, 

That these rude chains should gall ns? 

Ribiro. What deserv’d ! 

1 Citizen. The little all our indnstry had ean'd* 
To smooth the bed of sickness, nnrse old age/ 

And give a decent grave to our cold ashes, 

Spain’s hungry minions have already .seiz’d. 

Ribiro. liinow the rest. Dry up these scalding 
tears ; 

The honr of your deliv’ranoe is at hand : 

An ann more strong than shuts your prison 
doors. 

Shall burst them soon, and give yon ample ven<. 
geance. 

Citizens. May we, indeed, expect — 

Rihiro.' Most sure : hiit, hush! 

Resume the seniblanoe of this transient sliame. 
And hide yonr hope in sadness. Brave Qpstilian, 
Thanks for this courtesy 

(To the Officer, who returns.) 
Citizens. Lead on. Farewell! 

lEzeunt Guard and Citizens. Lemos and 
Corea eosne forward to Ribiro, 

Ribiro, Was that a smt for Lisbon 7 
Lemos. Oh ! shame, £ame ! 

What crime oonld they commit? Old, belpleft^ 

ponder’d- ^ 
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Bibiro. Even thonghte are crimes in this distem- 
per'd state. 

They once bad wealth as yon have : Spain thought 
meet 

To seize it: they (rash men!) have dar'd to 
murmur. 

Velasquez here, our scourge, king Philip’s idol, 
'Whom Portugal mast bow to, mildly dooms them 
But to perpetual bondage for this treason. 

Lemos, We must be patient : 'tis a cureless evil. 
Bibiro, Is patience, then, the only virtue* left 
us? i 

Come, come, there is a remedy more manly. 

Corea. Would it were in our reach! 

BUnro, Look nere, I grasp it. 

{Laying his hand on his sword,) 
What, turn’d to statues ! Hence, enfranchisement. 
If the quick fire that lately warm’d your breasts, 
Already wastes to embers ! Am I rash? 

We touch’d this theme before : you felt it then. 
Would I could put a tongue in every ingot 
That now lies pu'd within your massy stores ! 

Your gold, perhaps, might move yOu. Spsiu will 
seize it; 

Then bid' you mourn the loss in the next dungeon, 
Of dig her mines for more. Ts’t not enoogli? 
Instruct me, Lemos; you, good Corea, teach une 
This meekness so convenient to our foes, 

Or pierce this swelling bosom. 

Lemos. Who can* teach it? 

’Tis not in art, Ribirn. Know os better. 

The canker discontent consumes within, o 
And mocks our smooth exterior. 

Corea. Hear me for ^oth : 

For all th’ indignant hearts in PortHj^ : 

If curaes sped like plagues and pestilence, 

Thus would I strike them at the lowers of Spain. 
May her swoln pride burst like an empty bobble? 
Distraction rend her councils ! rout and shame 
Pursue her flying soadrons! Tempests scatter 
And whirlpools swallow up her full raann’d navies ! 
Bold insurrection spread through all her slates, 
Shaking like pent-up winds their loose allegiance ! 
All Europe arm, and every frowning king, 

Point at one foe, and let that foe be Spain ! 

Bsbiro, Oh ! be that curse prophetic ! Here 'tis 
dangerous, I 

‘ Nor will the time allow to tell you all ; ! 

But thus far rest assur’d — 1 speak not rashly — i 

A project is on foot, and now just rip’nirig, ! 

Will give our indignation nobler scope | 

Than tears or curses. (Priests and women’^ wea- . 

pons!) I 

All that secures the event of great designs. 

Sago beads, firm hearts, and executing arms, I 

In formidable union league with us, | 

And chain capricious fortune to our standard. | 

Lemos, Say, can our aid promote this glorious i 
cause? j 

Bibiro. All private virtue is the public fund ; ! 

As that almunds, the state decays or thrives : 

Each should contribute to the general stock. 

And who lends most, is most bis country’s friend. 
Lemos, Oh I would Braganza meet the people’s 
wish! 


Bibiro, He is not yet resolv’d, but may be won. 
Could I assure him men like you but wish’d it, 
(For well be knows and loves you,) trust me, | 
Lemos, 

It would do more to knit him to this bause • 

Than legions of our hot nobility. < 

Corea. We love his virtue, will support his 
rights — 

Bibiro, Then shew it by your deeds. Your 
artizans 

Are prompt, bold, hardy, fond of violence. 

Alarm their slumb’ring courage, rouse their rage, 
1i{|likb their dull’d senses to the shame and scorn 


[Act I. 

That hisses in the ears of willing bondmen ; 

If thev will hazard one bold stroke for freedom, * 
A leader shall be found, a brave — a just one. 

Anon expect me where the ivy’d arch 
Rears the bold image of our late Braganza, 

(In sullen dihcontenflie seems to frown. 

As if btill hostile to the foes of Lisbon,) 

There we’ll discourse at large. Almada comes. 
Lemos, Is he a friend? 

Bibiro, A firm one. No dishonq\r 
E’er bow’d thatrev’rend head. THat mighty spirit, 
When first the oppressor, like a flood, o^rwbclm’d 
us, 

Rear’d high his country’s standard and defied 
him. ^ ^ 

He comes to seek me. Lose no time : remember. 

[Bxeuni Lemos and Corea, 
I should detest my zeal, could it be stirr’d 
Against the wholesome rigour of restraint 
Idcentiousness made needful. But, good heaven ' 
Foul murders onprovok’d, delib’rate cruelty ! 

The God witliin us must rise up against it. 

Enter Almada. 

Almada, Well met, Ribiro: what new prose- 
lytes ? 

Thv ardour every hour or finds or makes them. 
hUfiro. N-o; thank. the Spaniards for our pro- 
selytes : 

Scarce half an hour ago, two citizens, 

(My blood still boils,) by fell Velasquez’ order, 
Were dragg’d to prison — 

Almada, Spare my soul, Ribiro, 

SoDOTfluons detestation of that villain. 

itilnro. Knowing thii» way they were to pass, 1 
brought 

Lemos and Corea,* (whom last night 1 sounded,) 
That their own eyes might see the outrages, 

Men of their order must expect to meet 
From power that knows no bounds, and owns no 
law, 

Almada. ’Twas wisely done; for minds of coarse 
alloy 

But bluntly leel the touch of others’ wrongs, 

Tbo* deep the impression of their own. 

Ribiro, By heav’n, their fury bore a nobler 
stamp; 

Their honest rage glow’d on their kindling cheeks. 
Broke through the cold restraints of coward cau- 
tion, 

And s well’d even to an eloquence of anger. 

Almada. ’Tis well. But are they yet inform’d 
how near 

Th’ approaching hour, decisive of our fate. 

That gives us death or freedom— that the dawn — 
Rdnro. Not yet. They still believe the Duke, at 
noon, 4 

But visits Lisbon to command the march 
Of our new levies to the Spanish bounds ; 

Himself to follow straight. Ere then 1 mean 
Again to see them, and still more to whet 
The keenness of their hate against our tyrants. 

At least a thousand follow wliere they lead. 

Almada, Their boldness, well directed, may do 
much. 

Ribiro, That care be mine: I’ve studied, and 1 
know them ; 

Inconstant, sanguine, easily inflam’d, 

But, like the nitrous powder uncompress’d, 
Consuming by the blaze nought but itself. 

”i'is ours to charge the mine with deadly skill. 

And bury usurpation in the ruin. 

Almada, 1 think we cannot fail; our friends are 
firm ; 

Honour will bind the noble, hope the weak. 

And common interest all. The insulting Spauiaqil 
Broods ovw embryo mischiefs, nor suspects 
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The wretched worm coooeals a mortal 
To pierce the hanghtj heel that tra^les him. ^ 
Bibiro, How great will be our triumph, Spaio’e 
disgrace, 

When ev’rf mischief that perSdious coart 
Has fram’il against Braganza’s precions life 
Recoils on the contriver ! 

Almadat Urge tliat home; * 

Urge how Uie ^ke’s aflecUon to hit country. 

His right unqumionable to her crown, 

First mark’d him for the victim of false Spain ; 
That his commission as high admiral. 

His general’s staff, and all the lofty pomp 
Of his high-sounding titles, were but meant 
As gilded snares to invite him to his death. 

BUnro, These truths, shameful to Philip, must 
be told ; 

They will endear Don Juan to the people. 

Will keep them waking, restless, and dispos'd 
To aid the glorious tumult of to-morrow. 

A Imada. My heart expands, and, with a prophet’s 
fire. 

Seizes the bright reversion of our hopes. 

1 see the genius of our realm restor’d, 

And smiling lead him to his rightful throne. 

No wild ambition, like a pamper’d steed, 

O’erleaps the boundaries of law and reason. 

And tramples every seed of social virtoe ; 

But o’er the temp’rate current of his blood • 

The gentlest passions brush their breezy wings, 

To animate, but not disturb the stream. 

Such is his temper: the approaching hour 
Demands, perhaps, a sterner. 

Ribiro. Heaven, still kind. 

Has in his consort’s breast struck deep Uie root 
Of each aspiring virtue. Bright Louisa, 

To all the softness of her tender sex. 

Unites the noblest qualities of man ; 

A genius to embrace the amplest scheme 

’riiut ever K well’d the labouring statesman's breast; 

Judgment most sound, persuasive eloquence . 

To charm the froward and convince the wise ; 
Pure piety without religion’s dross. 

And fortitude that shrinks at no disaster. 

Almada, She is, indeed, a wonder. Oh! Ribiro, 
That woman was the spring that mov’d us ail. 

She canvass'd all our strength, urg’d all our 
. wrongs, • 

Combin’d our force, and methodiz'd our ven- 
geance ; 

Taught us that ends which seem impoasiblo 
Are lost, or compass’d only by the means; 

That fortune is a false divinity. 

But folly worships what tlie wise man makes. 

She turn’d our cold dejection to device, 

And rous'd despondency to active valour. 

My age deliglits to dwell on tier perfections— 
Bibiro, And 1 could ever bear them. Virtue's 
praise 

To honest ears is mimic. But no more : — 

A noise comes this way, and that hurrying throng 
Proclaims the upstart minister's approach. 

This is the hour, with saucy pageantry. 

Thro’ our ihinn’d streets ne takes his wonted 
• round ; 

LiWe the dire clapping of the Jiarpy’s wing, 

To choke the frugal meal with bittVr tears, 

And scare content from every bumble board. 

I will avoid him. Jlut I go, proud man. 

When next we meet to make my presence dread- 
ful. ^ ‘ [Exit. 

Almada, Honest Ribiro! To this hour niy soul 
Has kept her purpose ; iiiy 6rm fool has new 
Swerv’d from its path in Lisbon, nor shall now 
Give way to insolenoe. Your country’s dregs! 

{^Loddng towards the train of Velasquez.) 
Yesapple syeopbants! ay, cringe and beg 
Tbit na will tread upon your prostrate necks. 


Or ride you like bis males. AaUiority ! 

Thy worsbipp'd symbols ronnd a villain’s trunk 
Provoke men’s mockery, not their reverence. 

Enter Officer. 

Officer, Make way, there; room, room for tlie 
minister. 

Know you the lord Velasquez comes this way? 
Pr^ sir, give place. 

^mada. Officious varlet, off! 

Let not thy servile touch pollote my robe. 

Can hirelings frown ? 

• 

Enter VELASQUEZ and Pizarro. The magistrates 
of Lisbon with their insignia t Guards and Atten- 
dants preceding. 

Velaaq. How! am I, then, despised? 

{Looking sternly at Almada,) 
A tumult in my presence ? Good, my lord, 

It better would become your gravity 
To set the fair example of obedience 
To trust and office, tnan instruct tbe rabble 
In what they are the most prone to, feuds and 
^ faotioiit 

Alnusda, Most reverend admonition ! Hold, my 
spleen ! 

Ye golden coronets and ermin'd robes, 

Bend from your stools, behold this wond’rons 
• man, 

This Lusitaniaii censor, this sage Cato, 

, This consul, with his lictor^r^s, and axes. 
Reprove tbe boy, Almada, for bis ligbtneM! , 
Pizarro. Regard not bis wild wor^, he's old and 
choleric. 

Vetasq, {To his train.) Attend me at the citadel : 
move on. [Exeunt Aiiendttnts, 

I know not whether to accuse my fortune, 

Or blame my own demerits, brave Almada, 

That ever when we meet, thy angry brow 
I Rebukes me with its frown, or keen reproach 
Darts from thy tongue, and checks the forward 
wish 

That fain would court Uiy friendship and esteem. 
Almada. Friendship with thee! le it so alight a 
boon? 

If such deserve tbe name, go seek forfrieslAs 
Amidst the desp’rate crew, whose ol% bond 
Is the black conscience of confederate crimes ;• 
Nor in preposl'roiis anion think to join 
Integrity with guilt, and shame with honour. 
*Know me for what I am— thy foe profess'd. 

Fall ou thy knee, solicit heaven for mercy, 

And tell that seat of pride, Iby obdurate neact. 

Its last, iU only virtue, is remorse. [Bmt, 

Velasq. Go, hoary fool, preach to tbe wliislliiig 
winds ; 

I scorn tby ctAncil, and defy thy hate. 

'Tis time enough for lagging penitence. 

When age, liker thine, quench'd ambition’s 
flame ; 

Now uobler tboagbts possess my active soal. 

This haughty province first shall feel my weight. 
And since it scorns my love, tlirough fear obey 
me. 

Pizarro, Already all the power of Spain is tbine. 
The vice<qiipeu, Marg'ret, though of Auatrian 
blood. 

Discreet, linn, virtuous, oomplainsin vain. 

You leave her but a regent's empty title, 

While power is only your’s ; and happier still, 
Braganza suinmou’d to attend the king. 

Will soon cut off Ilia ooliotry’a only hope, 

And leave no rival to obscure tlij lustre. 

’Bate but the shew and name of royalty* 

Thou art already king. 

Velasq, The ilitw, the name. 
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All that givei graoe and awe to majeatj 
Shall soon be mine, Pizarro. Olivareii 
Whose ooansels rale the Esonrial, to id? hand 
Has long resign’d the reins of Portagal, 

And dreams not (unsnspioious of mj faith) 

The delegate, the oreatare of his breath. 

Anon will bid defiance to bis power. 

And ranV himself with monarchs. 

Pixarro. Ob ! take heed; . 

Consider, sir, that power still awes the world-r) 
Vekuq. My towering fortone rises on a rook. 
And firm as Atlas will defy the storm. 

The purple cement of a prince’s blood 
Shall strengthen %t8 foandation. 

Pisarro, Ha! 

Vtlasq. Braganza's. 

The precious mischief swells my exulting breast. 
And soon shall burst its prison. 

Pisarro, Can it be 7 

I know thy dauntless temper mocks at fear, 

And prudence guides thy daring ; but a prince 
Follow’d by faithful guards, encomiiass’d round 
With troops of gallant friends, the people’s idol — 
Velasq, Is mortal, like the meanest of his 
train. 

And dies before to-morrow. Ceas€ to wond^ ; 
But when this mighty rnin shakes the realm. 
Prepare like me, with well-dissembled grief, 

To bide our real joy, and blind suspicion. 

( Flourish of trumpets,') 

These trumpets speak his entrance ; never v'ore 
Such sprightly notes, nor shout of joyful friends, 
Pseap or choral song shall uslier him ; 

But sad solemnity of funeral pomp, 

Mute sorrow, mournful dirges, ghastly rites, 
Marshall’d by death, in comfortless array, 

Wait hja pold relics to their sepulchre. [Exeunt. 


ACT ir. 


Scene I . — An Antkhamher in the Duke of 
Braganztt^s Palace. 

Ribiko and Mendoza discovered. 

Ribiro, A moment’s pause, Mendoza : here ap- 
pointed 

By promise to the Duke at noon to wait him, 

1 could not mingle with his followers, 

So saw it but in part 
Mendoza. The air still rings 
With loudest acclamations. 

Rtbiso. Yes, Mendoza ; 

With joy 1 heard them ; heard the vanlted sky 
Bobo Bramza. ’Twas no hireling noise. 

No factioiTs roar of mercenary joy, 

Sound without transport, but the hemfelt cry 
Of a whole nation’s welcome. Hear it, Spain! 
Proud usurpation, bear it ! 

Mendoza, The whole way 
Was cover’d thick with panting mnUitodes, 

That scarce left passage for their chariot- wheels; 
The trees were bent with people ; ev’ry roof, 
Dome, temple, portico, so closely fill’d, 

The gazers made the wonder. Here and there 
A discontented Spaniard stalk’d uipng, 

Should’ring the crowd ; and, with indignant scorn. 
Turn’d up nis sallow cheek in mockery. 

Ribiro. We shall retort their scorn. Mark’d yon 
the Duke? 

Hif mind is ever letter’d in his face. 

Mendoza, Pleasure was mingled with anxiety, 
triiihln at once. But, oh ! what words 
VCan pnint the angel form that grac’d bis side, 
^^is bri^ Lonisal Like th’ Olympian queen, 
Wh^D fragrant bosom Venns bound 


[Act II. 

Th’ enchanting oeatns, from her lucid eyes 
Stream’d the pore beams of softbenevolenoe. 

And glories more than mortal shone around her. 
Harmonious sounds of dulcet instruments 
Swell’d by the breallr, or swept from tuneful wire. 
Floated in air, while yellow l^gos burn’d 
With prows of flaming gold ; their painled flags, 

In gaody frolic flatlBring to the breeze. • 

On to their palace thus the triumph came ; 

Alighted at the gate, the princely pair 
Express’d jtheir thanks in silent dignity 
Of gesture, far more eloquent than words ; 

Then turn’d them from the throng — 

Ribiro, Why this looks well. 

The Duke will sure be rous’d to resolution 
By this bright presage of his coming glory. 
Mendoza, With grief 1 learn he still is undeter- 
min’d. 

His fears prevail against the public wish ; 

And thns the ill-pois’d scale of oor fair hopes, 
Mounts light and nnsubstantial. 

Ribiro, Ohl von wrong him. 

I know his noble nature : Juan’s heart 

Pants not with selfish fear. His wife, his friends. 

An infant family, a kingdom’s fate, 

More than his own, besiege his struggling soul; 

He must be more than man, who will not hear 
Such powe.-fal calls, and less, who can despise 
( them. 

Mendoza. Indeed, I cannot wonder he’s dis- 
turb’d ; 

But doubts are treason in a cause like this. 

Ribiro, Dismiss these fears; Louisa’s gentle 
sway 

Will fix him to oar purpose. Night’s chaste orb 
Rules not the heavings of the restless tide 
More sure than she with mild ascendancy 
Can govern all his ebbs and flows of passion. 

But come, by this time the fond multitude 
Have gaz’d away their longing, and retire. 

Our greeting will be seasonable now. IJBxeunt. 

Scene 11. — A magnificent Chamber in the Duke of 
Bragmzas palace, 

Duke of Braga nza discovered, speaking to Lemos 
and Colt E A ; other Citizens at a little distance. 

Duke. No more, kind countrymen; this goodness 
melts me. 

What can 1 render back for all these honours'! 
This wondron.H prodigality of praise! 

What but my life, wheneW your welfare asks it. 
Lemos. Heav’n guard that precious life for Por- 
tugal ! 

To you, as to a tutelary god. 

This sinking country lifts her suppliant hands. 

And certain of your strength, implores your arm 
To raise her prostrate genius from the dust. 

Duke, A private man, a subject, like your- 
selves. 

Bankrupt of power, though rich in gratitude. 

The sense of what you snfi'er wrings my soul.. 

Nor makes your sorrows less. 

Enter Dutchess of Braganza. 

Dutchess. Much injur’d men. 

Whom love not fear should govern, from this 
bonr. 

Know, we espouse your cause. We have not 
hearts 

Of aliens, to behold with passing glanM 
And cold indifferenoe the ruthless spoiler 
Smile o’er the ravage of your fertile plains. 

We feel the fetters that uisgraoe your limbs ; 
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We moarn the Tigonr of yowt mindi depreii’d ; 

* WiibboiTor we behold yoar geo’roas blood 
Drain’d by the insatiate thirst of ravening wolves. 

If we have nature, we must feel your wrongs. 

If we have power, redress them. 

Corea. Matchless lad v ! • 

There spoke our rightful queen, our better angel ! 

In us behold your servants, subjects, soldiers ; 
Though yet unpraotis'd in the trade of war. 

Our swords qml find an edge at yonr command. 
Duke. We neither doubt your courage nor your 
love. 

And both, perhaps, ere long may meet the trial: 

I would detain you, but our confereuce 
Might now be dangerous. Rank me with your 
friends, 

And know I have a heart for Portugal. 

[Exeunt Lunos, Corea, 

Dutchess, Why wears my Juan’s brow that 
thoughtful cloud? 

'Why thus with downcast look and folded arm. 
When ev’ry other bosom swells with hope ? * 
'When expectation, like a flery steed. 

Anticipates the course, and pants to hear 
The sprightly signal start him for the goal. 

Think that the people from their leader’s eye 
Catch the sure omens of their future fate; 

With his their courage falls, their spirits rise; 

For confidence is conquest’s harbingfr. 

Duke, Light of thy Juan’s life! my soul’s "best 

W* 

Swifter than meteors glide, or wings of wind. 

My nimble thonghts shoot throngh their whirling 
round : 

A thousand cares distract this anxious breast. 

To recompense the dark uncertainty 
Of this dread interval, ’twixt now and morn. 
Would ask whole years of happruess to come, 
blow thou art mine, these faithful arms enfold 
thee ; ♦ 

But oh! to-inorrow may behold thee torn 
By barbarous ruffians from their fond embiace ; 

The flowing honours of that beauteous head, 

May sweep a scaffold's dust, and iron death 
Close in eternal sleep those radiant eyes 
That beam with love and joy unutterable. 

Dutchess. Oh ! make me not your curse, as sure 
1 must be. 

The stain, the blot of your immortal time. 

If one soft passion, like a languid spell, 

Dis.solve thy manly fortitude of soul, 

And melt the prince and patriot in the husband. 

Duke. That tender union is tlu healing balm, « 
The cordial of my soul ; our destinies 
Are twin’d together. Were my single life 
The only forfeit of this perilous chauce, 

I’d throw it, like a heemess prodigal, 

And wanton with ray fortune; but, alas! 

More ihkn the wealth of worlds is now at stake. 
And can I hazard this dear precious pledge. 
Venture iny all of bliss on one bold cast, 
blor feel the oonflict that uow rends my heart? 
Dutchess, 'Wh^ do you tremble? These cold 
struggling drops — 

Duke, They fall for thee, Louisa; my quell’d 
spirit 

'Avows its weakness ther<b 
Dutchess. ’T»s cruel fondness ; 

It wonnds me deeply Juan. 

Duke. Witness, honour. 

Thy martial call ne’er found Braganza’s ear 
Cold till this bitter moment. 1 have met. 

Nay, oourted death, in the steel’d tiles of war, 
When squadrons wither’d as the giant trod; 

Nor shrunk ev’n when the hardiest in the field 
Have paus’d upon the danger. Here, 1 own. 

My agonizing nerves degrade the soldier, 

£v n to a coward’s frailty : ahonld the sword 
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Which black destraoUon icon may wave o’er dl, 
(Avert it, beav’n!) strike at thy preoions life, 
Shoold but one drop, forc’d by rode violence, 

Stain that degr bosom, I were so aoonra’d, . 
The ontstreteb’d arm of mercy could not save me. 
Dutchess. I have a woman’s form, a woman’s 
fears ; 

I shrink from pain and start at dissolution ; 

To shun them is great Nature’s prime command ; 
Yet summon’d as we are, your nonour pledg d, 

own just rights engag’d, your countrjrs fate, 
Let threatening death assutne his direst form. 

Let dangers multiply, still would I on, 

Still urge, exhort, confirm thy constancy. 

And though we perish’d in the bold attempt. 

With my last breath I'd bless the glorious cause. 
And think it happiness to die so nobly. 

Duke, Oh! thou hast rous’d me. From this hour 
1 banish 

Each fond solicitude that hover’d round thee; 

Thy voice, thy looks, thy soul are beav’n’s own 
fire. 

’Twere impious but to doubt that pow’r ordain’d 
thee 

To guide me to this glorious enterprize. 

Dutchess. Thou sTialt be chronicled to latest 
• tim#, 

Heaven’s chosen instrument to punish tyrants. 

The great restorer of a nation’s freedom ! 

Thou slialt complete what Brutus but attempted. 
Nor withering age, nor cold oblivion's shade, 
Nor#nv y's caiik’ruus tooth shall blast thy wreaths : 
But every friend to virtue shall inscribe 
To Juan’s name eternal munumenU. 

But, see, our friends approach; awhile I leave 
tliee : • 

Reineniher still, thou mast he king or nothing. 

[Axil. 

Duke. I will snppress lli’ emotions of niy heart; 
Quite to subdue them is impossible. 

Enter Riuiro and Mi.NDOZA. 

Welcome, ye wakeful guardians of your oounti^ 
Had we in all the people's mighty mass 
But 1weiit\ spir'S match'd with you in virtue, 
Huw might we bid deliance to pioud Spain* 

How scorn tlie close disguise of secret councils. 
And ehalleuge their full force in open combat 1 
lUhtro. Led by Don Juan, can we doubt tli’ 
eveiil? " • 

All things conspire : antipathy to Spmn 
Is here herr ditarv ; 'I is nature’s instinct ; 

'Tis principle, lefigion, vital heat ; 

Old men to lisl’iiing sons with their last breath 
Bequeath it us a dying legacy ; 

Infants imbibe it at the mother’s breast ; 

It circles with their blood, spreads with their 
frame, 

Its fountam is the heart, and till that fails 
The stream it fed can never cease to flow. 

Mendoza. That furious impulse gives the spleen 
of fiends 

To softest tempers, the unpractis’d arm 
Sinews with lion’s etrength, and drives us on 
Resistless as the sweeping whirlwind’s force. 

Duke. All is propitious ; every post is fill’d 
With officers devoted to our service: 

Already iu their hearts they own my title. 

And wait but for our orders to proclaim it. 

Enter Almada. 

Come to my breast, my sage adkiODisher ! 

T ie tutor and example of my arms ! 

The proud Iberian soon aliail feel their force ^ 

And learn from Juan’s sword to venerate 
, The fame of brave Almada. 
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Aimaia, Thos, my priiiee, 

Thns did I hope to find thee. ITenoe no more 
Shall hard eaaotioDH grind the prostrate people ; 
^nr gentry, to their provinces confin.'d, 

Ittiignish DO more in shameFnl oircuinsoription; 

No more onr ancient noblemen be stripp’d 
Of all bnt empty titles, tinsel naines^ 

Like tarnish'd gold on rags to mook the wearer 5 
Onr posts of eminence no more be filled 
'With npstart strangers, or the sordid lees « 

Of base plebeian natives. 

Duke, My impatient breast. 

Foil of the expected joy, like a yonng bride* 
groom, 

l^braids the la^y boors that lag between 
My wishes and enjoyment. The onset is — 
Almada, When St. Lasar beats five; at that 
boor 

We’!! welcome the sun’s rising with an offering 
More glorious than the Persian hetacomb. 

Ribiro. At night yonr friends assemble with 
Almada 

In dreadful secrecy : then with rais'd arm 
We rush to cancel our long debt to vengeance^ 

And glut our thirsty blades with Spanish gore. 
Almada. If we suspend the blow beyond to- 
morrow 

All may be lost. Three thousand veterans 
Lie canton'd on the river's southern side; 

Should our design be known, they will be call'd 
To reinforce the posts, and gnard the city. 

Adieu, then, to onr dream of liberty ! 

We rivet closer chains on Portugal, 

And drag the doom of traitors on ourselves. 

fiiftfi* Dutchess of Braganza. 

DtUcheas, Suspend yonr consultations for a 
moment; 

Within the minister of Spain attends : 

Forgive th’ officious love of your liOuisa: 

No stranger to his arts, she warns her Juan — 
Duke. 1 know be conies, in solemn mockery. 

To make a hollow tender of his service 
With roost obsequioDs falsehood. 

IhUch^s. My best lord. 

Hold strictest watch on all yonr words and mo- 
tions ; 

Guard every look, with that disoeming villain; 
Subtle, hisidioiis, false, and nlansible ; 

He can, with ease, assume all outward forms. 

Seem the most honest, plain, sincere, good man. 
And keep bis own designs lock’d close within. 
While with the lynx’s beam he penetrates 
The deep reserve of every other breast. 

Duke. I, too, will wear my vizor in the scene. 
And play the dupe I am not. Friend, farewell ! 
Perhaps ere morning we mav meet again. 

The hour is fix'd, Louisa; all prepar'^, * 

Dutchev, Then this is onr last night of sla- 
very; 

A brighter era rises with the dawn. Duke. 

If we may dare, without impiety. 

To challenge heavenly aid, and swell the breast 
With confidence of more than mortal vigour. 

Can heaven stand neater in a oanse like this 1 
Or favour fraud, oppression, crnelty 1 
Now, gentle friends, I am a suitress to you. 

A^ada. Yon are onr sovereign, madam; 'tis 
yonr right 

Not to solicit but command our duty. 

Dutthne. Think me not light, capricious, vari- 
able, 

If I, who urg’d y#to this bold attempt, 

And, ever wfien yonr anger seem'd to cool, 
Pour'd'Oil to wake the flame and feed its Maze, 

Now suivplicate with milder earnestness 
^nd strive to allay its fury. 


Ahnadtu Speak your pleasure ; 

The obedienoe of our bewts will follow it. • 
jDmIcAsss. I know the measure of yonr wrongs 
would license, 

Ney (Justify the wild excess of vengeance ; 

Yet ill the headlong Aige of execution, 

Think rather what your mercy may permit 
Than whst their crimes deserve who feel yonr 
justice. 

Oh ! follow not the example we al^r. 

Nor let those weapons justice coniSorates 
Be dy’d with drops drawn from the bleeding 
breast 

Of reverend age, or helpless innocence. 

Wilt thou take heed, Almada? 

Almada. Fear not, madam ; 

All mercy not injurious to onr cause, 

Ev'n Spaniards, as they are men, from men may 
challenge. 

For Indus' wealth I would not stain this sword. 
Sacred to honour, in the guiltless blood 
Of unoffending wretches : rest secure; 

A prostrate and defenceless enemy 
Has stronger guards against a brave man’s wrath. 
Than tenfold brass, or shields of adamant, 
Dutchess. Gen’rons Almada! well dost thou 
instrnot ; 

Soft pity is not more akin to love 
Thau to true fortitnde. Tliy soft youth, Men- 
doza, 

Need not be tutor’d to hnmanity. 

Mendoza. Ifeav’n and my oonscions soul bear 
witness for me, 

That not to satiate any private malioe. 

But for the general good, I stand engag'd 
In this great compact. ’Twere a coward’s ven- 
geance . 

To turn a sacrifice to massacre. 

And practice while I pnnish crnelty. 

Rwiro. 'J'ill fortune give one victim to my 
rage, 

Compassion and this bosom must he strangers ; 

No sanctuary, nor interceding prayers, 

Nor wings of angels stretch’d to cover him, 

Shall save that monster from the doom he merits. 
Dutchess. You mean the minister of Spain, 
Velasquez? 

Ribiro. 1 mean the minister of hell, Velasquez, 
Thai cool, dbliberate executioner ; 

If he escape, may this good arm rot ofl'. 

All worthy thoughts lorsake, and scorn pursue 
me: 

Write boaster on iny forehead ; let my name 
Blister the tongne that sneaks it. Infamy 
Be here my portion, endless pains hereafter. 
Dutchess. Oh! would that sacrifice might ex- 
piate ! 

Ribiro. Pardon the rash effusion of my zeal ; 

It deals too much in words. 

Dutchess. Not HO, Ribiro; 

Thy anger has a license; and tby zeal. 

We know, is generous, not sanguinary. 

AUneda. Madam, we take onr leave : good angels 
guard you ! 

We go to prove onr duty in your servick. 

The homage of our hearts hu long been your’s. 

And soon yon shall receive it from our knees. 
Dutchess, Belief^ me, frieoda, your loves are 
written here. 

In characters no time can e’er efface. 

[Exeunt Almada, Ribiro, and Mendoza. 
And may the mighty spirits of past limes 
Rais’d by desert to bright immortal thrones. 
Suspend awhile their task of heav'iily praise 
In ministry unseen to hover ronod them! 

Protect aspiring virtue like their own, 

And in tlieir bosoms breatlio rosifilless ardour! 

\ExU. 
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ACT 111. 


Scene 1 . — TJie Apartments of Ve^uguez, m the 
paiace of the Vice-Queen. 

Velasquez and Pizarro discovered. 

Pizarho. Yoa seem disturb’d. 

Velasq. WJth reason. Dull Bra|(anza 
Mast have bem tutor’d: at our interview 
1 practis’d every supple artifice 
That i^lides into man s bosom ; the return 
Was blank reserve, ambiguous complimeot, 

And hatred thinly veil’d by ceremony. 

Pizarro, Might 1 presume — 

Velasq, Pizarro, I am stung: 

}lis father Theodosius, that proud prince, 

Who durst avow his enmity to Philip, 

And menac’d thunders at niy deatio a head. 

With all his empty turbulence of rage 
Could never move me like the calm disdain * 

Of this cold-blooded Juan. 

Pizarro, Then, m 3 ' lord, 

Your purpose holds? 

Velasq, It does: 1 will dispatch 
This tow ’ring Duke, who keeps the cheek of 
Spain 

Pale with perpetual danger. • 

Pizarro. For what end ? • 

Unconscious of his fate, he blindly speeds 
To find a grave in Spain. Why, then, resolve 
To spill that blood, which elsewhere will be shed 
Without your crime or peril '! 

Velasq, That’s the question. 

Were I assur'd they meant his death, ’twere 
needless: 

Bu< when they draw him once from Portugal, 
Where only he is dangerous, then, perhaps, 

Tbeir fears or leniti may let him live *, 

And while he lives, my fiery course is check'd, 

My sun climbs slowly, never can ascend 
To its meridian brightness. 

Pizarro. Still, iiiv lord. 

My short lin’d wisdom cannot sound your depth. 
Velasq. I mean to tell thee all, for thou may’st 
aid me. 

And thy tried faith ^leserves my confidence. 
Pizarro, 1 am your^own for evei^ your kind 
hand, 

Bounteous beyond my merit, planted here 
Favours innumerable. 

Velasq. Think them little : • 

^ earnest, not the acquittal of my love, 
ne enorinouB wealth of Juan’s royal house. 

His large domains, extended influence, 

His* numerous vassals so have swell’d his state. 
That were his means but push’d to one great end. 
How easy might he wrest this realm from Spain, 
And brave King Philip’s rage ! 

Pizarro, Good, careless prince ! 

Mild and uxorious! No ambitious dream 
Disturbs his tranquil slumber. 

Velasq, Just his nature : 

On ]iousebold wing he flutters round the roof. 

That with the princely eagle might have sow'd 
And met the dazzling sun.* Nqw, by his death. 




engjine cuiiotfail, this night be meets it,) 


iis wealth, his mightiness, his followers, 

Become Louisa’s dower. What think ’st thou 
now? 

Could 1 but win her to accept my hand, 

(And much my art will move, and more my 
power,) 

Might nM our uniou, like the impetoous ooorse 
Of blending torrents, break all feeble mounds 
Snain could oppose to bar me from the crown ? 
Thai once obtain’d, lot Olivarez rail, 


Let his inglorious mastef.call Me traitor,' 

I’ll scorn their idle fury. 

Pizahro, Still I fear 
Louisa’s heart, cold and impenetrable. 

To all but Juan’s love, will own do secondt 
Tho’ big ambition swells her female breast 
Beyond the sax’s softness. 

Velasq. My hope rests 

Even on that favourite passion : grief, at first. 

Will drive her far from love; a second flame 
Perhaps may ne’er rekindle in her heart; 

Yet, give her nioinentary frenzy scope. 

It wastes itself; ambition then regains 
Its wonted force, and winds her to my lure. 

But come, I must nqt lose thflse precious mo- 
ments ; 

The fates are busy now : what’s yet untold. 

There place thyself and learn. Take heed you 
move not. {Pizarro retires.) 

Without there! ho! 


Enter an Officer. 

Officer, What is your lordship's pleasure? 
Velasq, Attends the monk, l^mirez? 

Oficer. He does, my lord. 

^lasq, Cotiduct him in and leave us. 

lExii Offiar. 

Enter Ramirez. 

You are welcome, 

Mos 4 welcome, reverend father! Pray, draw 
near : 

We have a business for yaur privacy. 

Of an especial uature ; the circling air 
Should not partake it, nor the babbling winds. 

Lest their invisible wings disperse one breath 
Of that main secret, which thy faithful bosom 
Is only fit to treasure. 

llamirex. Good my lord, 

I atn no coininon talker. 

Velasq. Well 1 know it, 

And therefore chose thee from the brotherhood. 
Nut one of whom but would lay by all thoughts 
Of earth and heaven, and fly to execute 
What f , the voice of Spain, commission’d him. 
Ramirez. Vouchsafe directly to unfold your 
, will. 

My deeds, and not my words, must prove my 
duty. 

Valesq. Nay, trast me, could they but divine 
my purpose. 

The holiest be, that wastes the midnight lamp 
In prayers and penance, would prevent my 
tongue 

And hear me thank the d^d. bat not persuado it. 
Therefore, good friend, ’tis not necessity, 

That Koinetimes forces anv present means. 

And cbequms chance with wisdom, but free will, 
The election of my judgment and iny love. 

That gives thy aptness this pre-eminence. 

Ramirez. The state, 1 know, has store of lustra* 
ments, 

Like well-rang’d arms in ready order plac’d, 

Eaoh for its several use. 

Velasq, Observe me well ; ' 

Think not I mean to snatch a thiuklesa o$ce; 
Who serves the state, while I direct her helm. 
Commands my friendship, and his own reward. 
Say, can you be content in these poor weeds. 

To know no earthly hopes beyond a cloister? * 

But stretch’d on mostv mats in noisome caves, 

To rouse at midnight bells, and matter prayers 
For souls beyood theisrea^, to senseless saints? 
To wage perpetual war with nature’s bounty ? 

To faiaoken sick men’s chambers, and be num- 
ber’d 

With the loath’d leavings of mortality. 
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Tba boar-gl«fs» «nd tbe naoMons 

Are these tbe ends of life? Was this fine ftame, 
Nerres exquisitely textur’d, soft desires. 

Aspiring thoughts, this comprehensiTe soul, 

V^th all her train of god^like faculties. 

Given to be sunk in this vile drndgeiyf 
Ramirex, These are the hard conditions of our 
state. 

We anw our humble seeds with toil on earth. 

To reap the harvest of our hopes in heaven. *' 
Vdasq, Yet wiser they who trust no future 
chance. 

But make this earth a heaven. Raise thy eyes 
Up to the temporftl splendonrs of our church ; 
Behold our priors, prelates, cardinals; 

Survey their lai^e revenues, princely state. 

Their palaces or marble, beds of down, 

Their statues, pictures, baths, luxurious tables. 
That shame the fabled banquets of the gods. 

See bow they weary art, and ransack nature. 

To leave no taste, no wish un gratified. 

. Bow, if thy spirit shrink not, 1 can raise thee 
To all this pomp and greatness. Pledge thy 
faith, 

Swear thou wilt do this thing, whatever L urge. 
And Ldsbon’s envied crorier shall be thine. • 
Ramirez, This goodness, so transcending all my 
hopes, 

Confounds Iny astonish’d sense. W hate'er it be 
Within the compass of man’s power to act, 

I here devote me to the execution. * 

Velasq, 1 must not bear of conscience and nice 
scruples, , ' 

Tares that abound in none but meagre soils. 

To choke the aspiring seeds of manly daring: 
Those puny instincts which, in feeble minds. 

Unfit for great exploits, are miscall’d virtue. 

Ramirez, Still am 1 lost in dark uncertainty; 
And most for ever wander, till thy breath 
Deign to dispel the. impenetrable mist, 

Pooling my sight that strives in rein to pierce it. 
VelMq, You are tbe Duke of Braganza’s con- 
fessor. 

And fame reports him an exact observer 
Of all our church’s holy ceremonies. 

He still is wont, whene’er he visits Lisbon, 

Ere grateful slumber seal his pious lids. 

With all due reverence, from some priestly hand 
To take tbe mystic symbol of our faith. 

Ramirez, It ever was his custom, and this night 
I am commanded to attend bis leisure 
With preparation for the solemn act. 

Vewq, 1 know it. Take thou this : (jgives him a 
box) it holds a wafer 
Of sovereign virtue to enfranchise souls. 

Too righteous for this world, from mortal cares. 

A monk of Milan mix’d the deadly drug. 

Drawn from tbe quintessence of iioxioih'* plants, 
Minerals and poisonous creatures, whose dull 
bane 

Arrests the nimble current of life’s tide. 

And kills without a pang. 

Ramirez, 1 knew nim well. 

The Carmelite Castruccio, was it not? 

- Velasq, The same; he first approv’d it on a 

t wretch 

lemn’d for murder to the ling’ring wheel, 
night commit it to Braganza’s lips, 
he a heart of iron, giant strength, 
antidotes of Pontus, all were vain, 
truj^gle with the venom’s potency. 

J^amtrez, This night, my lord? 

< Velasa, This very night ; nay, shrink not. 
Unless tnoq mean’st to take the lead in death, 
ind pnU thy own destruction on thy bead. * 
Rmirez, Give me a moment’s pause. A deed 
like^is^ 


Vdasq, Should be at enoe resolv’d and exe- . 
cuted, 

Thbk’st thou 1 am a raw, unpractis’d novice. 

To make thy bfeast a partner to the trust. 

And not thy hand acoopnplice of the crime? 

Whv, ’tis the bond for my security. 

Look not amaz’d, but mark me heedfully : 

Thou hast thy choice — dispatch mine enemy* 

(The means are in thy band,) be safe and great; 

Or instantl V prepare thee for a dea^ 

Which nothing but compliance can avert. 

Ramirez. Numbers, 1 know, even thus have 
tasted death. 

But, sure, imagination scarce can form 
A way so horrid, impious! 

Velasq, How’s this, bow’s this? 

Hear me, pale miscreant, my rage once rous’d. 
That hell thou dread’st this moment shall receive 
thee. 

Look here and tremble ! 

^ • (Draws a dagger and seizes Mm,) 

Ramirez, My lord, be not so rash ; 

Your fury’s deaf. Will you not hear me speak? 

^ ev’ry hope that cheers, all vows that bind, 
Whatever horror waits upon the act. 

Your will shall make it justice: I’m resolv'd. 
Velasq. No trifling, monk ; take heed, for 
shoqld'st thou fail — 

Ramirez, llien be my life the forfeit. My obe- 
dience 

Not only follows from your high eonamand. 

But that my bosom swells against this Duke 
With the fell sense of my own injuries. 

Velasq, Enough ; I thank thee. Let me know 
betimes 

How we have prosper’d. Hence, retire with 
caution; 

Deserve my favour, and then meet me boldly. 

[£zil Ramirez, 

’Tis done! His doom is seal'd. Come forth, 
Pizarro. (Pizarro comes forward,) 

Is't not a subtle mischief? 

Pizarro, Past all praise ; 

The holy tool had qualms. 

Velasq, But this dispell’d them, 

(Pointing to his dagger,) 
And fortified the coward by his fears. 

His work perform’d, I mean to end him, too. 

Say, is my barge prepar’d au I commanded? 
Pizarro, All is prepar’d, my lord. 

Velasq, The friends of Juan, 

(I’ll tell thee as we pass) they shalj not long 
Survive to lift their crests so high in Lisbon. 

[£zeiu|^ 

Scene II. — The Castle of Almada, 

Enter Almada and an Attendant, 

Almada, Good Perez, see that none to-night 
have entrance 

But such whose names are written in that roll. 

And bid your fellows from the northern tower. 
Choose each a faulchion, and prepare to follow 
Where I at dawn will lead. 

Attendant. 1 wil', my lord. 

Almada, Wait near the gate thyself, nor stir 
from thence 
Without my summons. 

Aitendant, Trust my vigilance. [£zif. 

Almada, Now rayless midnight flings her sable 
pall 

Athwart tbe horizon, and with pond’rous mace. 

In dead repose weighs down o’er-laboor’d nature ; 
While we, the busy instruments of fate, 

Unmindful of her season, wake like ghosts, 

To add new horrors to the shadowy scene^ 
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Alter Antonio. 

Aiieomb. Health to Almada! 

Almada, Tbaa to meet, Antonio, 
la the beat health, the aonndneaa of the mind. 
Better at thin daric honr to eihbraoe ih arma 
Thna |(irt for manlj enecntion, friend, 

Than in the mazea of the wanton dance. 

Or revelling o’er bowla in frantic mirth. 

To keep ingloriona vieila. 

4niomo. True, mj lord. 

Enter RiBiRo wiih Lemos and Corea. 

Almada. Oh! aoul of honour ! ever, ever con- 
stant! ^ (To Eifraro.) 

These are the worthy citizens, onr friends — 

Eikiro. And snch aa laorell’d Rome might well 
have own’d 

{Presenting Lanas and Corea.) 
Worthy to 611 her magisterial chairs, 

When reverence bow^ to virtne tho’ nntitled. 

‘ Almada. As such I take their hands ; nay, more, 
as sack 

Their grateful country will rejoice to own them. 
Are we all met? 

Antonio. Mendoza is not here, 

Nor Koderic ; and Mello, too, is abseid. 

Almada. They were not wont to bemoa waited 
for. 

Mibiro. Anon they will he here , meantime pro- 
ceed. 

They know their place already. 

Almada. Why we meet. 

Is not to canvass our onprobrioua wrongs. 

But io redress them. Yet as trumpets sound 
To rouse the soldier’s ardour, so the breath 
Of Our calamities will wake our Hres, 

And fan them to spread wide the Name of ven- 
geance. 

’Tis not my gift to play tho orator. 

But in plain words to lay our state before you. 

Our tyrant’s grandsire, whose ambition claim’d. 
And nrst usurp’d Bragaiiza’s royal rights, 

By blood establish’d his detested sway. 

Old Tagus bl ash’d with many a crimson tide. 
Sluic’d from the noblest veins of Portugal. 

The exterminating sword knew no distjpotion. 
Princes and prelates, venerable age. 

Matrons, and helpless, virgins fell together. 

Till cloy’d and sick of slaughter, the tir’d soldier. 
With mm content, 6nng aown his reeking steel. 
And gfntted rage gave truce to massacre. < 

jaSiro. Nor pass’d the iron rod to milder hands 
Tliroagh two succeeding reigns. With cruel 
zeal 

The barbarous offspring emulate their sire. 

And track his bloody footsteps in our ruin. 

Almada. Now mark how uappily the time con- 
spires 

To give our great achievement permanence ; 

^ain is not what she was when Europe bow’d 
In the 6fth Charles, and his degenerate sou ; 
When, like a torrent swell'd by mountain Hoods, 
She 4iwept the neighbouring nations with her 
. arms. 

And threaten’d those remote; eentraoted now 
Within an humble bed, the thrifty nm 
Of her exhausted greatness scarce can pour 
A lazy tide through her own monld’ring states. 

Eiofro. Yes, the Colossns totters, every blast 
Shakes the stapendons mass and threats its down- 
fall. 

Enter Mendoza. 

Jlfendosa. Broak off, break oft* ; the fatal snare is 
spread, 

A ad death’s pale band assists to close the toil. 


Almada. Whenee this dread greetiiigT Ha! thj 
alter’d cheek • ^ 

Wears not the ensign of this glowing hoor. 
Mendoza. The scream of night-owls, or thd’ 
raven’s croak 

Wonld better suit the balefnl news I bring 
Than the known accents of s friendly voice. 

We are undone, betray’d? 

Ahnada. Say’st then, betray’d? 

Mendoza. Onr tower is sapp’d ; the high rais’d 
** fabric falls 

To crash ns with the rain. What avails 
The foil maturity of dl our hopes ? 

This glorious lesgoe? the justice of onr canse? 
High heaven mi^t idly Ihnnder o8 our side. 

If traitors to ourselves — 

A/modb. Ourselves! Oh, shame! 

I’ll not believe it. What perBdions slaves — 
Mendoza. Two whom we thought the sinews of 
onr strength, 

Don Roderio and Mello. 

Rdnro. Lightnings blast them ! 

May infamy record their dastard names. 

And vulgar villains shun their fellowship ! 

These hot, loud brawlers— 

Mendoza. Age the slaves of Spain, 

And bargain for the price of perHdy. 

On to the wharf, with qnick, impatient step, 

I saw Velasqaez press, and in his train 
These lurking traitors. Now, even now, they 
cross 

The eibing Tagus in the tyrant’s barge, 

And hasten to the fort. Tne troops of Spain, 

Even while we speak, tfre snmmon^l to the 
charge, 

And mark us for their prey. 

Almada. Nay, then, ^tis past. 

Malignant fortune, when the cup was rais’d 
Close to onr lips, has dash’d it to the gronnd. 
Ribiro. This nnexpected bolt strikes Bat our 
hopes. 

And leaves one dreary desolation round ns. 

I see their hangmen muster ; wolf-ey’d cruelty, 
Griml^^ sedate, glares o’er her iron board 
or racks, wheels, engines, feels her axe’s edge. 
Licks her fell jaws, and with a monster’s thirst. 
Already drinks her blood. 

Mendoza. There’s not a pang 
That rends the ftbres of man’s feeling frame. 

No vile disgrace, that even in thoujpit o’erspresds 
The cheek with baroing crimson, bat ber hate) 
Ingenious to devise, and sure to indict. 

In keenest agony will make ns suffer. 

Almada. Would that were all ! Our dismal scene 
must close 

Nature o’erpower’d, at length will leave ber load. 
And baffle persecation : bat, oh ! Portugal, 

Alas ! unhappy country, where’s the bourn 
Can mark tljl extent of thy calamities. 

Lake winter’s icy hand onr luckless end 
Will freeze the scarce of future enterprize : 
Oppression, then, o’er the devoted realm. 

Erect and bold, will stalk with tenfold ravage. 
There, there alone, this breast is vulnerable ; 

’These are the wheels that wrench, the racks that 
tear me. 

Antonio. But are there left no means to elnde 
the danger? 

Why do we lingerbere? Why not resolve 
To save ourselves by Bight? • 

Mendoza, Impossible! 

The guards, no doubt, are sot: tho port is btrr’d. 
Amada. Fly, Lemos, to the people, and re- 
strain 

Their generous ardonr. It wonld now break forth 
Useless to ns, and ihtal to themselves. 

Lemos*, 

You to the Doke, Ribiro. In our names, 
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(Peffbaips ou^latt request,) by oar lost fortanei. 
By al! oar former rriendsfaip, oh ! oonjore him 
To save our richeiit treasare from the wreokf 
Nor hazard, io a desperate eafei^rize, 

His country’s last, best hope, his valu’d life. 
lUbiro. Support him, heaven, and arm his 

To bear t^is sad vioissitnde with patience. 
Atmada. And yet we will not meet io vain, brave 
friends ; 

We came with better hopes, resolv’d like mes ' 

To straggle for our freedom. What remains ? 

A greater power than mortals can arraign. 

Has otherwise decreed it. Speak, my brothers. 
Now doubly dedr in stem adversity ; 

Say, shall we glut the spoiler with our blood, 
Submit to the vile insults of tlieir law, 

To have our honest dust by rqflian hands 
Given to the winds'! Is this the doom that waits 
us? 

Mendoza. Alas! what better doom? To ask for 
mercy 

Were ignominious, to expect it bootless. 

Almtula. To ask for mercy ! Could Spain stretch 
my life 

To years beyond the telling, for one tear, 

One word, in sign of sorrow. I’d disdain it. 

Death still is in our pow’r, and we’ll die nobly. 

As soldiers should do, red with welUearn’d 
wounds. 

And stretch’d on heaps of slaughter’d enemies. 

IM'xeunt. 


aCt IV. 


Scene 1. — A Chamber in the Duke of Bragattza's 
Palace. 


Dutchess of Braga nza discovered. 

Dutchess* Oh! thou Supreme Disposer of the 
world ! 

If from my childhood to this awful now, 

I’ve bent with meek submission to thy will. 

Send to this feeling bosom one bless’d beam 
Of that bright emanation, which inspires 
True confi&nce in thee, to calm the throbs 
That heave this bosom for iny husband’s safety, 
Andawith immortal spirit to exalt 
Above all partial ties our country’s love. 


Enter RlUiRO, hastily. 

Ribiro. Where is the Duke? Oh! pardon, gra- 
cious madam. 

Dutchess. What means this haste and these dis- 
tracted looks ? % 

Ribiro. Detain me not: bat lead me to my 
lord: 

His life, perhaps — nay your — 

Dutek^. His life! Ob, heavens! 

Tell me, Ribiro — speak. 

Ribiro. Too soon, alas I 

You’ll hear it. Ask not now, dear la^, 

Wbati’ve scarce breath to utter.— Where’s the 
Duke? 

, Dutchess. This moment, with bis confessor re- 
. tir’d, 

jit left him in his closet. 

Ribiro. ”118 no time 

AH must {cive plaoe to this dire orgency. 

Even whUe we speak — A roomenrs precious 

He must be iiiterropted— Guide me to him. 

Dukheae. Suspense is ling’ring death. Come 
on, ril lead you. [ Exetod. 


Rider Ramirez. 

Rambret. Oh ! weloome intenroption. Pitying 
heaven, 

Awhile at least, arrests the murd’rous deed. 

And gives a momentN respite from damnation. 

Is there a hell beyond this war of conscience? 

My blood runs backward, and my tottering knees 
Refuse to bear their sacrilegious load. ' 
Methought the statues of bis anoe^rs, 

As I pass’d by them, shook their marble heads ^ 
His father’s picture seem’d to frown in wrath. 

And its eye pierce me, while I trembling stood 
Assassin-like before it. — Hush! I’m summon’d. 

Re-enter Dutch ESS OF Braganza. 

Dutchess. Get you to rest, good father. Fare 
yon well ! 

Some unexpected business of the state 
Demands my lord’s attention. For this night 
Yo&r holy function must be unperform’d 
Till more convenient season. 

ROnurez. Holy function ! {Aside.) 

I humbly take my leave, and will not fail 
To recommend you in iny prayers to heaven. 

[ Exit. 

Dutchess. The heavens, I fear, are shot, and will 
no"! bear them. 

Ndw gu.sh my tears ; now break at once my heart! 
While in iny Juan's presence, I suppress’d 
The bursting grief ; but here give nature way ! 

Is there a hope? Oh, no ! All horrible. 

My children, too — their little lives — My hus- 
band — 

I conqner’d liis reluctance; I persuaded 
By every power bis boundless passion gave me : 

I thought it virtue, too. Mysterious heaveu '. 
’fben 1, and only I, have work’d his ruin. 

Enter DUKE OF BRAGANZA. 

Duke, Alas! my love, why must thy Juan seek 
thee t 

Why dost thou shun me at this awful moment? 
The few sad hours our destiny permits, 

Should sure be spent together. 

Dutchess. Must we part, then? 

Duke. I^'fear we must for ever in this world. 

Till that great power who fashion’d ns in life. 
Unites us once again no more to sever ; 

In those bless’d regions of eternal peace. 

Where sorrow never enters ; where thy truth. 

Thy unexampled fortitude and sweetuess, 

Will meet their full reward. 

Dutchess, Where is the friend 
Who rung our dismal knell? 

Duke, Good, generous man I 
Assur’d of death, yet careless of his life, 

And anxious but for us, he is return’d, 

To know what our brave leaders will determine : 
Yet what can they determine but to die? 

Our numbers poorly arm’d, nndisciplin’d. 

May light and fall with desperate obstinacy, 

For valour can no more ; but, oh! Louisa, , 
Friends, country, life itself, seem little : 

One sharp, devo^iricg* grief consumes the rest, 

And makes thee all its object. 

Dutchess. My dear husband! 

Theie soft endearments, this excess of fondness. 
Strike deeper to my soul, than all the pangs 
The snbllest vengeance could contrive to woiiii4 
me. 

Ob ! lly me, bale me, call me murderess ! 

’Tis I nave driven thee to this precipice ; 

I urge the rullian hand of law to seise thee ; 

1 drag thee to the block ; 1 lift the axe, 

(Ob, agony ! ) Louisa dooms thee dead ! 
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Duke. ’Ti8 an^ili iMOpporUble to liear thee 
Add self-apbraidinBt to oar misery. 

Tboa ny deslxoyer ! No, my best Leoisa; 

Thoa art my guardian angel. At this hour, 

This dreadml hour, ’tis safety to be near thee. 
Those dastards who betray’d *our brare design, 
(That baseness which no caution could prevent, 
Nor wisdom could foresee,) ’t was that undid us. 

I will uot'ourse them : yet 1 swear by honour. 
Thus hunted to the utmost verge of mle, 

'Without one ray of hope to cheer the danger, 

I would not barter tbh dire certainty. 

For that ignoble life those bad men purchase 
By perfidy and vileness. 

Dutchess. Ob ! two such — 

But ind'ignation wants a tongue to name them. 
How was their fury thundered on our side ! 

Their youthful veins full of Patrician blood 
Insulted by Velasquez; stripp’d by Spain 
Of all the ancient honours of their house ; 

Sworn at the altar to assert this cause 
By holiest adjurations : yet these two i 

,To turn apostates. Can this fleeting breath. 

This tranhltory, frail, uncertain being. 

Be worth so vast a ransom ? 

Duke. Yes; to cowards. 

Such ever be the proselytes of Spain : 

Leave them to scorn. Fain would 1 turn my 
thoughts a 

From this bad world ; shake ofl* the clogs* of 
earth. 

And for that great tribunal arm my soul, 

Where heaven, not Spain, must judge me. — But in 
vain; 

My soften’d mind still hangs on those bless’d 
days; 

Those years of sweet tranquility and peace. 

When smiling morn but wak’d us to new joys. 

And love at night shed blessings on our pillow. 

. Dutchess. Those hours are fled, and never can 
return : 

’Tis heaven’s high will, and be that will obeyed ; 

The retrospeot of past felicity 

Plucks not the barbed arrow from the woiiod, 

But makes it rankle deeper. Come, my Juan, 
Here bid adieu to this infectious grief; 

Let’s knit our constancy to meet the trial. 

Shall we be bold in words, mere moral talkers 1 
Declaim with pedant tongue in virtue's praise. 

Yet find no comfort, no support within. 

From her bright onergy 7 It comes, it comes ! 

1 feel my breast dilgte. The phantom, death, 
•Shrinks at the radiant vision ; bright ey’d hope 
Bids os aspire, and points the shining throoe. 

Spain, 1 defy thee ! 

Dtfirs. Oil ! would she hew the elm, 

And spare the tender vine, this stubborn trunk 
iShould brave her fury. Here is royal blood. 

And blood long thirsted for. They oanuot dare. 
Insatiate as they are, remorseless, savage. 

With sacrilegious hands to violate 
This beauteous sanctuary. Let me not think. 
Distraotioul horror!^ Oh! k splits my brain, 
Rends every vital string, and tears my heart. 

Mercy can grant no mwe, nor I petition. 

Than lo fall dead this iostant, ana forget it. 

1 book towards heaven in vain. Gape wide, oh ! 

earth, ** 

And bury, bury deep this load of anguish. 

Dutchess. Be not so lost. Hear, oh ! hear me, 
Juan, 

My lord, my life, my love ! 'Wilt thou not speak 7 
He heeds me not. What shall I say to move 
him! 

For pity’s sake look up ! Oh ! think, Bragonzo, 
Could Spain behold thee thus— 

Duke. Oh! no, Louisa; 

Ndreye shall sue me melt, 1 wijll be calm, 


Still, silent, motionless ! Oh-I tooKb, tontii Imtit. 
WouldloouldweeptooMelkee! 

DvUpheee. Kero, weep here; 

Pour the warm stream into this faithfol breast; 

Th v sorrows here shall find a kindred sonroe, 
Which flows for every tear with drops of bloi^« 
Now summon all thy soul. Behold, he oomes 
To thunder our irrevocable doom. 

Enter RlBlRO. 

Hihiro. Ob I for an angel’a organ to proclaim 
Snob gratulations as no longm can speak. 

Nor mortal breast conceive — Joy, boundless joy ! 
Duke. Am I awake 7 Thou oaiist not mean to 
mock me. 

Rihiro. I shall go wild with transport. On my 
knee, 

I beg you to forgive the cruel shock 
This tongue (heaven knows with what severe 
reluctance!) 

So lately gave to all your dearest hopes. 

Duke. No ; let me take that posture : for 1 
swear, 

Though yet I know not why, mj lighten’d heart 
Beats freer, and seems eas’d of half its burthen. 
Forgive mv strong impatience-^ uickly tell me. 

Rioiro. Still ignorant of our intended vengeance, 
Velasquez is^ceturn'd. Our gallant friends 
Were wrong d by rash suspicion. 

Duke. Hear 1 right 7 

Or is’lillusion all? (Embracmg him.) Thus let me 
thank thee. 

Louisa, then, is safe. Foni^aiu of mercy ! 

These late despairing amis again enfold her, — 

My queen, my love, my wife! 

Dutchess. Plow, flow my tears ; 

Take, bounteous lord of all ! tins melting tribute ; 
My heart can giye no more for all thy goodness. 
Duke. And now disclose this wonder. 

Kibiro. Thus, my lord. 

When, at the appointed time, our two brave 
friends 

Were bast’ning to Almada, near the square, 
VelftHquezaud bin followers cross’d tbeir steps. 
Their course seem’d towards the river; struck 
with fear. 

And ignorant what caase, at that late hour. 

Could draw him from the palace, straight they 
chang'd • 

Their first intent of joining dor assembly, • 

And, uuobserv’d, pursu’d the attending train. 

Think what these brave men sufl'er'd when they 
saw 

The tyrant climb bis barge, and push from shore. 
Their swords were half unsheath’d, both half re- 
solv’d 

To rush at once, and pierce him to the heart ; 

But prudence or t>ur fortuue, cheok'd tbeir hands. 
Duke. It hra been certain ruin. But go on. 
Bibiro. An instant pass’d in thought, they seiz’d 
a boat. 

And, following, anxious bong on all lus motions: 
Mendoza saw them thus ; then hurrying back. 

Fill’d us with ooDsternalion ajtlhe tidings. 

Dutchess. Nor was it strange ; it wore a dread- 
ful aspect ; 

But fear interprets all things to its danger. 

Ribiro. He cross’d the river where Togo’s fort 
Commands the narrowing stream. The governor 
Attended at the gate ; a udiile there passed 
In short but earnest converse ; they took leave ; 
With hasty strides Velasouez reimoark’d; 

The vessel, to the shore she left, return’d. 

And her proud master sought again the imlace. 
Dutchess. Could not our valiant feieoM discover 
augbi 

That might reveal his purpose i 
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JRihiro^ Madam, no. 

To have inqoir’d too near were dangerons ; 

Besides, tbeir haste to reassore onr hopes, 

Presa'd their return. But thus we may retolre : 

He apprehends some danger imminent. 

He eees above his head the nthering olood. 

But knows not when ’twin burst in thunder on 
him. 

Duke. Thanks, gentle friend. Alaa ! I tremble 
still: 

As jnst escap’d from shipwreck, I look roond ; 

And, tho’ I tread on earth, — firm, solid earth, — 

See with broad eye the threat’ning surge far off : 
Scarce can I credit mjr confficting sense. 

Or trust onr prebervation. 

Dutchess. Thy glad tale 
Has rais’d me from the gnlph of black despair. 

Even to the topmost pinnacle of joy. 

Yes, we shall conquer ! All these dangers past 
Will serve but to enrich the future story : 

Onr children’s children shall recount each fear. 

And, from the mingled texture of onr lives. 

Learn to revere that sacred Providence, 

That guides the strife of virtue. 

Dims. Oh! Louisa, 

I thought I knew the extent of all my fondness ; 
That long acquaintance with tliy wdndrous vrtue 
Had given thee such dominion o’er my soul, 

Time could not add to my transcendent passion : 

But when the danger came, it wak’d new fires ; 
Presented thee iq softer loveliness, 

And twin’d thee closer here. 

Ribiro. My lord, ere this, ' 

Onr friends expect me. 

Duke. Let us fly to meet them : 

1 long to pour into their generous breasts 
My cordial greeting. 

Dutchess. Go, my dearest Juan ; 

To them and all commend me. Such rare zeal 
Merits more recompense than our poor thanks 
Can, at the best, requite : for souls like theirs, 

I’ll brook the indignity of foul surmise j 

And virtue wrong^ demands a doable homage. | 

[ExU. 

Duke. If the good angary of my breast deceive 
not. 

No more such terrors will appal our souls ; 

But guilt alone shall tremble. Come, Ribiro. 

[Exeunt. 

* Scene II. — TAe Castle of Almada, 

ALMADa and several Consmrators, as before, with 
Mello and Roderic. 

Almada. Again onr hopes revive: the unloaded 
stem 

Shakes the wet tempest from its^vigwous head. 
And rears the swelling harvest to our sight. 

Mendoza, After the chitlings of this aguish fear, 
Methinks I breathe more free ; the vital stream. 

In sprightlier tides, flows through its wonted 
course, 

Warms my whole frame, and doubly mans my 
heart. 

Almada, And may the generous ardour spread 
to all. 

Observe me, friends : onr numbers most divide 
Into four equal bands, all to attack. 

At the bell's signal, the four palace gates. 

So, every passage barr’d, the foe in vain 
May strive to unite, and overwhelm our force. 
Myself, with the brave few who" have sworn to 
IbUow, 

Will rush impetuous on the German guard. 

Who, at the northern entrance, hold their statioD. 
The fort be Roderio and Mellows oare, 

■ 


[Act IV. 

With Ferdinand, Henriqnea, and Antonio. 

Mendoza, Carlos, and their gallant troop. 

Most seize the regent Margaret, and seonre 
The counsellors of Spain as hostages 
For the surrender of the citadel. 

Mendoza. Letters to every province are dispers’d 
Importing this great change, and all are ready 
To shake to earth the intolerable yoke. 

Nay, distant India, in her snltry mines, 

Shul hear the obeerfnl sound of liberty ; 

Again fair commerce, welcom’d tO onr shore. 

Shall loose her swelling canfks to the winds. 

And golden Tagus heave once more to meet her. 

But see, the Dnke. ^ 

Enter Ddke of Braganza. 

Ahnuda. Your nnexpeoted presence, 

Like a propitious omen, cheers the night. 

And gives a royal sanction to this meeting. 

Dwte. My wish surpass’d my speed. A call like 
this 

Might imp the tardiness of feeble age. 

The general perseverance in onr cause 
Transcends all gratitude; but these wrong’d vir> 
taes — ( To Melb and Roderic.) 

Mello. Pray, forbear ; 

The painful error brought its punishment. 

Ribiro bore onr duties to your grace? 

Duke. Hq did, and soon will join us. On our 
way, 

He left me with design once more to view 
The posture of the guards ; for still we fear 
Some dark, impending mNchief from Velasquez. 
Almada. Whatever fortune waits upon onr 
swords, 

Your highness must not share the common ba- 
znrd ; 

Lest, in the tamnlt, some inglorions chance 
Deprive your country of its last best bulwark. 
Duke. And should I merit to be call’d her bul- 
wark, 

Or rank with men like you, could I submit 
To bear, and not partake the glorious danger? 
Almada. Pray, be advis’d ; in this I must com- 
mand. 

Duke. Tlien be it so : but yet should aught be- 
tide < 

To claim ihe interest of thy prince’s arm, 

I cannot wrong our friendship to suspect 
You will forbear my summons to the field. 

Almada. Trust your Almada. Lo! the night 
wears fast ; 

Nor are our scatter’d numbers yet return’d. 

Enter RlDlRO. 

Duke. Welcome, Ribiro ! What intelligence? 
Ribiro. The worst, if we delay. Oh 1 had year 
eyes 

Beheld the sight that blasted mine — * 

Duke. What sight ? 

Ribiro. Lemos is seiz’d this moment; and Pi- 
zarro, 

The ready tool of fell Velasquez’ crimes, 

Leads him to prison. 

Duke. Soon w^lLwrench the gates. 

And from their gloomy caverns draw to light 
All that remains of those unhappy men. 

Whom, unarraign’d, nnbeard, the tyrant’s nod 
Consign’d to horrors nature shakes to think of. 
AUnada. His triumph will be short. The subtle 
fiend 

May league with hell to thwart us ; but in vaio : 
His fate or ours will quickly be decided. 

Ribiro, Even now it seems his demon whispers 
him 

His audit is at band, and scares bis lOuL * 


BRAGANZA. 
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Anxioas at UiU late hoar, he walks his ohamber^ 
Nor seeks the season’s rest ; and, still more 
strange. 

The palace guards, stretch'd bj their glimmering 
fires. 

Their arms cast by, lie wrapp’d in thooghtless 
sleep. 

Jhike. Anon, we’ll ronse them with so load a 
peal, 

That death’s dhll ear shall hear it. 

Alnwda. Corea ! 

Soon as our work begins, your hardy tribes 
Must thro’ the streets proclaim Dou Juan king. 
Press towards the palace ; should our friends give 
ground. 

Sustain their fainting strength. 

Corea. We will not fail. 

Ahmia, The general suffrage to thy sword, Ri- 
biro, 

Commits our master work ; a deed so envied 
That ev’ry trenchant steel of Portugal ^ 
(Did not thy gallant seal demand it first) 

* Would strike to share the glory. 

Ribiro. This shall thank you ; 

(Pointing to his smord.) 
And if it reek not with his hated blood. 

Exchange it for a distaff. « 

Almada. Friends, I mean not, ^ 

^ gloomy presage, to allay your ardour. . 

We must net look toTortune in this cause ) 

But on ourselves rely for sure success : 

The least disorder in our bold approach. 

The least repulse, may drive our engine back. 

One brave map’s rashness, or one coward's fear, 
Turns all our fairest hopes to shame and ruin. 
Duke, Now to our stations. Yet, ere we de- 
part. 

This honest pledge, the soldier’s short embrace : 
The sweet remembrance, if we fall for freedom. 
Will more than soften half the pains of dying ; 

But if we meet, in stronger clasps renew’d, , 

Will double all the joys ^f victory. [^Exeunt, 


§ ACT V. 

Scene T. — The Apartments of Vetas^ex in the 
royal palace, 

VelasocEZ discovered, 

Velasq. Why am 1 hunted by these pliantonf 
fears ? 

It cannot be my fate. ’Tis nature’s weakness. 

The spirits rais’d too high, like billows puff'd 
By sadden storms, lift up our little bark. 

Then slipping from their burthen, sink as fast. 

And leave it wreck’d and found’ring. 


Enter PlZARRO. 


Have you, as 1 commanded, question’d Leraosi 
Pixarro, Just now 1 left him. » 

Velasq. Has the slave confess’d! 

• Pixarro, With sullen calmness be defies your 
power, •* 

Or answers but with scorn. 

Velasq, We’ll find the means 
To make him speak more plainly ; to bring down 
This daring spirit. He is dangerous ; 

And, under the fair mask of public virtue. 
Combines with proud Almada and the rest 
In dark confed'nusy against my stale. 

Pixarro. He is, my lord, the master-spring that 
moves 

The factious populace* 

Velasq, I Know it well ; 


But I have ta’eR such oare, as shall unhinge 
Their ill-oontriv’d designs. Ere noon, to-morrow, 
Don Garcia, with the Spanish veterans 
From Saint Jago’s fortress, shall pour in^. 

And bend those stubborn necks to dne obedience. 
How will their disappointed fury rave, 

To find their royal demagogue, Eraganza, 

(The idol their vain worship rais’d so high!) 

Low levell’d with the earth. — 1 wonder much 
Ramirez not returns : night’s latest watch 
will soon be told. * 

Pixarro, Perhaps he but delays 
(For better welcome) to behold the effect 
Of the dire venom, and to glad your ears 
By telling how your enemy expired. 

Velasq, It may be so, I cannot doubt the ef- 
fect r 

Poison administer’d will do its work. 

And that most speedily : ’tis swift perditioD. 

Yet, tho’ this hour cuts off my greatest foe. 

If my firm^ soul were capable of fear, 

I might distrust the promise of my fortunes. 
Pixarro, Wherefore, my lord! 

^ Velasq. I almost blusb to tell it : — 

Tir’d with the travail of this anxious night, 

I threw me oi%my couch, and try’d to rest ; 

I tr^d in vain ; my vex’d lids scarcely clos’d ; 

Or when a momentary slnmber seal’d them. 

Strange visions swam before their twilight sense. 
But why retrace the hideous phantasy! 

Yet still it hovers round me, still remains 
A fedlful reverence of the past illusion. 

Pixarro. Soch reverence but degrades a noble 
mind, * 

And sinks its vigour to an infant’s weakness. 
Beldams and priests infuse these idle fears. 

And turn the milk of nature to its bane. 

{Noise at a disfuuce.) 
Velasq, Heard you that noise ! Didst thou not 
mark, Pizarro? 

The monk has kept his word^’tis Juan’s knell : 
His followers, who shouted him at noon, 

Now wail bis death. My genius now has room; 
Their sorrows are my triumph, and proclaim 
Assur’d success to my aspiring soul. 

' Pixarro. Sure, ’tis the din of clashing arms — 
Again ! — 

It comes this way. 

* Enter an Qgicer, with his sword draum,^ 

Velasq, Ha! hleeding! Speak: 

Know yon the cause ? Speak ; instant speak. 
Officer. Too well. 

The raging multitude have forc’d their waj ; 

Their cry is, “ Where’s the tyrant? where’s Ve- 
lasquez?” 

Don Juan’s at their head, and guides the storm. 

Velasa. jlaii alive ! Eternal silence seize thee ! 
Iropossinle ! 

Officer. These eyes, my lord, beheld him ; 

Saw his rais’d arm — 

Velasq. Ha ! am I then betray’d! 

Perdition catch Ramirez ! You, Pizarro, 

Collect my scatter'd train — I’ll forth, and meet 
'The rebel's sword. 

Pixarro, Be not so rash. 

Nor venture singl v. [JSjnf Velasques^ 

Officer, He rushes on his death. 

Two of my soldiers are already slain. 

Striving to bar the outward palace gates ; 

Where, like a. tide, the frantic peo^e press. 
Bearing down all l^ore them. 

Pixarro. Hence; begone! 

The uproar’s louder— Wake the sleeping grooms; 
Bid them bring arms— Alarm the magistrates— 
Send to the gimrd, and draw them to the square. 

lExit Offittr* 



14 


BftMkMSL 


Stater Yblasouez. 

Rain’d ! undoite! aH*a lost! The streets 
ore throng’d 

With raging citizens. A farions hand 
Of armed Porto guese just now are mounting. 
Fate’s bloodj book is open’d, and I read 
My dreadful doom. Yet, 1*11 not tamely yield ; 
But grapple to the last with destiny. 

Piaarro. All is not lost: perhaps some means 
are left. 

Vdasq, Jjih at the gate, I met the dastard monk 
Stroggliiig for entrance : scarce his breath suffic’d 
To tell me that our purpose had miscarried. 

And Joan lires, J^stabb’d him to Uic heart ; 

The best reward for nnperforming fear. 

Piaarro, Think not of him; bat save yourself 
by flight. 

VehuQ, Where can I fly? 1 am beset, de- 
voted — 

Our foes, like famish’d blood-hounds, are abroad. 
And have us in the wind. 

Pizarro* Resolve at once. 

The postern’s yet nnforc’d ; that way escape : 
Disguise vourself, and fly to Juan’s palace ; 

’Tis but the terrace length ; implore his mercy : 

It is the foolish weakness of his nature 
To spare where he may punish. * 

Velaaq, Ask my life ! 

No, rather let me perish. Hold ! his wife — 
Perhaps alone, unguarded. If I fall, 

I’ll leave a scorpion in the traitor’s breast, ^ 

Shall make him curse the bour^he rous’d my fury. 

Pizarro, Now let the^tempest rise. Oh! fickle 
fortune, 

This moment mounted to thy giddy top, 

Now whirl’d to earth, and grov’ling — Hark! they 
come. 

Enter RlBlKO, with other Coiuptrolorr. 

Ribtro. Search all the chambers. If the villain 
’scape, 

Our work’s but half accomplish’d. 

' Pizarro, Pass no further. 

EUfiro. This is the tyrant’s coonsellor. 

Where is thy master, Spaniard 1 
Pizarro. Safe, I hope, ^ 

From lawless rage like thine ; and still will live 
To Danish this outrageous violence. « 

lu6*ro. Insolent slaTe ! and yet I like thy cou- 
rage. 

’Tis Tain to strive, deliver np thy sword. 

1 will not force thee to betray thy master, 
Perfidions as he is : even in a foe, ^ 

I can discern a virtue, and esteem it. 

Gonsalez, gnard him safe ; the rest disperse. 

And leave no place unsearch’d. He rodst be 
found ; ^ { 

Bat by your loves, I charge yon kill him not: 

Rob not my sword, but leave that stroke for me. 

lEseunt, 

Scene II. — The Duke of Braganza's Palace. 

Enter Dutchess of Braganza ; an Attendant 
foUowing. 

Dutchess. No, Ines, no; 1 love my husband 
much, 

But more his honour. Could I press his stay 
.Id tame inaction here to wait the event. 

While almost in bis sight, his crown and glory 
Hung on the doubtful fate of others’ swords ? 
•Would he have heard me ? No, I knew him betlm*. 
Soon as Almada’s danger reach'd his ear. 

Who twice repnls’d could scarce renew the charge, 

f "vift u aiav^n cuts the whisllUig air, 

e MUtofaM his sword, and breskiiig from ny 
arms, 


[Act V. 

Rush’d fb the light, and join’d the warring throngs 
Jnes. That favouring power, whioli has ao oft 
preserv’d, 

Will not forsake him now. 

Dutchess, Ob 1 grant it, heaven ! 

Go, Ines, to the terrace, and observe 
If any friend (for, sore, 1 may expect it) 

Bring tidings from my husband. [^Exit Ines. 
Would this arm, 

This feeble arm, had strength to so^nd him ! 

The conflict here is worse. My restless heart. 
Swell ’d with eventful expectation, throbs 
And fiMls its bounds too narrow. Fear on fear. 
Like light reflected from the dancing wave. 

Visits all places, but can rest in none. 

The distant shouts that break the morning sky, 

Lift up awhile my mounting thoughts to heaven, 
Then, sinking, leave them to fall down as low, 

In boding apprehension. — ^Welcome, welcome! 

Enter Mendoza. 

What of my lord? 

Mendoza. He bade me fly to greet you ; 

Himself awhile detain’d to stop the rage 
Of cruelty and carnage. 

Dutchess. He returns, 
tJohurt, victorious to these happy arms? 

Mendoza. All, all your fonaest wisli could form 
he brings — 

Crown, conquest, all. Oppression is no more ; 
Pierc’d by a thousand wounds the giant dies ; 
While free-born men, with fearless gaze, walk 
round. 

And view the monster’s bulk. 

Dutchess. I would know more : 

Was it a dear-bought triumph ? Must we mourn 
The fall of many friends! 

Mendoza. Scarce one of note 
Bat lives to share our joy. The regent seiz’d, 
Gave orders for the citadel’s surrender. 

To save the threaten’d lives of the whole council. 
Whom sleeping we securVl. Poorly content 
To obey her mandate, though he knew it forc’d, 
The dastard governor resign’d his charge, 

And struck the Austrian banner. Sueh the power 
Of Juan’s royal name, and conquering arm. 

The rest himself will tell. I must return. 

Abroad, tbd'wild commotion rages still : 

The king may want my service. Angels ipiard 
you. [JBxit. 

Dutchess. Oh! fly, begone! lose not a tlionglit 
on me. 

Now to thy rest, my soul, thy pray’rs are beard. 
From this white hour, the bright, revolving sun. 
With kinder beams, shall view this smiling land : 
A grateful people, by my Juan’s arm, 

, Rescu’d from sbameful bonds, shall bless his name, 
And own him their preserver. 

Enter Ines. 

From my lord? 

Jnes. Madam, not yet. A stranger at the gate, 
Disguis’d, and almost breathless with his fears, 
With eafnest importunity, entreats 
He may have leave to cast him at your feet. 

His accents roov’d^n»wnuch ; he seems affiicted. 
Dutchess. Some wretcli escap’d from the pur- 
suer’s rage, 

And flies for shelter here. Yes, let him come. 

lExit Ines. 

Would I could save them all ! My woman’s sou). 
Forc’d from her place in this tumultuous scene, 
But ill supports the assum’d severity! 

And finds her native seat in soft comgiftBfli^Mi. 

Enter Velasquez, disguised^ 

Whoe’er thon art, be safe. The greed j sword 

m 
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Witt liftTO enaafU of deKtb, tod well any ifue 
One focHive. wbo shouf ita orael edge 
To wait the stroke of nature. Truat thy safety. 
Why do thy doubtful eyes so oft look round 1 
Here are no enemies. My word is pass’d, 
Inviolable as recorded oaths. 

Methinks I have seen that face. Say, art thon 
not— ' 

Velasq. The man you most should fear, most 
hate. 

Vutchesa, VeliRkqnez? 

Vekuq. Yes^ that devoted wretch, the lost Ve- 
lasquez ! 

From the high top of proud prosperity, 

Sunk to this ignominy. 

Dutchess, Presumptuous man ! 

If mercy could know bounds, thy monstrous crimes 
Almost exceed them. Speak, then, what could 
urge thee 

To seek the shelter of this hostile roof. 

And trust a virtue to thy soul a stranger? 

V^elasq, Fate left no second choice. Close tat 
. my heels, 

Revenge and death insatiably pursu’d ; 

Fear lent me speed, and this way wing’d my flight. 
Why flash those eyes with anger? Royal lady. 
Fortune has stripp’d *me of the power to injure : 

A stiiigless serpent, a poor fang-drawn lion, 

Fitter for scorn than terror. • 

Dutchess. Thou art fallen ! * 

Yet, let me not insult thy alter’d state. 

By pitying or upbraiding. If thy life 

Be worth the acceptance, take it ; and, hereafter. 

Wash out the foulness of thy former deeds, 

By penitence and better purposes. 

{Shnds within.) 

Those joyful sounds proclaim my Juan near. 

Retire awhile, till I prepare my lord 

(To 'Velasques.) 

To shield thee from the angry nobles’ rage. 

All were combin’d to take thy forfeit life. 

Duke. ( Without.) Throw wide the palace gatbs) 
let all have entrance. 

Dutchess. His well-known voice. ’Tis he, ’tis 
he himself! 

Duke. ( Without.) Where is my queen ? 
Dutchess, Quick let me fly to meet him ! 

Fly to my hero’s breast ! 

( Velasquez seizes her, and draws ^dagger.) 
Velasq. Hofd, madam, hold! 

Thus I arrest your transports. 

Dutchess. Barbarian ! inouster ! 

Enter Duke of Braga nza. 

Hujbe. What sounds are these ? Horror! Inhn- 
man slave ! 

Torn thy fell poniard here. ^ 

Velasq. Approach not, stir not; 

Or, by the blackest furies hell e'er loos’d. 

This dagger drinks her blood. 

Duke. See, 1 obey ; 

1 breathe not, stir not, I am rooted here : 

Here will I grow fur ages. 

Oh, my Juan! 

Dukel Oh, horrible! Does Juan live for this? 
Curs’d be the fatal fire that led steps 
To follow false ambition, while 1 left 
To lurking robbers an unguarded prize ; 

Tliia gem more worth than crowns or worlds can 
ransom. 

Velasq, Take back a name more foul, tliou dark 
. usurper! 

^as it for this, thy unsuspecting prince, 

> ^ith lavish bountt* to thy faithless hand 
i 7*‘'‘sted bis royal funotions ? Thus to arm 
I Gainst his own breast, thy black ingratitude. 

I J>vke, Must I endure it? 


Dutchess, Out, false hypoerite! 

Tby tyrant’f a narea were foand ; hia fltmay nets. 

To catch that precious life, long since unravett’d : 
Thy conscious cheek avows it. 

VeloM, Be it so. 

Dutchess, Coward ! perfidious eoward ! is it 
thus, 

Tims you requite — 

Velasq. Thy foolish p#t^ — |bas— 

Hear me, thou rebel, is this woman dear? 

Dake. Ob, beavena! 

Velasq. Thy straining eyea, thy agonizing heart. 
Thy life 8 inglorious dotage all proclaim it. 
Dutchess. Peace, devil, peace, nor wound bin 
generous aoul 

By taunts that fiends might blush at. 

Duke. Speak thy purpose. 

Velasq. I'hen briefly thus : call off thy traitorous 
^ guards, 

The fruits of tbj^ foul treason, every post, 

Seiz’d by thj midnight plots, thy rebel arms 
Restore'^agnin to Spain ; back to the nakce 
Give me safe conduct— to tby oaths i trust not, 

It must be done this instant — leave my power 
To intercede with Spain for thy full pardon, 

And grace to all^ whom thy ill-starri ambition 
Led toithia base revolt ; else, by my rage, 

The boiling rage tliat works my soul to frenzy. 
Thou shall beliold this beauteoa»bosoffl gor’d, 

All over gash’d and mangled. 

Dutchess. Strike this instant. 

Dukas Hold, ruffian, bold! 

Dutchess. Give me a thousand deaths ; 

Here let me fall a glorious saErifice, 

Rather than buy my life by such dishonour. 

If thy fond love accept these shameful terms, 

^7*0 the Djtke.) 

That moment is my last; these hands shall end me. 
Blood-thirsty lyger, glnt thy fury here. 

(To Velasquez.) 
Velasq. Her courage blasts my purpose. (Aside.) 
Dost thou brave me? 

Dutchess, Defy thee ; yes ; fee), do 1 shrink or 
tremble ? 

Serene, undaunted will I meet the blow ; 

But ev’ry drop that stains thy reeking hands. 

In thy last pangs shall cry for vengeance on thee. 
Furies shall seize thee, shake their scorpion 
whips, 

And in thy deafen’d ears still holloa murder! 
Velasq. No more! Resolve ; (to the Duke) not 
heaven itself can save her — 

* Enter Ramirez, wounded. 

Hat darkness cover me! be still alive! 

Fate, thou bast caught me. Every hope is lost. 

Enter Almada^^ Riuiru, Mendoza, and others. 
( The Duke a,M Dutchess run to each other's arms. 
Velasquez is seised.) 

Duke, I have thee once again, my heart’s best 
treasure, 

Sav’d from the vulture’s talons. Oh! dire fiend! 
Velasq. Unhand me. No ; though earth and hell 
conspire — 

Dutchess, Blasphemer, down, and own a power 
above thee. 

Ribiro, Secure this monster. Read this paper, 
madam. 

Returning from the charge we'found that wretch 
Stretch'd in our way and welt’ring in bis blood; 
Earnest he begg’d we should commit to note 
These few short words, and bear them to (he 
Duke: 

That done, he dragg’d his bleeding body on, 

And came to die betore hhn. 

Duke. Oh! Ramirez, 
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io tbii daj of J«f heart nms o’er 

Wilh aerrow l»r tbr nte. What omel hand— 
Jloailmi. A villaia’a hand, yet heafen directed 
it. * 

1 bare not strength to ^blish all my abame, 

That roll contains it. This wide gaping wonnd. 
My deep remorse, may expiate mj orirae ; . 

Bat, ohl that tempter — 

Ha ! he ntints ; support him. 

Thy crime ! what crime? 

Bamires. Thy happier star prevail’d, 

Else hadst thon died even by the pioos act 
That seals oar peace above. 

Duke. Meroifol powers! 

Jtamirsa. Yet ere I sink, speak comfort to my 
soul. 

And bless me with forgiveness. 

Duke. Take it freely. 

Eamiree. Enough; I die contented. 

[He is led off. 

Dutekeee. Oh ! my Juan, 

Peruse that tale and wonder. Impions wretch. 
Well might my heart stand still, my blood run 
cold. 

And struggling nature murmur strong reluctance 
Against my foolish pity, while I meant 
To step between thee and the braiTdish’d bci’t, 

To rescue from the stroke of righteous justioe 
The fool suborner^f my husband's murder. 

VeUuq. Curse on the coward's fears prevented 
it! 

Wither these sinews that relax’d their hold. 

And left tl^ fpeble winu to sbar above me. 

Duke. Hence with* that villain; drag him from 
my sight. 

Till awful justice doom his forfeit life. 

Let heaviest chains secure him. Hence, begone * 
V^asq. Yes^riu your gloomiest dungeons plunge 
me down. 

Welcome, oonMnial darkness ! horrors hail ! 

No more these loathing eyes shall view that son. 
Whose irksome beams light up thy pageant 
triumph. [Led tffhy BsXnro ana ^hers. 


JAct V. 

Xhchs. Thhn ever present, ill proteoting power! 
Through what dirk clouds of thick uivolviilg 
danger 

Thy watchful providence has led my steps! 

The imagin’d woes that sunk me in despair. 

Thou mad'st the wondrous instfuments to save 
me. 

Duiehese. I feel, 1 own Uie high supremacy; 

Yet have I much to ask— >thy victory — 

Duke. For that our thanks to this brave rnmn are 
due. ^ 

He chose die post of dannnr, and enios'd 
His dauntless breast against the st^bom force 
Of steady northern courage. 

Alma^. Twice was 1 down. 

And twice my prince’s valour releu’d me. 

Duke. For ever hallow’d be the well pois’d 
blade 

That sav’d 'that reverend bead. 

Duiehese. Fortune was kind, Almada, to com- 
mit 

Ytur safety to the arm you taught to conquer. 
Ahnada. Henceforth 1 more shall prize that 
trifle life, 

Since now I owe it to my sovereign's valour* 
Enter Ribiro. 

Rilnro. Vengeance, thy debt is paid. The ty- 
rknt’s dead. 

DuU. Say’sttboD? Velasquez? 

Ribiro. Ay ; what wa« Velasquez, 

Dispers’d and mangled by the people's rage, 

In bloody fragments stains a thousand hands ; 

Like ravenous wolves by eager famine pinch'd, 
With worrying fangs they dragg’d him from my 
grasp. 

And in my sight tore out his reeking entrails. 
Duke. His blood be on bis head , and may his 
end, 

Provok’d by crimes beyond the reach of pardon. 
Strike terror to the souls of impious men. 

Who own no God, but from bis pow'r to punish. 

[Exeim/. 




, THE,MOGUL TALE; 

0». THE DESCENT OF THE BALLOON: 

4 FARCE, IN TWO ACTS. 



CHARACTERS. 

THE MOGUl I DOCTOR I I ADIFS 

JOHNNY 1 lUNUCHS | FANNY 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — The Garden of the Mogul, adjommg to 
the seragho, 

Euler First and Second Ladies. 

1 Lady, Who do yon think is the emperor’s 
favourite now? whilst 1 continned his favoDiite 
myself, I had no oooasion to make any inquiry. 

2 You may be the emperor’s again: as to 
me, 1 shall never enjoy his favonr. But here she 
comes. 

Enter Third Lady. 

3 Lady. So, here you are musing and plotting 
mischief against roe, because the Saltan loves me : 
Nvell, the woman who possesses his heart is sure 
^ ^ave every woman in the .aeragUo against her ; 
but there was a time when yon was kind to me. 

1 Lsoy. Yes, my dear Sophy, when yon was in 
i!***H* » Nnd 1 assure you, that if ever that time 
shonld come again, wo will bo •* kind again, and 
love yon as well as ever. 

3 You think so: however, oar sex are 
sm^m kind to woman that is so prospcrons j 
their pity IS confined to those that arc forsaten— to 
fie forsahnn and ugly are the greatest distresses a 
woman can have. [BSsif. 


1 Lady. Let her go ; a good-for-nothing, happy 
creature! however, by some accident, she is, toe 
favourite now, perhaps some of ns may become 
favourites soon— Sister, what’s that ! ( Looking np.y 
I tremble all over ! 

2 Lady. I am afraid it is a great ravenous bird 
coming to devour ns is it a fowl 1 Perhaps it is 
the chariot of some of the gods of the Genfoos. 

1 Lady. Oh ' no, it cannot be a bird, it has no 
wings. Perljpps this is our prophet Mahomet 
coming to eartu again, and tbisisnis chariot: It 
is they are gods, 1 see their hea^ (BaUoom 
descends. ) Let us not be afraid, if fhey bear the 
shape of men, (as ^ods, they say, mostly do) let na 
face them. 

2 Lady. Oh, dear heart* stay— 1 never saw a 

god in all my life, and yet, if they come in ttie 
shape of men, why, I don’t think I shonld be so 
morb afraid of them neither. [^Exeunt. 

Enter Johnny, Fanny, and Doctor. 

Johnny. Oh dear! oh dear! The devil tfekedi 
balloons, I say* what a onrsed oonfoonded joarney 
we have had of it* Fan, come oat: whele the 
devil are we, after alll in Scotland, Denmark* or 
Ireland, or Norway, or Umbo t It is devilish hot! 
{Fans himself mth his hat.) Why, Fan * where nr^ 
yon. Fan “* 
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Fanny* I’m bert, JobDnj. Oh, lard! 1 am ad 


what aaj joa 1 it is Greenlaad, ia it not? 

Doctor. Why, man, Greenland ia cold *, quite the 
rererae of thia climate , thia ia either eaat, weat, 
or Booth, bat which 1 cannot tell. I am aore it ia 
not nort^, by the heat; other conoloaiona I draw 
from other oaoaes: I know we are a thonaand 
milea from oor native land, from the awiftncaa of 
oor raaohine'a motion, and the length of time we 
have been in it; another concluaion ia, that not 
knowing the patha we have come, we know not 
where we are. * I know only that we are in a oloae 
walk of treea, with hooaea at a distance . we may 
be amongst people who pay no regard to genioa, 
science, or invention, hot m^y put ns all to 
death, taking us for three witches that ride in the 
air. 

Fomiy. Oh, lard' pnt na all to death' Ia al? oor 
fine ride in the air come to thia ? Oh, lard ' oh, 
lard' 

Johtmy. Ay, Fan, and how the people clapppd 
and huzzaed when they saw us mount in the air ' 
Th^ little thonght they should not see na again — 
*gad 1 4faat was the reason, may be, that they a emed 
so glad: for my pait, 1 was so pleased with mj 
journey, I was almost out of ray wits for joy ; 1 
did not think that we should have more than a 
eouple of hours tide. I thought we should have 
been picked up in Essex, Derby, or Ki.it, or 
Middlesex, or thereabouts, bat the devil a bit' 
the Doctoi, with all his magic, could not stop it 
when It was set a*going. 

Doctor, f own 1 am shocked at our adventure. 

Johnmf. Well, here we are after all , but where, 
the Lord only knows ' 

Doctor. Do you appear lighter? I am much more 
heavy than in my natuial element, 

Johnny, Ay, Doctor, like a fish out of water, 

Doctm , I do not speak to > oo of elements. 

Johnny. I am sore, Doctor, 1 wish you hadn*t 
brought us out of our element. 

Doctor. Your soul and body are composed of 
one element, and that is earth, and your wile is all 
water, 

F^amuf. Ay, Doctor, with now and then a spark 

of lire. 

Johmy, D — e' Doctor, you are all air, and 
yet *voa have not enough of it to take ns back 
neither. 

Doctor. I may be able to fill that machine again. 

Johnny, 1 wish yon would fill nor bellies in the 
meantime, upon my soul, I am Init starved. 

Doctor. The pine air we breathed while so many 
degrees above the earth, supplied every want. 

Johnny, No, not it. Doctor, yon know you eat 
heartily of the ham and chickens, and drunk more 
of the wine Uian Fan and T. 


Fanny, tVl he did. 
Doctor, I 


, That was only by way of experiment; I 
Imd no wants, I assure you. 

Ffumy, La^d, Doctor I no wants ! 

Doctor. None there. 

Fanny, Why, yes, yOn had; you know you 
wanted to kiss me when you thought Johnny was 
asleep. 

Johnny, Zoaqds' stand back; yonder is a fine 
Wy coming, 

* Enter First Lady, 

Are you gods? 

** She speaks to us. 

1^, Then, you are gods? 

" Gdds, ma'am* no, we ara three poor 

Deyils! avaunt' 



Fwmy, Don’t go to send as hack again > we havo 
had enough of it, 1 assure yon. 

1 Lady. Be ye gods or devils, in these shades 
you must not remun a moment. 

Johnm. Why where the devil are we? 

1 Loify. In the dominionB of the Great Mogol, 

Fanny. The Great Mogul! 

Johnny. The Great Mogul! Oh, bb, oh t 

Doctor, oil, oh, oh ! ^ 

^ 1 Lady. In the serifflio of bis favourite oonou- 
biues, where no mortal hot himself dare approach 
in hnman shape, except oar wretched sex, and 
eunuchs, who ore our guards. 

Johnny. Eunuchs! Lord, madam, they are of no 
sex at all : we have often heard, madam, of the 
Great Mogul. Why, Lord! he can’t be jealons of 
me; and as to the Doctor, there, he is nobody; it 
is all over with him, he has no longer any inflam- 
mable air about him, either in his Mloon or him- 
self ; it's all gone, isn’t it. Doctor? 

Fanny. I am very faint. I am sore it is nesr e 
mcjth since we left Hyde-park 'corner. 

1 Lady. Hyde-park-oorner! 

Fanny. Yes; just by the turnpike going to 
Rnightsbridge. 

Johnny. And after sailing a month like a poor 
sohoolboy's kite, we are thrown Into the Jaws of 
that d — d ent-throat dog, the Great Mogul. 

I Lady, ^hat do you say? 

Johnny. I didn't mean your Mogul, madam. 

1 La^. You must take care what you say ; you 
are iellow-creatnies, and you are bronent here 
by this strange machine — take care, the Mogul’s 
eunuchs are constantly on the watch. The time 
draws nigh when they will enter this dwelling, be 
prepared to give an account of yourselves, who, 
and what you are, and substaDtial exooses for your 
being fonud here, or too assuredly die in misery . 

Johnny, Doctor! why, d— e' Doctor, what’s the 
matter with you? you are shipped, Dootor, d>^e! 
I say what’s the matter with you? Contrive some- 
thing to bay to the Great Mognl. 

Doctor. I cannot contrive any thing. 

Fanny. You contrived the balloon, and be banged 
to you' and you contrived to get us here, now 
contrive to take ns back again. 

^ Doctor. At present I cannot, all my inlUmmabte 
ail is gone. 

Johnny. I told you so; itjs all over with him, 
and with us, too, 1 tear. 

Fanny. Oh' dear Johnny, what will beoome of 
us^ what will become of us? 

Johnny. Come, don’t ciy, Fan ; we shall see ottr 
children again, never fear. 

1 Lady. As to that female, she jiai nothing to 
apprehend for herself, she will be saved from 
death, and most likely be exalted to flke e«AraoM 
of the Great Mogul. 

Fanny. I bad rather not, madam, if it ii all the 
same to you. 

1 Lady, 1 only speak of what it probable : bnl 
prepare an excuse; 1 roust call here the eunnoh 
and inform him of what has happened, or we ehall 
be greatly suspected, and punished with von, 

Johnny. Pny, madam, are these euimons q good 
sort of gentlemen? , 

1 They a^v-severe, but they do batfbnr 
duty. They obey their master, who meant fbelfl^ 
to be severe; if possible, make them yonr friends^ 
by all means. 

Johnny. Dootor, wbM efiitU we do? wbp tbf 
devUshall wedo? ^ . 

Doctor, I shall fare ; the ^ognl vNV 

r me alire. ^ ^ . 


consider me aa some 
capital ooDspirator, ^ 
but he will arrest me, j 
Jhhtmy. And 1 ha' 
me, tooi 


r me olive, 
ttbt b«fV 
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• Fatuw, Ay, lie will eit tti all alive. Yen would 
eome, Johimj* 

Johnny, Aod joa woald oome, Fanny. 

Fmaiu> That was becaose you sboafd not come 
alone* iobnuy. 

Johnny. Zoonds ! stand back ; there's a d— ^ 
black fellow coming! I'll say 1 am a woman in 
man's cloHies. 

Fanny, Oh I no, don't, Johnny ; who knows bat 
the Great Moga^will fall in love with yoa? 

Enter First Eunuch. 

1 Eunuch. What are you, that float in airl yon 
must appear before the Great Mogul, to answer 
with your lives for this audacity. Who was that i 
being that brought yon berel 

Johnny. He, that being there, the Doctor. 

Doctor, Must the woman go, too? 

1 Eunuch, Yes. 

Johnny. Oh! sir, we'll follow yon. 

Eunuch,] D — n it! Doctor, this comes of your 
barum-scarum things. {^Exeunt. 

' I 

Scene II. — Another part qf the Garden. I 


Enter the Mogul. ^ 

Moguf. Admirable! incomparable! most exdbl- 
lent ! f n a retreat of the gardens I saw the wretches 
fall ; overheard their conversation. We were 
amazed at the miraculous manner of their arrival, 
but such acts 1 knew had been lately dUoovered 
in Europe. I am resolved to have some diversion 
with them. 

« Enter First Eunuch. 


Where are those Europeans ? 

. 1 Eunuch. My liege, the slaves, the sailors of 
the air, wait your pleasure. 

Mogul. What are their situations 4 Hi this new 
occasion? 

1 Eunuch. Horror and dread. 

Mogul. Aggravate their fears as much as possi- 
ble, tell them I am the abstract of cruelty, the 
essence of tyranny; tell them the divan shall open 
with ail its terrors. For though I mean to save 
their lives, I want lessee the eflect of fiiuir fears; 
for in the hour of reflection, I love to contemplate 
that greatest work of heaven, the mind of man. 

1 Eunuch, Happy for these adventurers is the 
serene temper of the Mogul. My friends, (to the 
other EmiMchsI lose no time to put the commands 
of our mustlr imo imraediite execution. Here t^ey 
come* Rctif»» my friends. 

[Jtest of Eunuchs exeunt. 


Enter Johnny, Fanny, and Doctor. 



Doctor, Then is oar aituati'*** desperate. 

^ Fanny, It’s ail over with us. 

Johsmu, Ay, 'tis all Dicky with ns. Harkye! 
■Iff jwyulieve been in Europe? 

FiioByT were you ever in 

1 Etameh. Yes, f wes ; I love the ooontry. 
Johnny^ Then you moat love an Englishman; 
OHhj^belp UB tills hobble, my dear Blacky, 

and '1 H tell you wha^ 1*U do anything to serve 
youi^’Jl give you my vote for candidate, ond 
wbolwer yoQ ttluae to bid me. 

1 EmiAth. The Mogul is only to be wrought 



Johnny. How the devil can we alarm bim, BOlk 
rounded aa he is with thousands, and we are but 
three of us. 


1 Eunuch. He will be in the divan immediately, 
be firm and bold before bim ; seem to know your^ 
selves of consequence; seem to have no fear, and 
that will alarm him. 

Fitnny. Sir, we are very much* obliged to you. 

Johnny. Thank you, my dear Blacky, a thou- 
sand times. {Trumpets sound.) 

1 Eunuch. The divan is opening; now nark, 
and practise all 1 say, and put fcH-tb all your for- 
titude. 

Scene dr Acs and discovers the Mogul on his throne; 

Slaves and Eunuchs attending, 

Mogul. Let those who refused the presents 1 
demanded, be impaled ; the nabob who refused bis 
favourite wife, he burnt alive ; and let the female 
who broke my favourite di&h, and thereby spoiled 
my dinner, be torn to pieces. 

Doctor, Horror absorbs my faculties ! 

Johnny, Oh Lord, oh Lord! what shall we do? 

I Myput Wtidre are tliose bold, audacioos ones, 
those Europeans? 

1 Eunuch. Most gracious sovereign, behold the 
man on whom }our anger is raised, and for whom 
your racks lire preparing, comes ambassador from 
ungisf d, which he likewise inhabits, to ask of you 
his way to the Persian dominions, where he's to 
meet some legions of warraors. Inhabitants of a 
new machine, inveiiled for the use of man, called, 
called — what is it called? (Apart to Doctor.) 

Johnny. (AnarHo Eunuch.) Called a balloon. 

1 E»much, Called a balloon. The king, his mas- 
ter, is now within two days’ journey of y our migbtr 
realm, in his way to the Persian dominions, wbien 
be means shall feel the force of his vast power, for 
injuries received ; but will not stop here to refresh 
himself and liis mighty army on the right of your 
kingdom, without } our permission, which be soli- 
cits this his noble ambassador. 

Mogul, yA by was not this explained on bis first 
arrival? 

1 Eunuch. An accident happening to the maohlne 
in which he was conveyed, it unfortunately fall into 
a place foi bidden ; fear of your displeasure fiorbade 
bun to announce himself. • 

Mogul. Who is this king that thns addresses me 
, as bis equal i Take down the roll and read it, that 
the ambassador may know who and what I am. 

1 Eunuch. (Taxes down a roll and reads.) 
'* Know, this most glorious monarch before whom 
you now stand, is Emperor of all India, the Great 
Mogul, Brother of the Sun and Moon, of the Right 
Giver of uiljkarthly Crowns, Commander of all 
Creatures from the Sea of Cremona to theGulph cf 
Persia ; Emperor of all Estates, and Lord of all 
the Region on the Confines of A.sia ; Lord of all the 
Coast of Africa, Lord of Ethiopia; Grand Sultan 
of all the beautiful Females of Circas.sia, Barbarjr, 
Medea, and both the Tartaries; Prince of the 
River Ganges, Zantbur, and Euphrates ; Sultan of 
seventeen Kingdoms, King of eight thousand 
Islands, and Husband of one ihonsand Wives." 

Mogul. Dost thou bear, ambassador? thou whe 
art less acquainted with Uie rays of royalty, tn 
whom we have permitted our titles to be read hs 
our presence ; now look op your credentials, and 
tell us who is this king your muster. 

Doctor. (Aside to Emmck.) What shall 1 do for 
credentials? ^ 

1 Emuch. Look on Se roll, seem to ilid R 
with firmneu* (Aside to Doctor.) 

Doctor. ( Tates tharoUMtd reads.) •* The King, 
his master, is, by the GriQt of God, King of Great 



4 


< 


THE MOGUL TALE. 


if' 


[Act II. 


Britaio, France, Ireland, Scotland, Northamber- 
land, Linoolnshire, Sbelfield, and Birmingham; 
Ohrer of all green, blue,' red, and pale blue Rib- 
bons ; Sovereigu of the most surprising Order of 
the Bath ; Sovereign of the most noble Order of 
St. Patrick; grand Master of every Mason Lodge 
in Cbristeadom; Prince of the River Thames, 
Trent, Severn, Tyne, New River, Fleet Ditch, and 
the Tweed; Sovereign Lord and Master of many 
loyal Snl^ects, Husband of one good Wife,, and 
Father oleighteea fine Children. 

Mogul. 11160 who art thou, slave, that dare 
come into our presence? 

1 Eunuch. H<His no slave ; know, my most royal 
master, this is liis highness the Pope of Rome. 

Johnny. The devil I am! {Aside.) Yes, and 
please your highness, I am the Pope, at your 
service. 

. Mogul. A great pontilT, indeed! Is that the 
fashion of his robe? 

1 Eunuch. His travelling dress onl}'. 

Johnny. My air-balloon jacket, please yonr 
honour. 

Mogul. I want no enumeration of his dignity, I 
have heard it all. 

Johnm. Yes, yes, all the world' have he/>rd of 
tbe devil and the pope. 

Mogul. Gruel and rapaciuns. The actions of bis 
predecessors will never be forgotten by the de- 
scendant of Mahomet. I rejoice 1 have him In iny 
power ; his life will but ill repay those crimcKt with 
which this monster formerly pestered the plains of 
Palentina. r 

. Fanny. Oh lard! tell him he’s a cobbler, at once, 
and don’t tell him any more lies. {Apart to the 
Eunuch . ) 

Mogul. They have assaulted my seraglio, and 
the Greek pontiffs are forbidden the use ot women : 
the English ambassador is under no such restric- 
tion : how can 1 forgive it? 

^ Doctor. Mere accident brought me here, great 
air; I have impassion for women, as his holiness 
will witness. 

Mogul. Who is that female? 

Johnny. 8he does not belong to me ; she is a 
DUD, and please your highness, taken from a con- 
vent in Italy, and was guilty of some crime not to 
be forgiven ; but by severe penance, enjoined to 
accompany us. 

Mogul, In our country dress she would have 
charms. What say you, sweet one? Give her 
another dress, and take her into the seraglio; let 
the other two stay here one day for rest, then let 
them defpart. 

Johnny. Your lordship will please to let Fan 
go, too. 

Fanny, Ob! Johnny, you would, my Johnny — 

Mogul. Johnny! 

Johnny. Yes, and please yonr holiness, 1 am 
Pm JoDiifly tbe tweirtit. 

Bunny, Wbat will become of our children ? 

■MogtU, Children! 

Jokmof. Yes, yes; children: that was what she 
waa banished for. 

Mogul. If tenderness will not drive her, punish- 
■ menl shall ; persuade her to go. 

1 Eunuch, Oh! you are yet undone. {Aside.) 

Johnny. Please your Mogulship, I will talk to 
» her in private; perhaps I may persuade her to 
V eomply with your princely desires, for we popes 
have never any conversation with women except 
i V in private. 

Mogul. Guards, keep at a distance, bat do not 
sight of them; for om day, rest in our court 
frUaida, then your amliBBsador and his bigh- 
" W§ ihay depart he^, and report my magnificence. 

Johnny. Oh ! Fanny, Fanny, Fan, Fan ! 


Fanny. Oh! Johnny, Johnny, Johnny! will you 
leave me here in a strange land, amongst tigerSi^' 
land monsters, and sea monsters. 

Johnny. Oh ! Fan, Fan, if we were at Wappiitt 
again, tiiending of shoes, in our little two poiim . 
stairs room backwards, with the bed just 
op in one corner of the room — 

Fanny. My Johnny and 1 sitting go cdmfortably 
together at breakfast, (when we had pawned your 
waistcoat to get one,) with one cMId crying on my 
knee, and one on yohr’s; my poor old mother 
shaking with the ague in one corner of the rooni ; 
the many happy mornings, Johnny, that we have 
got up together, shaking with the cold : no btdldoii 
to vex us. 

Johnny. Ay, and the many times after threshiiig 
you well, Fan, when we made it up agaih — ^ 

Fanny. Yes, yes, the happy miming it^ up, 
Johnny, we shall never have that pleasure again. 

Johnny, Ob! Doctor, you have none of this to 
latii^nt; you never knew what these pleasuces 
were. 

Doctor. 1 wish I were in my old climate agaiu. 
its foulest air. ^ 

Johnny. Fan, only seem to comply with the 
Mogul at present, and put on your fine dress, and 
I'll try if I can get you awa^; and if not. Fan, t 
wish I miiyiiievcr sole a pair of shoes again, if I 
don’t stay with you, rather than leave y^ou here. 
Oh! Doctor, Doctor! this comes of your fine air- 
balloon. Oh Lord, oh Lord! we shall be nut to 
death in the end. \^Exeutit. 


ACT If. 

Scene I. — A front Apartment in the seraglio. 
Enter Mogul, and First Eunuch with a UHgr, 

Mogul, l^xcelleni ! the intercepting tbls curioua 
epistle promises a new source of entertainment, 
liead it, Omar ; everything proceeds as I .could 
wish. 

1 Eunuch. {Reads the letter.) I have been dble 
to procure some inflammable air, and I hope soon to . 
be able to .see you in Wappiug; don't waste your time 
in the seraglio, but come and help me to repair the 
balloon. Gontrive, if you can, to bring one of the 
females with you, as I want to try an experituent^ 
which can live longest in the air, the women of this 
country or our own. 

** A. B. Let her have black eyes, neither too large 
nor too small, lest my expeiiment should fail." 

Mggul. A most noble stratagem ! this is a con- 
spiracy in our government. Mt a strong guar^ 
inftantly seize this Doctor ambassador, and drag 
him immediately to the place of execution : this ra« 
quires attention. Let this cobbler holiness, already 
half-drowned in liquor, be snpplied witli tbericbeA 
of my wines, and tnet|, in the nigh tide of bis jo», 
tempted wit^the finest of my women ; then also 
let him be cOvreyed to the place of execution, and 
let the woman, arrayed in oriental splendour, bo 
made to accompany biin thither ; there will L 
pear, to watch the motions of the culprits, and' 
then dismiss them J|^their own country, in a rnffi- ’ 
ner worthy the doctrines of our great prophet, aaft^ 
not nnsuitable to my own honour and dignity. 

Scene 11.— "The Seraglio Cfarden., 

Enter drunk. 

Johnny. Lippery wine! wine! Never 

will drinK anything but lippery wine! {Sings.) They- 
say they don’t dnnk wine in this ooun^: d-^1 
’tis no such matter, for brandy does m HiHm; 
thungh I don’t think ’twas brandy, aaitliev^lrat it 
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WBB deyiliBh grood, it hai tnade me qtnte happy ; 1 
ivisb it does not make me fall in love preeeotly, for 
1 am devilish apt to fall in love when 1 a^ drank : 
there seems to be' t parcel of pretty girlt» pretty 
tipperty vrenohes ; (several LatlieM crosl^ (here they 

S o, so pretty, and so plenty ! Zounds ! master 
logul, you have a fine tune of it here. 

• Enter Third Lady, 

Here, hark^ ! tyy dear. 

S Lady. Did you call me, sirl 
Johnny. Ay, my love, anybody would call yon : 
do you know that you are a sweet soul? 

3 Lady. Mweet soul ! 

Johnny. Yes, a sweet soul. 

3 Lady. M'by, our religion tells us we have no 
souls. 

Johnny, Does it? why, then, of what use is 
r your religion 7 But if you have no soul, d— e 1 but 
you have a pretty body, a very pretty body, that 1 
do assure you, and 1 am a sweet soul, and what is 
a body good for without a soul ? ^ 

‘ Jjady. Have your countrymen souls? 

^ Johnny. They have a d— d deal oi'hpirif. 

3 Lady. 'What's that? 

Johnny. Why, 1 was going to tell you. my sweet 
creature — ^^Kneels: she rum off . 

Enter First Eunuch. • 

• 

1 Eunuch. His holiness upon his knees, and to 
a woman, ton ! 

Johnny. Oh ! yes, sir ; though I am a pope, 1 am 
not infallible. 

1 Eunuch. AVhy, this is strictly forbidden in 
your religion. 

Johnny. Why, so it is : and you are strictly for- 
bidden to drink wine; and yet, you know, you 
d— *d black dog, you are alwa>h drinking, when 
.you think nobody s<es you. But this is jubilee; 
all hotyday at re’ckhani. Here, sirrah, fetch back 
that lady. Madam No-soul: do it; 1 cannot do 
without her. 

1 Eunuch. Though T cannot recall the fair fugi- 
tive, 1 can do what you will like as well ; take this 
handkerchief, it is the iVlogul's — 

Johnny. 1)— n his handkerchief! 

1 Eunuch. Cast this at the foot of any woman 
you please, and she must uccuinjdiSli all your 
desires. 

Johnny. Must she? D — e! ci\e me my old 
Miggy’s handkerchief, and you'll see what work 
I’ll make ; but there she goes. [^Exeunt.^ 

Enter several Ladies. 

1 Lady. Here she comes, and looks very pretty ; 
she will be the favourite very soon ; but let us 
plague lier, and that will makc'berlook ugly. 

*1 Lady. A woman never looks well when she is 
not io temper. ( They all retire up the stage. ) 

Enter Fan n y , dressed. 

Fanny. W^hat are pleasures when those that one 
loves does not partake them with one' Ah! my 
dear3ohnny, the sky that appears so clear, the sun 
that shines so sweet, and the wind that blows such 
^ rich peifaines, do but increase my sorrow, whilst 
- my dear Johnny is not with me. (The Ladies come 
fommrd.) , 

1 Lady. You was sOiit here for penance, madam, 

I beard. ‘ 

Fanny, Ay, and~ severe penance it was; I lost 
everytliing on earth that I love by it. 

1 Lady, Bai^vdmt do you say to your line 
dress ? ' ^ 

Fanny. It is nothing at all to mo ; I shall last j 
B*»d psajf. 


1 Lady. 'What should you fast for? yon may 
prim indeed, for the good (paces of the Mogul. 

Fanny, I am sure 1 should rather be a poor cob- 
bler’s wife — Oh Lord ! what have 1 said? (Asids.) 

1 mean, I had rather be doing penance again with 
the pope, or a dozen popes, rather than be married 
to one mogul. 

1 Lady. Ob ! I dure say you had. But men are 
not so plenty here ; they are not to be /bund by 
dozens, 1 assure you. 

2 JWy. No, my dear English lady ; I have been 
tola, in your country, every woman had a lover 
a-pieoe, but here we have but one between us 
three and ninety-seven of us. 

Fanny. And pray, ladies, have^oii seen anything 
of the pope lately, or is he gone away? 

3 Lady. He was here just now, and making love 
tome. I’ll make her jealous. (A. v«/c.) 

Fanny. No, he didn’t make love to you ; and if 
he did, I'm sure he was tipsy; for though I sav it 
that should not say it, he is never so loving as when 
he is tijisy. 

Enter John NY. 

Johnny. D — e! here, they are all' here, at my 
service : you are a set of pretty creatures, upon 
my soul! Madam, you are a d— d fine girl; and 
80 * a|^ you — aifd you, too, inv little No-soul. But 
that pretty little moppet (looking at Fanny) suits 
my lanry the most ; here 1 fix; and not like an old 
musty weathercock, till the wind changes about, 
blit here J fix — (throws down tlte handkerehief at 
FiOtfOcho takes it up) Come and ki.ss me. 

Fanny. That I will with all my heart and soul, 
my dear Johnny. • 

Johnny. What the devil ' iny own Fun ! Wliy, 
who the devil would ha« e thought of seeing you 
heie, dizeued out in that fine gown, with a sack 
round ^our waist, and a long petticoat trailing on 
the <^ioarid, and a turbot on your head? why, 
what's become of your straw hat and linen gown? 

1 Utdy. She is altered in that garb to please tbe 
Great Mogul. 

Johnny. No, no; that will not do. Madam 
No soul; none of )our tricks upon travellers, in 
the air, especially: no, no; Fan pleases none but 
me, 1 assure you. 

Fanny. But do I plea.se you, Johnny? 

Johnny. Do you ' yes, that's wjiatyou do: why, 
one morsel of Bntisli beauty is worth a whole cargo 
of outlniidisb frippery. 

Enter First Eunuch, * 

I Eunuch. Great sir, if ton are at liberty, I 
come to otlcr you some ainiiseiiieiit; if you will 
walk to tbe gate of the seraglio, you may see tbe 
execution of some criiuinaJs; everything is ready 
on the plalforiii. 

Johnny. (Jreat Blackamoor, 1 come. You will 
go, ladies^ |bu shall go, too, Fan. But who tho 
devil are they ? what have they done? 

1 Eunuch. 1 cannot tell ; these executions^ hap- 

f ien so frequently, that we have no curiosity to 
earn. Your highness may inquire froqi them- 
selves. 

Enter Second Kunucht unlh a paper and seal on 
2 Eunuch. In the name of the most mighty tbe 
Mogul. T ai rest this man and bring him to tbe place 
of execution. 

Johnny. We are going there, friend. Come along. 
Fun. 

2 Eunuch. This woman must be secured by 
ns. 

Johnny. Not she. Blacky; she belongs to me. 

2 Eunuch. Belongs von ! 

Johnny. Yes, Blacl^pbelongs to me: d — e! she 
is my property. 

2 Eunuch, 1 have the anthority of the Grert 
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Mogul to take her before his preienoe; there’a bis 
signet. 

Jfohrmp, And 1 have the anthoritj of the Great 
Moisul to keep ber ; d — e ! there's his handkerohief, 

I throw it there; (throws it at Fanny* s feet) and 
now touch her, }OU d — d black dog, if you dare: 
as to that great seal, you know, yon black thief, 
won never had it from the Mogpil; you have been 
breaking open bis bureau and stolen it. 

2 Emueh, Though he gave it me himself, I can- 
not disobey the holder of the handkerchief; qsme 
with me. 

Johnny* Why, d — el we are going; you are 
hindering us. Come along. Fan; come along with 
me. 

2 Eunuch. No, she most come along with ns. 
(^Offers to lay hold of Fanny.) 

Johnny, (Preventing him.) Yon are not to lay 
violent hands upon her; for, lookye! Master 
Blacky, if yon were in a certain corner of the 
world called Old England, jon would know, you 
dog yon, that if the 6 rst prince of the blood were 
to attempt the wife of a poor cobbler, against her 
will and good liking, he had better take up the 
whole iblaiid by main force, and dash it into the sea 
again. [Exeunt, 

Scene III. o 

The Mogul discovered on his throne. The apparatus 
for execution ready. Executioners and Guards 
attending; the Doctor standing hy the whed, 
handcuffed, Sfc. ^ 

Mogul, Are the enjinchs returned with the pri- 
soners ? 

S Eunuch. We expect them every minute. 
Mogul. Is his wife with theral 
8 Eunuch. She is, my sovereign. 

Mogul. Maintain their fears, and place them with 
hls mock excellency, before the tribunal. [ Exit. 

Enter JoHNNY, Fanny, and Second Eunuch. 

Johnny. Come along. Fan; come along, Fan. 
Where is the ambassador ? 

2 Eunuch. I’ll place you next to him. 

Johnny, Sir, 1 am very much obliged to yon. 
My Doctor, what's the matler'l you groan. 

Doctor, They are a going to try some experi- 
mcat n|)on me ; tabroil me — to impale — perhaps, to 
upatomize me. 

Johnny. Let me go. 

2 Eunuch. You must not go. 

Johnny. I’d rather not stay. 

Fanny. Oh! dear Johnny, what’s the matter? 
do not burn Johnny. 

Enter the Mogul, and sits on his throne. 

Mogul. Where are^ these , wretched culprits, 
doomed to receive their sentence i ^ 

2 Eunuch, They are here, waiting your highness’s 
plMsure. 

Mogul, Are all the racks ready? the cauldrons of 
boiling oil, the cages of hot iron, and the trampling 
elephants? 

Johnny, Oh Lord, oh Lord! 

' 2 Eunuch, The water boils and the gridirons are 
ready. 

Mogul. Will these impostors confess who and 
what they are, if they hope any mitigation f Who 
art thou, thou pretended ambassador, whose letter 
1 intercepted, wherein yon confess yourself an 
Impostor, and wish to ravish from my arms one of 
moM beautiful females? 

Doctor. 1 am a doctor— Y tm a doctor of music, 
mtuversally known and a^aowledged ; master of 
IsgordopiaiD, adept in phiflpphy, giver of b 
‘"prolongorof life, obild of the sun, interpreter of 
atars, and privy-counsellor to the moon. 


Mogul. Wbatbronght yon here! 

Doctor, A balloon. 

Mogtd, What is a balloon? 

Doctor, It is a machine of French invention, 
foonded on English philosophy ; an experiment by 
air lighter than air; a method of navigation in the 
clouds with winds, wanting only another disooverj, 
still in nuhibus; and for want of that disco verv, 
brought os here, great sir, against our nil), witu- 
ont any intention to seduoe away any of the females 
of the seraglio. * 

Johnnu. liord ! the Doctor would not hurt a haJlr 
of their beads. 

Mogul. And who art tboo, that woold havP 
loosed yourself ppon me for a venerable p 6 fr- 

Johnny, Lord ! yonr honour, I was only joking 
with yon ; I’ll be judged by anybody if 1 look like 
a pope. I am sure the good man himself would 
excuse me for taking his name, so long as I did not 
make free with his ohoraoter. I am quite sober 
no^ T assure you. 

Mogul, And you are no pope? 

Johnny. Pope 1 the devil a pope am I ! I am no 
more Pope Jolinny, than my wile is Pope Joan. I 

Mogul. What art thou? 

Johnny. Who, me? I am a poor innocent cobbler, 
decoyed hy the Doctor here, from Wapping, for 
five guineas.- 

Fanny. And he’s as good a father, and as good 
a linsband, and as good a cobbler as any in Loiidou. 

I Johnny. A cobbler I why, d — e ! I’ll sole a pair of 
shoes with any man in your country, 
t Mogul. Now prepare to die. 

Fanny. With all my heart, rather than part 
with my dear Johnny. If Johnny would die, what 
should — 

Mogul. Keep silence while I pronounce judg- 
ment : tiemble for your approHching doom. You 
are not now before the tribunal of an European, a 
man of your own colour. 1 am an Indian, a Maho- 
metan, my laws are cruel and iny nature savage : 
you have imposed upon me, and attempted to de- 
fraud ino ; but know, that I have been taught 
mercy and compassion for the sofTerings of human 
natuie, however diflering in laws,* temper, and 
colour ft urn myself. Yes, from you Curistiaos, 
whose laws teach charity to all the world, have I 
learned these virtues. For yonr countrymen’s 
cruelty to the poor Gentoos has shewn me tyranny 
in so foul a light, that I was determined benoefortn 
to be only mild, just, and merciful. You have done 
wrong ; but you are strangers, you are destitute; 
30 U are too much in my power to treat yon with 
severity ; all three may freely depart. 

Johnny. (Runs to fake the MoguTs hand.) The 
Lord bless you, sir! thank yon! 

Mogul. You have niy leave, and I hive gtTOn 
instructions to my messengers to give 30 a safe 
conduct to your native land. [BxtL 

Doctor. Oh' thank heaven! 

Johnny. Well, then, thank heaven, I shall see 
dear W apping again. 

Enter Second Eunuch, 

2 Eunuch. Everything is ready for your depar- 
ture. 

Fanny. Sir, we are very much obliged to you ; ^ 
and please give my compliments to the Great 
Mogul, Olid tell him I am very much obliged to 
him for not killing my husband. 

Johnny, And 1 am very much obliged to him for 
not ravishing my wife. 

Doctor. And present my eompliments to bjiq, 
id let him know that 1 will eiA|ijk.tho generosity 


and let him know that 1 will „ 

of bis conduct io a Mogul Tile, uat 1 intend to 
publish, givmg an account of WAdvAPiores in oer 
grand Air Balloon. [Bxfiinf. 
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ACT I. 

Scene 1.— A Room. 

Miss Angle and Fish discovered. 

Miss Anglo. There’s somebody at the door. 
Pish. It IB Lady Mary Magpie let her in 
Even her ridioaloas vanity, is more supportable 
than the reflection on my own. 

Fisk, Lady Mary, madam. (Opens the door ) ^ 


Enter Lady Mary Magpif 

Miss Angle. Good-morrow, dear Lady Mary. 

(fitSlM.) 

Zoify Mary. Nay, sit atril and, Mrs. Fish, do 
yon stay. I have oroaght something to shew your 
mistress , and you may see it too, if she will give 
you leave. 

Mtss Angle, Certainly. Fish, yon may stay. 

LadjfM^. There' (Opemii^ a shawl) What 
do you think of that ? A preseitt from Mr. 
WaTmsley. A shawl worth, at a moderate valu- 
ation, no less MiA a nundred and hfty guinea* 
He gave it me tpii minute. It came over but 
last night fforn Idllia— has been on the seas seven 
rionths— was in that ternhle storm of October 


last. Little did I think, when I heat d of tliosa 
dreadful wrecks, and the many souls that perKhed, 
that I had a shawl at sea , if i had, I should have 
suflered a martyrdom' Now, n it not pretty* 
beautiful * He ' assures me, his correspondent 
writes him word, ** There is but one more such in 
all India.” And I m to wear it the first time on 
my weddiug-dav 

M tvv A nqh. It is very beautiful indeed. 
hady May A’n t vou well, in> dtar? You 
don t seem to understand its \ aloe. hat do yon 
say to It, Mrs Fish * 

Fuh. Oh ' madam, I like it of all tbiims ' 

Lady Mary. I dare say 3 ou do — But come, 
my dear Miss Ancle, what s the matter with you* 
Since you first came to town, you are the most 
altered creature I ever saw 
Ftsh. Your ladyship does not think iny mistress 
has lost any of her beauty, 1 hope? 

Lady Maty As for that, Mrs. Fish, I dare 
say your lady has made observation enongh to 
know, that beauty is of little weight here ^ of no 
signification at all ' Beauty in London is so 
cheap, and consequently so common to the men 
ot fashion, (who are prodigiously fond of novelty,) 
that they absolutely ||||Ub to fall 111 love with the 
ugly women, by way^ohange. 

Fwh. And does your ladyship think old woman 
will eyer come into falbion? 
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Lafy Marv. They are in fiMhion: they bi?e 
been in fashion soine time. Girls and ^onng wo- 
men have made tbemselyes so cheap, tibat they are 
quite oot. 

JIfm AtMle, I belieye so. {AsideJ) 

-Lady Mary, As soon as the volgar lay hold of 
auytiiing, the people of ton leave it on. Such 
is the case with young women: the "vulgar have 
laid hold of them, and they are quite out. 

Fish, Oh, dear mel 

Lady Mary. But come, my dear Angle, pluck 
up your spirits, against you know when— ^you are 
to be one of my bridemaids, you know. Oh ! 
Low I long to be away from lodgings, and in a 
house of my own. Mr. Walnisley says, he shall 
invite yon to stay a day or two with us. He 
likes you (stranger as you are to us both) very 
much, 1 assure you. He is a great admirer of 
virtue in us females; and, notwithstanding his 
little oddities, would do anything for a woman 
of character : and your refusing that vile lord's 
odious addresses, (which I informed him of,) 
Las interested him for yon exceedingly. Well, 
heaven bless you ! I can’t stay : he’ll be quite 
impatient. (Going,) 1 may tell him you like the 
shawl, I suppose 1 

Miss Angle. Beaatifhl, beyond ideasure! f. 

Zr^ Mary. And you, Mrs. Fish ? 

Fish. Charming, madam. 

Lady Mary. Did I tell you there was but one 
more such in all India? (Coming back.) 

Miss Angle. You did. • 

Lady Mary. Only think of 'it's being in that 
storm! « [Exit. 

Miss Angle, Would I had been in the storm, 
and had fallen its victim ! 

Fish, Dear madam! 

Miss Angie, Oh! Fish, that woman’s nonsense, 
at which you laughed, was graced with senti- 
ments of the strictest truth ! Young women are 
no longer thought of here. How rashly did 1 give 
credit to our foolish country people ! They told 
me, that — ** Though only admired by them, in 
London I should be adored ; that beauty here 
was rare— that virtue — ” 

Fish. Well, madam, and that is rare, every- 
bo|^ knows ! 

Miss Angle. But is it valued? No. As soon 
as I gave Lord Lighthead proofs of my possess- 
ing it, what was the consequence ? I have neither 
seenmor heard of him since. 

Fish. That’s veiy odd ! For my part, I thought 
him so much in love — and, sometimes, 1 thought 
you looked a little — 

Miss Angle. That I felt a warmth — a something 
like tenderness for him, I own ; but that it was 
the eHect of love 1 will not pretend to say. It 
was, perhaps, the eftcct of hope^ pride, too, had 
a great share in the agitation of my h\:irt, and gra- 
titude might have confirmed the whole sensation, 
love; but, in the moment gratitude should have 
heen inspired, resentment, indignation, took pos- 
session ; and I am now left solely to shame and 
disappointment. 

Fish. Well! it is very odd, that a man should 
give himself so much trouble to^ come here 
mter you, so many times as he did, and then, 
^^all of a sudden, never to come near you for a 
whole month. I should not mind losing him, nei- 
|)lher, if some duke, or other mat iiran, would 
apme instead of him ; or even that strange young 
j.jaaiQ wa met on the road, as we came to toWn, and 
was so kind to us when our chaise broke 

' Ahwo. 

r Miss A^le. Honest ore(tere ! 

^ jfisA. Well, as sure as mr I was in love in my 
2 life, tbatlfliuig man and his servant were both as 
iLdeep inliS^ 


I Mias Angh. With me 1 
I Fisk. No : the madter with you, and the man 
' with me. But we, 1 thought, were coming to 
town to^ make our fortune ; and so I was above 
making it on the road : for, notwitbstandiog that 
young man looked so ooDotrified, and had hardly 
a word to say for himself, he’s worth thousands ! 
And poor Humphry, his servant, persuaded me to 
give him our direction, that bis masCer and he 
might come after as to London. And yet, to see 
the fickleness of man! we havl heard nor seen 
nothing of them. But, dear madam, his lordship 
runs most in my head : perhaps be is sick 1 

Mias Angle. No ; be visits the drawing-room 
constantly, as we read in the papers. I wonder 
what he would say, if he were to meet me ao- 
oidcnlally ? 

FUh. He’d fall in love with you as mooh as 
ever, Suppose, madam, you were to write to 
him? 

Jtfiss Angle. For shamb ! 

Fish, Dear madam, 1 know a few lines from 
jon would cheer his heart, and he would be as 
dying for yoa as ever. Oh ! when I have given , 
him a letter from you, how he has jumped for'^ 
joy ! how he has kissed it ! and how he has kissed 
me! 

Miss An^e. Coold I write to him with any ap- 
pearance orprudence — for instance, upon any bu- 
siifess — I should have no objection : it would, at 
least, remind him of me, and bring matters to a 
decision. ^ 

Fish. Then do, madam, contrive to write to 
him abont some business. 

Miss Angle. What business can I pretend? 

Fish. Dear madam, if yon bod a handsome 
piece of silk for a gown, or a diamond pin, or 
something of that kind, you might return it him 
back again. 

Miss Angle. Return it him again ! What do yon • 
mean? 

Fish. Why, madam, you might send it him 
back, as if you bad received the present from a 
person unknown ; and, couolnding that it must 
come from his lordship, you had thought proper 
to return it ; and so, you might send him with it 
a fine, long, virtuous letter, that — “ yoa would 
not receive a present from a king, that had evil 
designs uphn you and so on, and so on, and so 
on. This, 1 am sure, would make him ten times 
fonder of you than ever ; for he would think that 
some rival had been sending you the present in 
I that anonymous manner, which had made you 
think it was him ; and 1 know he would — 

Miss Angle. I protest there is something in that 
scheme which pleases me. 

Fish. Do it, madam; do it! 

Miss Angle, lint how can I? I have nothing of 
value; nothing that I could si^pose be would 
send for a present, and which 1 could think 4)f 
Consequence enough to return. 

Fish. What’s your watch, madam? 

Miss Angle. An nid-fushioned thing. 

Fish. Lud ! I have thought of souietbJog ! the 
finest thing — 

Miss Angle. AVbal? , 

Fish. Lady Mary Magpic’.s shawl. Yon know, 
madam, ’tis the finest thing in the world: there is 
but one more siioh in all the universe. 

Mias Angle, But the shawl is not roioe. 

Fish. No, madam ; but 1 dare Say 1 know where 
her ladyship has laid it, auc| 1 oan get it. {Oomy . 
to the door.) 

Miss An^. For shame ! 

Fish. Dear madam, do yoa^iinh I’d steal it? 

It conlA do it no harm to be a few hoars at bis 
lordship’s; he’d send it back direotly, yon ibcj 
depojia upon that. And, then, such a fine thing ! 
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it would mtku bim think tbit some fijoit nun, In- 
deed, had taken n fancy to yoa ; and he’d be ao 
afraid of losing yon— 

Mias Angle, Well,— I protest,—- if I thonght— 

Fish, I can get H, madam, with all the ease in 
the world, I dare say. [Rmu out. 

Miss Angle. What will become of me? where 
will my folly end ! 

Enter FiSH. 

Fish. Yes, yes, madam, I can pt it. Her lady- 
ahip has spread it on the bed in the blue chamber, 
ana is gone oat for the whole evening, and will 
sleep at ner cousin’s, Lady Beach's ; her maid told 
me so ill the morning. 

Miss Angle. Bot anppose his lordship ahoald 
not return it ? 

' Fish. Lud' madam, do you think his lordship 
will keep it, when he'll know he did not send it 
you 7 ilis lordship is not a thief, I suppose ! 
Vou'll have it back, madam, I'll answer for it, in 
on hour or two, and himself with il. The person 
* sha'u't leave it, madam, if his lordship is not at 
^ home; and then vou'll be sure to have it in an 
hour or two. I'il go steal it! I'll go steal it! 
{Going.) 

Miss Angle. Steal it! 

Fish. Take it, madam, not steal it. [Exit. 

Miss Angle. This scheme will, at least, renew 
our acquaintance, and that is all I want; fol' if, 
on the renewal, he appear cold, I will leave Lon- 
don instantly ; if, on the contrary, ho be as much 
in love as ever— 

Re-enter FlSH, loi/A the shasol. 

FUh. I have got it ! I have got it ! here it is ! 
Now, madam, come into your bed-chamber, and 
write a very aflectiii^ letter, while I do it up, and 
• scud for a porter. 

Mhs Angle 1 protest I am frightened ; though 
we take it but to return again. 

Fish. Dear madam, I am sore it is not in half 
the danger as when ii was in the great storm. 

[£xeunt. 

SCLNC II. — A Chamber at Lord Lighthead’s. 
Enter Miss Audley and Thompson. 

Miss Audley. What ! his lordship has gone to 
see Lady Luveall thus early, 1 suppose? or, rather^ 
has staid with her thus late ! 

Thompson. Dear madam, 1 hear Mr. Waimsley’s 
voice ; inv lord’s uncle, madam. They are coming 
here. What shall we do, madam? My roaster 
will muider me, if bis uncle should see you ! 
A Cl OSS, old man, madam; knocks every body 
down that he does not like : and he has a great 
dislike to a fine lady ; and if he should see you 
here, such a life my ford will have of it — 

Miss Audley. Oli ! you need tell me no more. 
I know Mr. Wulnisley's character well. Where 
can } go I I would sooner jump out of the win- 
dow than meet him. A cruel, unfeeling, piece of 
ice! 

Thompson. Htre, madam, step into my lord’s | 
bed-chamber. 

MissAu^eg. His bed-chamber 1 Well, the crea- 
ture won’t stay long? 

Thompson, Not above ten minutes, I dare say, 
madam. [She goes into the chamber, 

[£jnl Thompson. 

Ifntsr Mr. WalmsLey andliORD Lighthcad. 

Afr. W, Don't tell mo, my lord ; you are a 


AOAiim inM. 

bad man ; a wmj bad man. Yon aay, in «- 
otiae for yonr vioaf , th^ are fiuhlonabte ; bat 
I, being ont of tho fashion, can call them only 
wicked. 

Lord Light, What vices, air? 

Mr. W. Why, you are a fellow that Adb in 
love with every face you see ; and yet admire 
yonr own more than any one of them. Yon are 
a man whose purse is open to every gambler and 
courtezan, anq is never shut, but to objects of 
real distress. 

Lord Light. Bat how have you been informed 
of this? 

Mr. W, Hear it! told of it by everybody! 
Do you think anything but eooviction would 
have forced me to the rash step 1 have taken? 
Would anything bat a certainty that you were 
unworthy to be my heir, have forced me to the 
desperate resolution of marrying, notwithstanding 
my natural aversion to opposition ? 

Lord Light. I hope, sir, when you many — 

Mr, W, Hope ! Psha ! 1 know well enough 
what marriage is : ’tis a ppesy of thorns, nobody 
knows where to Isy bold of; ’tis a stormy sea, 
where nothing is to be expected but suualls, 
tempests, and shipwrecks ! One cries — Help !” 
an^er — ** LArd have merey upon us !” another — 
** ’iTs all over with us!” and souse they all go 
into the ocean of calamity. 

Lord Light, Then, for heaven's sake ! sir, if 
this IS yonr opinion, decline your intention of 
maraping. 

Mr. IV. I can’t ; ’tis too late ; my word is 
passed. Yonr indisoretioos put me in a passion, 
and 1 took a rash step ; a step I never intended to 
take : I offered a lady to marry her, in the beat 
of anger, and she took me at my word, before 1 
had time to grow oool and recant. 

Lord Light. How unfortunate ! 

Mr. W, I was not aware she would be so sud- 
den ; but I was in such a violent passion — all 
against you for yonr follies — ^1 was devilish hot! 

1 dou’t remember that I was ever in such a heat 
in my life. I strutted, and fretted, and walked, 
and talked, all in anger against you ; which she 
took for love to her, and so was overcome in Jess 
than ten ininntes. 

Lord Light. Dear sir, bad I been present — 

Mr, W. Why, then, 1 should have broken 
every bone in your skin ! But as it was, I vented 
niv rage — in kissing the lady ; and won her.lieari 
without further trouble. It’s impossible 1 could 
have won her so soon, but by my being in that 
violent rage ; for she's a particnlar, prodent, dis- 
creet, reserved, middle-aged woman ; and nothing 
but my great violence could have bad that effect 
upon her. 

Lord Light. Qut, sir, is it possible that yon 
should pay Alentiou to a rash promise in a mo- 
ment of auger ? 

Mr, W. My word ! My word is as dear to me 
as my honour. It in iny honour; and 1 cannot 
keep one, without keeping both. 

Lord Light. But now you are cool, sir. 

Mr. Yes, I am oool ; but now the lady » 
in a passioif^ and I mast keep my word with 
her, tliough I am afraid she’ll never find me warm 
on the subject again. 

Lord Light. Dear sir! and all this to revenge 
3 ourself upon me? A man whose greatest finms 
arise merely from thn report of malicious Mlt# 
luies. ’ 

jif#. W, Enemies! Psha! that’s always yonr 
exeme. But have not 1 enemies as welt as you? 
And yet, I dare say^ you never beard of mjr ‘ 
being caught gallanting my neighbour's wife? 
or following fine ladies home to their lodgings? 
nor did you ever hear me aocased of destirojiog 
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a betaUfol joimg ifoaaa> pem of auDil<^-did 

yott'l 

I^JUghi^ I ou’taaj I ever did» air. 

Mr, W, Then don’t pretend to deny the reports 
I have beard of yoo. Don't 1 know that yon were 
canght with Lady Loveall and-— 

Lord Light, I own, air, I have been very 
unfortunate aa to appearances ; appearances, and 
those alone, have been the roin of my reputa- 
tion; accidents so strange, that no human wis- 
dom could prevent or avoid them. I have been 
found, for instance, with a female, whom I 
never had the smallest familiarity with, in the 
most suspicions aitnations ; and only by mere ac- 
cident. 

Mr, W . And pray, was that an accident when I 
canght yon kissing my housekeeper's daughter, as 
if you’d devour her? 

Lordlaght, Yes, upon my word, sir, that was 
an accident; entirely an accident. My servant 
bad jnst lost me a favonrite spaniel; and had 
the rascal been in the way, I should have broken 
every bone in his gkin ; hot, happening to 
meet with this poor girl, 1 vented m 3 rage upon 
her. 

Mr, W. Then, I have only to say, yon have lost | 
my estate by your accidents. *■ , I 

Enter a Servant, 

Sere, Lady Loveall, sir, is in the parlour. 

If r. IT. Is that an accident? ^ 

Lord JJght, Blundering — ('dride to the Ser- 
vant, ) I 

Serv, (Aside to Lord L.) I did not see Mr. 
Walmsley, sir. — A fine life 1 shall have for this ! 

[ilside, and exit, 

Mr, W, This is another accident? How dare 
that imprudent woman visit you ? My blood runs 
cold at the thought of her; for she was the 
cause of this rash step which I have taken ! It 
was hearing of your intrigue with her, that har- 
ried me to the rash step of marrying. Let me 
flet out of the house ! sue’s poison to me I and 
She knows it, too, and speaks to me, wherever 
I meet her, on purpose to insult me. Let me 
get away, f Goss to the door.) Zonnds ! she’s 
coming here : I won't see her I I shall be in one 
of my passions if 1 do. Where shall I go ? Put 
me somewhere. 

Lord Light, Here, sir ; step into my chamber. 
I’ll take her ladyship to another room immedi- 
ately, and you may avoid her. 

Mr, Vr. Oh! d — n v our accidents ! But, thank 
heaven ! you ate no heir of mine ; you are out of 
my will. [He goes into tJte bed-chamber. 

Lord Light. And, therefore, may ollend you 
without fear. 

Enter THOMPSON. ^ 


Thorngson, Where’s Mr. Walmsley, sir ? 

Lord Idght, In my bed-chamber. What did 
you want with him ? 

Thompson. Oh, dear sir! oh, dear! Miss Susan 
Audley is there, sir? I crammed her in, when I 
beard your lordship and Mr. Walrngfey upon the 
atalrs, for fear he should see her. 

Lord Light. Zounds! — But no matter: I’m 
.ntrnok out of his will, and may defy him. — But 
r 1 don’t hear him— he ^ 

^^%osi^fon. Perhaps, sir, she has crept under 

*** L^ Light. Very likely; for I know she would 
ndber meet a tiger — ^What has become of Lady 
Loveall? 

TTbompsom William is trying to prevent her 
— --g up, sir: fpr she says, it is not your uncle 


that you have with yoo, hot a lady ; and Oha will 
see her. 

Enter Ladt Loveall. 

Lady Loveall. So, my lord, what is the reason 
I am not to be admitted ?— Yon have no com- 
pany, neither !— Oh ! yon have been hiding, I per- 
ceive ! 

Lord Light, This way ; ceme this way. I’ll 
tell you who it is. Don^t speak sp lend. 

Lady Loveall, None of your arts, my lord. 

I will see who yon have hidden in yonr bed- 
chamber, 

Lord ^ht. I assure you ’tis ipy nnole.— Hash! 
Come this way. (Leading her <|#0 . 

Lady Loveall, My lord, yon’ll pardon me ; but 
I can't^— 

Lord Light, Hush ! hush ! 

[Porcif^ Lady L. off, and rril. 

, Scene III. — A Bed-chamber, 

Mr. Walmsley discovered listening at the door, 

Mr, W, Now I’ll steal out — no ; she is coming 
again. v 

Lady Loveall, (Without.) I will see who you 
have in yonr» bed-chamber. My cariosity shall be 
satisfied. 

Mr. W. Shall it ! then, there must be neither 
closet nor cupboard in the room. (Goes to the 
closet.) The devil take it, it is looked ! 

Lam Loveall, (Without.) I will see who you 
have here. 

Mr. W, You won't : I’ll get under the bed 
first — Hold! I can't stoop. No matter; I’ll hide 
myself under the counterpane, and madam shall 
be dihappointed. (He gets in, and pulls the clothes 
over his head.) Now mid me if you can! 1 be- 
lieve you’ll be bit. 

Enter Lady LoveaLL and LORD Lighthlad. 

Lady Loveall, Why, here is no one here ! 

Lora JAght. Now, 1 hope you are satisfied. — 
Where the devil is my onole? (Aside,^ 

Lady Loveall, Did not you tell me your uncle 
was here? 

Lord JAght. Yes ; bat you expected to find 
somebody else. 

Ltody Loveall, And there is somebody else ! 
(Goes to the curtain, and discovert Miss Audlm.) 
A lady ! Ob ! you deceitful — ( Sits doom on Mr, 
Walmsley, She shrieks, and runs across, while he 
riser up in the bed.) Ah! Ah! Ah! (^Shrieking.) 
I shall never recover the shook. 

Mr. W, Why. why ! • What is all this? What 
a strange accident ! 

Lady Jjoveall. I say accident, indeed ! 

Lord Light, Accident, uncle ! 

Lady Loveall. The severe, puritanical Mr. 
Walmsley ! 

Lord JAght, Upon my word, uncle, snoh a thing 
in my house. 

Jjody JjoveaJl, Oh! Oh! Oh! 

Mr, W, Ob ! Oh ! Oh ! The deuce take your 
oh's. — My lord, you used to have faith in acci- 
dents. 

Lord JAght. But yon convinced me there were 
DO such things. And, indeed, dncle, though you 
may think lightly of this affair, I am very much 
concerned at it. My reputation, as well as yours, 
is at slake. Such a thing to happen in my bouse ! 
Rat me! if I would have had it Happened for the 
world ! 

Mr, W, What has happened? Nothing has hap- 
pened! (To Miss Audky*) ^ 
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Lady LovtaU. Oh, faeafeni!— My lord, I aih 
yoor^ardon for all my former auapioiona of yoa 
mad this lady. . • , . 

Miss A'ualey. I moat ory for ▼exation ; for ’Us 
in vain to attempt to clear myself. (JUtirss,) 
iMdy LovfioU. See, the lady in tears, Mr. 
Walmsley! — Ob! what a treat to tease him! 
^Aside.) 

Lord Light. I be^ that every means may be taken 
to put a stop to this affair RettiDfi; abroad : for my 
part, I declare flever to breathe the ciroumstanoe 
to a mortal ; and I dare say we may so far prevail 

00 Lady Loveall. 

Lady Loveali. No, indeed ; I am bound to no 
secrecy. Mr. 'Walmsley has never been sparing 
of my repotation, nor will I of his : the world 
shall Ic now it. 

Mr. W, Why, then, nephew, upon my soul! — 

1 wish I may die! — I wish I may never speak 
again/!— 1 wish — 

Lady Lowall. Wish ! you used to pretend you 
had no wishes. * 

Mr. \V. I don’t speak to yon. — (To Mits Aud- 
iey,) Pray, madam, be so good as to tell me how 
yon came into that bed 1 
Miss Audley. *Tis in vain to say; nobod v will 
credit me. [Exit, 

Lady Looeall. Well, Mr. Walmsley, I’ll bid 
you good morning; and, though I IfUow you to 
be no friend of mine, yet permit a poor, weak 
woman to give you this counsel : that now you 
are about to enter into the married state, you will 
not suffer these depraved iiiclinationb, (even in 
youth a reproach,) to ruffle that tranquillity which 
ought ever to attend on the honourable marriage 
bed. [ExU, 

Mr. W. Zounds! T have not patience! Ho- 
nourable marriage bed ! why her calling it honour- 
able, would alone have made me shudder at it, if 
. I had not before. That woman is the worst of all 
human — 

Lord Light, Dear sir * — 

Mr. W. Why, you know, my lord, if it had 
not been for her, you would have owned that that 
gipsy was put there to meet you. But this woman 
IS in> bane wherever 1 go, or whatever I do. Oh ! 
that I could but once be revenged of her ! — But 
1 dare say I shall. 

Lord Light. No more on this subjfct, sir. I 
hope the lady you are going to marry, may prove 
of a more amiable disposition, and that you will 
like her. 

Mr. W, Why, since I found I must have her,, 
I’ve been trying night and day to like her; but I 
can't say 1 make much progress. However, I’m 
tolerably civil, and give her a vast number of 
presents, as a cover for my want of affection, 
ftbe’s expecting me now to go a shopping with 
her , BO, gqod morning. You’ll come to the wed- 
ding? (Sighing.) 

Lord Light. Certainly. When will the happy 
day be, sir? 

Mr. W . How dare you call it the happy day 1 
Yon just heard me say it was the most wretched, 
miserable affair 1 ever bad to do with in all 
my fife ; and now you are calling it the “ happy 
day !” 

Lord Light. The day, then, sir. When will be 
the day? ^ 

Mr. W. Thursday! (sighing) the day after to- 
morrow ; the twAnty-first of Deoember. (Lord 
IJghthead bom.) On ! d — e, the shortest day and 
the longest night. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ssrv, Sir, 4biB parcel was left about balf-aii- 
hour ago, to be delivered into your lordship’s own 
h mds, as soon as you were at feisare. 


Ikird AioM. What is U I li that tfte bill t 
Serv. Tfaie is a letter, sir. [BmHi 

Lord Light. A letter 

Although yowr Uyrdship has had the denea ty not 
to avow yourself the preseater of this wdadMe 
yet, something whispers me it can bo none but your 
lordship to whom I am indebted for so generoue 
an intention. But, nw lord, the mtentum onfy, 
permit me to remain obliged to you for : the gift 
Uself-^honour, deUcacy, and a tnoumd struggui^ 
sens/Uions, force me to return; and to add, ihst my 
residence in Lonshn has not yet so entirely erode- 
rated those principles imbibed in ike country, as to 
rendsr a gaudy bait even an allurement; eswept in 
Us bring a proof, that your lordship sometimes ho- 
nours with a thought, the humble, out contented , — 
Lodjsa Angle.” — Angle! Angle! Which is 
that? The girl at Si. James’s, or the girl at West- 
minster? Ob! the girl at St. James’s! — 1 don’t 
remember sending her a present : but I snppose 
1 did, while I was mad for her ; and now I nave 
recovered my senses, 1 have forgotten it. What 
is it? (Opens ths parcel.) Zounds! but it ia 
very handsome ; and the very thing to present to 
Lady Loveall. It will reconcile her to me imme- 
diately, for I am afraid she suspects me, notwith- 
.^tan^ng her behaviour before my uncle. How 
came 1 to be such an extravagant puppy, as to 
send that little gipay such a present, and she to 
re*arn it, now she finds I have given over my 
pursuit? ’Faith! 1 am very glad she did.— 
Richard. (Cidls.) 

Enter a Servant. 

Bring me pen, ink, and paper.— [£ jr^ «9crvanf.]— 
1 certainly ordered some of my people to send 
this thing, but it has slipped my memory. 

Re-enter Servant, wUh pen, ink, and paper. 

( Lord lAghthead writes a letter, and gives it to the 
Sermnt.) Here! do up that parcel, and take it, 
with this letter, to Lady Loveall directly. 

Serv. Yes, sir. [Bxif. 

Lord Light. Egad ! it came back at a very 
lucky time ! Her ladyship dotes upon a present. 
And such a present as that ! snob a shawl !— 
Oh I yes, the shawl will make her friends with 
me at once. [Extf. 

• 

Scene IV . — A Room at an Inn. > 
Clownly discovered. 

Clownly. What a jonroey have 1 and poor 
Humphry ti^terf! and all, perhaps, for nothing! 
for if he should even find her, she may not be 
glad to aee roe. 

Enter Humphry. 

Why, Humphry, I thought you were lost? 

Humphry. ^ , master ; and you may think 
yourself well’olT f was not. 

Clownly. Well, but have you fouad where Misa 
Angle liies? 

Humphry. Yes; I have found her oat ; but aaek 
a time 1 was about it! Why, sir, she lives op 
by St. James's, or St. Giles's, I forget which — 
but ’fis all the same. And such a thing happened 
to me as I went along — 

Clmmly. What? 

Humphry. Why, jnat aa I got to what they 
call the P-H’es, (a pretty place ! )— just as I got 
under cover, Uiree or four, or five or six, (or, 
egad ! there night be a doseii,) fine ladies net 



It 


APPSABANCK It AGAINST THtm. 


[Aot II. 


me ; end me of tbem ^A glTO mreaoh a ilep 1o 
llie Hue, the water came into mj ejes again. 

Oiewab. What did she do that tor 7 
MmpJuy, I can’t tell for the life of me I for I 
palled off mj hat, and made them a ciril bow — 
Dot, ’faith, as soon as I felt the blow, I forgot mj 
manners ; for after madam I ran, and gave her 
enoh a shake — 

Ciownfy. Yon did not 1 

Humphry. Bat I did. And that was not the 
worst of it, neither : 1 made a sad mistake h for 
when 1 oame to look, the lady had got a blue 
gown on, and she that gave me the blow, was in 
red! 

Ctomnly. How could yon make snob a blander? 

Humphry. Why, thongh their gowns were dif- 
ferent, their faces were exactly the same co- 
lour. 

CUmonly. But about Miss Angle : have you seen 
her, or her maid? 

Humphry. Yes ; f have seen Mrs. Fish ; and 
she says, that her lady has done nothing bat talk 
of you ever since voa left her on the road ; and 
she desires you will go and see her lady directly : 
and she says, too, that she’ll get ns a lodging in 
the same house before night ; but that is to be kept 
a secret from her mistress. ' 

Clmonly. I am \ery much obliged to Mrs. Fish 
for her contrivance ; and I shall give her a very 
handsome present to satisfy her. 

Humphry, Lord! sir, there is no occasion for 
that ; i shall kiss her now and then, and J dare 
say, that will be satisfaction 'enough. But come, 
sir, we must go directly. 

CUnouly. Do you know, Ilnniphry, that my 
heart misgives me. 

Humphry, What, now yon are so near seeing 
the lady ! Come, come, master, be merry. 

Clmonly. Ah ! Humphry, if T had couliniied 

E oor ; if 1 had never been your master ; 1 might 
ave been merry. 

Humphry. Never been my master ! How can 
yon talk so ? Why, there are people in the world 
would give any money to be my master. Why 
now, there’s my wife, she’d give every farthuig 
ehe has to be my master ; but I tell her — no. 
** No, Jane,” says 1 ; ” you shall never be my 
master.” 

Clownly. Oh! if 1 thought 1 should get Miss 
Angle — 

Humphry, I’ll forfeit my head if you don’t — 
**ilfave yon not everything to get her with ? Fine 
clothes in your box tlier^, and plenty of money. 
1 never heard of a woman that could not be got 
with fine clothes and plenty of money; nay, often, 
without either money or clothes. 

Chumly. But, I tell you, that won’t do with 
her; there is something more ];equired: I can’t 
talk to her ; I am at a loss fur words; 

Humphry. You can’t he at a loss for words, 
while you are courting. Women will always give 
you two for your one : I know my wife did ; and, 
egad ! though we have left oil' courting, so she 
does now. 

Clmonly, Gome ; I’ll set oil'. Call a coach. 

^ Humphry. Ay, sir ; and I’ll ride behind it, for 
^lear I should get struck again. ’Tis very odd that 
yany iody should wish to strike me. IHxeuni. 

V act II. 

SOCNE I. — Miss Anglers Apartment. 

JShter Miss Angle and Fish. 

. Fuh Bear madam, let me persuade you to 
jMt OB jrouT other gowu j fur now his lordbhip has 


kept it thos long, I dar^ say he’ll bring it home 
himself. 

Miss Angle. I begin to be uneasy. — Did the 
porter say be was sore his lordship was at 
home ? 

Fish. Quite sure, madam; so we may expect 
him every minute; for he would certainly have 
sent it back before now, if he had not intended to 
have bronglit it himself. Do, madam, change 
that ngly gown. And what do you think of 
yoor other cap? your becoming' cap ? — Hark! — 
No; that’s only a single rap. The deuce lake 
him ! he has sent it home by a porter, perhaps ?^ 

Miss Angle. 1 don’t care now, so 1 get it again ; 
for 1 begm to be alarmed, lest by some acci- 
dent — (Fisk looks out of the window .) — Is it 
that ? 

Fish. No, madam ; ’tis the milk-woman. Per- 
haps, madam, his lordship mayn’t call with it till 
the morning. 

Miss Angle. Well, thank heaven I her ladyship 
sleeps from home, you say ; so, she can't miss 
it to-night; and, then, if we have^bcni'd nothing, 
from him, you shall go after it, Fish ; for, as 
soon us her ladyship comes home in the morn- 
ing— 

Fish, And the worst of it is, I am not sure she 
is to stay out all night. 

Miss Angihi. You told me she was. 

Fish. 1 (lid it fur your good. I knew you 
would not have sent it to his lordship, if 1 bud 
not said so. 

Miss Angle. Ridicnlous ! and 1 still worse to 
listen to you. 

Fish. l)car madam, don’t fret about it ; but 
think of Mr. Clownly, I am snre he looks very 
beautiful, and so does his man, Humphry ! And 
pray, madam, did not you see, by his ma.iter’s 
looks, that he is in love with you 1 

Miss Angle. Psha! 

Fish. Nay, madam, ,voii need nut sneer at him ; 
for if his lordship should never send hack the 
shawl — 

Miss A ngle. Heavens ! 

Fish. We shall stand in need of a rich friend 
to make it up with Lady Mary. (A loud knock.) 
There’s his lordship I that’s his knock I 1 know it 
so wall, I could swear to it at any time. Now, 
madam, how do yon look? vastly well, I de- 
clare ! Lard I how well 1 know his knock I — 
(Goes to the door,)— I wish 1 may die, if it is not 
Lady Mary ! 

Miss Angle. Oh ! I shall faint. 

Fish. The first thing she dues, will be to lOok 
at her shawl. 

Miss Angle. Bon, fly! Take a coach, and fly 
to Lord* Lighthead’s, with my compliineiits-^1 
made a mistake — he did not send it; but another 
person, who now has claimed it, and 1 must re- 
turn it immediately. « 

Fish. Well, madam. I’ll do all I can. 

Enter Lady Mary Magpie. 

Ladg Mary, Oh ! Mrs. Fish, where are you 
going in such a hurry? 

Fish. A little way, my lady, on a little business.* 

[Bxt'L 

Jjudy Mary. My dear Angle, J have beeii 
shopping. (A'i/s.) Wall, marriage is an expen- 
sive thing : it is well it comes but once in one’s 
life. 

Miss Angle. With some people, ntadam, it comet 
oftener. 

Lady Mary. And with some, not at all. Now 
that ,was very nearly the oase with me, till I 
struck Mr. Walrasley— By-ihe^by, he grows more 
and more attentive. He has been taking me to 
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the jewetlei’s ; and, tee there ! all these are his 
presents. 

Miss Angle, How profuse! 

Lady Mary, But, my dear, you know aH this 
is nothing to the shawl ! that, to be sure, is the 
ffenteelest, most elegant present — As I live, here 
js the generons donor! 


Enter Mr. Walmsley. 

• 

Mr, W. Ladies, I presume, I don't intrude? 
Miss Angle, how do you do? — I beg pardon 
for not having called on ^oii lately — 1 should — 
but I don’t know — one is always happening of 
one accident or another, to prevent one’s de> 
signs. 

Lady Mary, Very true. 

Mr, W, Has your ladyship been shewing Miss 
Angle any of your purchases? 

Lady Mary. Yes ; and she’s quite in love with 
your generosity. 

Mr, W. Pslial psha! no generosity at afl — 
Have you seen the shawl, miss? 

Miss Angle, Yes, sir. 

Lady Mary. Yes, yes f I told yoq, you know, 
how much she admired it. And even poor Fish 
seemed to know its value. 

Mr,W. Why, that shawl — ^ 

Lady Mary, I’ll go fetch it. ^ 

Miss Angle, {Holding her,) Dear madam, don’t 
trouble yourself. 

Lady Mary, What, would you not wish to see 
it again? 

Miss Angle, Yes, — indeed. I would — hut — 

Mr. W, Are you sure you have seen it ? 

Miss Angle, Ves, sir, very sure. 

Mr. fV. {To Lady Mary.) Why, then, sit still. 

fjady Mary, No, Mr. Walmsley ; the tea is 
.waiting. Miss Angle, you must come and drink 
tea with Mr. Walmsley and me : we caroc on 
purpose to fetch you. 

Mr, W, Your ladyship will excuse ray step- 
ping to a friend’s in the next street. I’ll m hack 
instantly. 

Lady Mary, Certainly. Come, Miss Angle. 

Miss Angle. I’ll wait on your ladyship in a 

moment. 

Mr. W . {Sighing.) Will your ladyidiip honour 
me with your hand ? 

Lady Mary. (Curtsies and smiles.) The honour 
is done to me, Mr. Walmsley. 

Mr. W. So 1 think {Aside.) Heiglio! hclgho! 

• ^ (Leads her gf. 

Miss Angle, Their civility distracts me 1 — 
How impatient I am for the return of Fish 7 


Enter Fish, out of breath. 

You have not been ! 

Fish. Dear madam » I met with bis lordship in 
^ the street, going out with a heap of noblemen — 
**011 1 madam, we are undone ! ( 

Miss Angle, How? what? Don’t keep me in 
snwense. 

Why, madam, 1 called his lordship 
oA one side; and, do you know, he had the im- 
pudence to say, that lie did give you the shawl ; 
he was much obliged to you for returning 

Mw Angle. Ob, heavens ! 

Fish. And, then, when I cried, and took on, he 
oAered to pay iwe for it. And what do you think 
he offered me ?— 

Mus Anple, I don’t know. 

Fish.^ Five gaineas. He said he had no more 
about him ; so I thought I should get nothing else, 
and HO I had better take that. {Shewing the 
money.) 


Miss Angle, You did not? 

Fish. Yea, madam ; for I thought it might help 
to hire counsel to plead for us at the bar; for we 
shall certainly be taken up. (Cries ngnm.) 

Miss Angus. Heavens! oonoeal your UBeeiieesf • 

1 must go to Lady Mary directly ; she expeota me 
to tea. 

Fish, Oh ! How shall I ever look Lady Mary 
in the face ? 

Miss Angle, What distress ! 

Pish. Now, madam, now for it. (Ltstsning ai 
the door.) I hear her in her chamber, and now 
she’ll miss it. 

Miss Angle. Stay with me. Fish, or I shall 
faint ! * 

Fish. Dear madam, don't look so frightened! 
if you do, indeed I shall go into fits ; indeed I 
shall ! for I know Mr. Walmsley is such a cruel 
man, he’ll hang ns both, notwithstanding we are 
two such poor, little, innocent lambs. 

Miss Angle. Be more on your guard. 

Fish. Ay, madam, we must put a good face on 
' it ; for if we don’t, she’ll suspect us. I won’t cry 
any more, i am determined. 

> Re~enter Lady MarY Magpie. 

la * 

I Jjady Mary. My dear Angle ! and my dear 
Fish ! 1 am terrified out my life ! Do you know 
I laid my shawl on the bed ; spread it on with 
my own hands ; turned and looked at it again as I 
wcnt%)ut of the room, and saw it safe ; and now 
’tis gone ; nor can 1 find it high nor low ! 

Miss Angle, Your ladysMp does not think it is 
lost? 

Fish. Ix)st, madam !—Ts that likely, indeed ?->• 
We have no thieves in this house, 1 am 8nre«~- 
Yon, (to Miss Angle) 1 suppose, madam, would 
not steal it ? And I don’t know what a poor ser- 
vant, like me, should do with a shawl. I could 
not wear it, if I had it ; besides, my character — 

Miss Angle. Hush, Fish! 

Jatdy Mary, 1 suspect no one, Mrs. Fish; hea- 
ven forbid I should ! but the thing is gone. 

Pish. Dear me, what a pity ! 

Miss Angle. Is your ladyship sure you laid it on 
the bed ? 

Lady Mary, Sure— just as I told you. 

Fish. How, my lady, was it? 'the long ways 
on the bed, or the cross ways? Thus. (Folding 
her handkerchief .) ^ ^ _ 

Miss Angle, Has your ladyship inquired Below? ' 

Lady Mary, Of every creature. But no one 
comes into my apartments, but my own servant, 
and she has jnst stepped out. 

Fish, Then she knows where it is, I dare say, 
madam. 

Lady Mary^ Ifrslie does not, I don’t know what 
I shall do ; I believe 1 shall lose iny senses* 
(Silting down.) 

Miss Angle. Dear madam, although it was cer- 
tainly a most valuable thing, yet consider — 

Fish. Ay, madam, consider it was saved from 
the storm as it came over. You ought to bless 
yourself you got it at all ; though, to be sure, you 
have not had it lonn 

Lady Mary. Oh! if I had never seen it, I bad 
been happy ! I should not, then, have known mjr 
loss. 

Miss Angle. But, madam,, you are not cer- 
tain you have lost it ; stay till you see your wo- 
man. 

Lady Mary. I know ahe has not removed it : 1 
chargfd her not to touch it. — Oh 1 ’tis gone ! W 
gone ! (Rising.) 

Fish. (In the same tone.) Oh! that I did hot 
know who had got it. 

Lady Mary, Gome, hither, Betty. 
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Af«r Bettt. 

Yim B0tir «tw toor poor ladj in such distress in 
jonrBfiu 'Did jon touch mj shawl? 

BiHfft Vo, IDT lad j ; I nerer touch anything.' 
Lady Mary, I told yon so. And did yon let 
nobody into my bed-chamber ? 

Betty, No, my lady: but I saw Mrs. Fish come 
oat there this morning. 

JPisA Oh! oh! oh! 

Betty, Indeed, Mrs. Fish, I did. 

Fish. Oh, dear! oh, dear! oh, dear! j 

Lady Mary, What do yon cry for, child? If 
yon took it, confess, and I’ll forgive yon. 

Fish, I took i|, madam ! no, madam, that’s not 
what I cry for : His because I am sure I sha’n’t 
live long. For if she saw me come out of your 
ladyship’s room, it was my apparition ; and you 
never live long after your apparition has been seen 
to walk. 

Miss Angle, But were you there 7 Do you know 
anything ol ritl 

Fish, No more than you do, madam. 

Betty. 

Lady Mary. Well, I pity poor Mr. Walmsley ! 
It is a hard thing to say ; for it will be a great 
disappointment to him ; but I drtn’t think 1*11 
marry, if I have lost,K: no, if I have losPit, I 
won’t be married. 

Enter Mr. Walmsley. 

Mr, W, Ladies, I come to tell yon — 

Ladp Mary. {Walking in a rage.) Don’t ‘tease 
me ! don’t argue with me ! don’t attempt to shake 
my resolution ! I won’t marry you ! 

Mr, W, Did I hear right ! or did my ears de- 
ceive me? You won’t marry me? 

Lady Man. No. 

Mr, W. Ibe bells shall ring, notwithstanding : 
the poor ringers sha’n’t lose their fee. And Til 
;ive a dinner, too ; a very good dinner ; a better 
[inner than I intended. 

Lady Mary, Sir? 

Mr, W. H ere’s an accident! Why, it will 
make me more than amends for that otilncky one 
in the morning. {Aside.) 

Lady Mary. W hat docs he ray ? 

Mr. W. I was saying, 1 must give a very 
elegant entertainment on Thursday, notwith- 
standing the match is broken oil'. And I believe 
I shall write to my tenants, and have a bullock 

Xod}! Mary, There, do yon hear him ? 

Miss Angle. Dear Mr. Walmsley, her ladyship 
has been only in ioke. 

Mr. W. And ^tis the best joke I ever heard. 
Miss Angle, I never asked her to have me but 
once. I happened to be in a violent passion, and 
I did ask her once. t , 

. Lady Mary, There ! he owns his 'violent pas- 
sion. 

Mr, W, But it was not for yon. However, 
I was in a passion, and she snapped me up. 
You took me at my word, and now I take 
you at yonr’s; and we have done with each 
other. 

Lady Mary. Cmel savage ! I dare say he has 
stolen the shawl himself, on purpose to break off 
the match. 

Mr. IT. What shawl? 

Fish. Why, sir, the fine grand one yon were so 
good as to give her ladyship : some wicked wretch 
has been making free with it. 

La^ Mary, Yes, His lost, ’tis gone ! Don’t you 
pta^me? 

Wr, W, No; I am vastly glad. 

Lady Mary, Oh, heavens! This is the man that 
>1a to be soon ray hosband ! the partner of all my 
kuiva. and all mv sorrows! 


Mr. W. No. Your ladyship's sorrows are 
totf violent; and if yonr joys bad proved the same, 
egad! I don’t know whion would have been the 
most insupportable. 

Miss Angle, Dear sir, her ladyship was so much 
agitated merely because it was a present from 
you. 

Mr. W, Well, miss, hut where the deuce is it ? 
Who has been in the house? 

MUs Angle and Lady Mary, No creature. 

^ Fish, The rats carried away one of my shoes lut 
night, and ate a great bole in my apron. 

Mr. W, 1 will find out what rat has got it I’ll 

f o to Bow-street directly. Yon are sure nobody 
as been here to-day ? W bo was that countryman 
I met on the stairs this morning? 

Fish. A Mr. Clownly, sir. A gentleman that 
called to see my mistress, because we all happened 
to be fellow-travellers on the road. Lard! sure, 
he did not take it? 

Mr. W. I’ll be d— d if he did not! 

Miss Angle, Dear sir ! 

Mr. W. Write me down his name, Mrs. Fish, 
(or at least, the name he goes by,) and where he is 
to be found, if yon know.* 

Fish. Oh ! yes, sir. 

Miss Angle. Heavens ! dear sir, yon judge wrong. 

B ng <' 




fl^ys, and all my sorrows! 


I am sure ng did not take it. 

Fish. Now I have some little reason to think he 
dio. Here’s his direction, sir. * 

Ijudy Mary. The country gentleman you told me 
of! Do you suspect him. Miss Angle! 

Miss Angle. No, madam, no. What can 1 
do? I dare not confess. Lord Lighthead may 
justly say I sold it him. What will become of 
me? {Aside.) 

Mr, W, Well, Miss Angle, I can do this gen- 
tleman no harm in having him taken up, and 
hearing what he has to say for himself; and I’U 
about it directly. Her ladyship has bad one 
loss already, in losing me, and 1 don’t think ’tie 
right she hhould have another. Besides, 1 have 
now a value for the thing. Who would have 
thought that little shawl would have turned out 
of such consequence? Providence preserved it 
from the storiii at sea, to save me from a worse 
storm on land. 

Lady Mary, I'H be as gentle as zephyrs. Plead 
for me, speak for me, dear Miss Angle. 

Miss Angle, 1 will, madam; it is my duty: 
depend upon it I will reconcile you. 

Enter BETTY. 

Betty, Dear my lady, as Mr. Walmsley went 
out, bd bid me observe if I should see the 
country gentleman, or bis man, who were here 
this morning; for that he believed they were 
both no better than two highwaymen; and so, 
madam, the servant is just come up to the back 
door ; and so, 1 am come io let your ladyship 
know. 

Lady Mary. I am sorry Mr. Walmsley is 
gone. 

Betty, Shall I go for a constable, madam? 

Lady Mary, No; we’ll proceed by fair means 
first. ^ Fish, yon know the servant, go you and 
call him in, and I’ll Question him. , 

Fish. Dear, my lady! a poor, ignorant creature ! 
be knows nothing. You won’t unaerstand him, nor 
make him understand you. 

Ladu Mary. Oh! that ignorance may be pre- 
tended— put on for the time. Call him in. Why 
don’t you go? ■ 

Fish, {AsiL.) What oafi I say to him? If she 
should call him a thief, he’ll, perhaps, serve heivas 
be did thp woman in the Piazza. 

Miss Angle, These harmless creatures are na 
thieves. 
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Ladjf Mary* Dear Miaa Ande, I wiali to do 
tbem no injury; for if 1 cooid bat eeoare Mr. 
Walmeley onoe more» I ahoold not care if erery 
thief in London were set at liberty. Here the man 
eomes : what a banginj; look be has ! I hope he 
baa not got piatob about him. Let us draw this 
way. {Theyretirt.) 

'Enier Fish and Humphry. 

Fiah. Ltdy Mbry, my mistreas’e partieolar ae- 
^aintance, wants to ask you a few questions. 
What shall 1 say to him? (Aside.) She is a comioai 
kind of ^ a woman : you must know, she has been 
out to dinner ; and whenever that is the case, she 
always~(puttif^ her hand up to her mouth as if she 
mere drinkmg) — you understand me? and then she 
comes home in such an Ul temper, there is no peace 
or quietness for her. 

Humphry, That is so like my wife. 

Fish, She'll ask you a heap of foolish questions, 
but don't you mind her; only say yea, and no, and 
so on. 

Humphry, Ay, that just sails me. I can say 
yes, and no, and am never at a loss. Bat, harkye ! 
■he don’t light in her cups, I hope; I’ve had one 
blow already, you know. 

Lady Mary. (Coming forward.) So, Mr. Hum- 
phry!^ Whatauall I say to him? (Ailde.) Your 
name is Homphry, I think? * 

Humphry, Yes, madam, I am much obliged to 
you. 

ilfiss A This is insupportable. [Emt, 

Lady Mary, And pray, how do you like Lon- 
don? 

Humphry, Very well, I thank you, madam; 
pray, how do you like it? 

Lady Mary, This folly is put on. {Aside.) Pray, 
Mr. Hmiipbry, have you any acquaintance lu 
town? 

Humphry. None, except your honour. I have 
no acquaintance to give me a drop of anything 
to drink ; and, you know, your honour, that’s a 
sad thing. 

Lady Mary. I do know it; and you slia’n’t 
want lor something to drink. Belter prevail on 
him by kindness, and he may discover all. (A. vide.) 
Hei^ IS something for you to drink. {Gives money 
to Humphry,) * 

Humphry. ThanR your honour. Well, I declare, 
your staunch drinkers have more generosity than 
any people in the world. (Aside.) 

Lady Mary, I am at a loss how to accuse 
this man, though 1 am sure either he or his master 
is guilty. (Aside.) Mr. Humphry, I am very 
sorry — 

Humphry. Yoar honour? 

Lady Mary, I ti^, 1 am very sorry, very sorry, 
indeed— 

Humphry, Oh! Upadam, never be ■o,rry about 
it : for my part, I Inould hardly have found it out) 
‘if I had not been told of it ; besides, nobody 
has anything to do with it but yourself; and if 
they had, you are such a good companion (/ouk- 
ing at, his money) nobody can be angry with 
you. 

Lady Mary. What do yon mean? No cross- 
purposes ; butjmswer me directly. Do you know 
anything of my shawl? 

Humphry. Your what,, madam? your shawl? 
Ha, ha, lia! Oh! you’ll have a fine bead-ache for 
this to-morrow morning. 

Lady Mary, What? 

Humphry, I would not be so ill as yon’ll be for 
five guineas. 

LMy Mary. The fellow is laughing at me. 
Fish, call a constable ; I’ll have him taken up. 

Humphry, Take me upj Lord! madam, do 


you lit down, tuly for half-RB-boir, mif iwt 
for balf-an-hour, you can’t think how reInneA 
yon will be. It will dear all thii away ; (paints 
mg to his head) and yon’ll be quite aaother wo- 
man. 

Lady Mary. What do you mm? 

Humphry, Nay, I know a ih^ is of vastcoBft- 
qnence to me at these times ; especially when mj 
liquor makes me ill tempered. 

Lady Mary. The man’s mad. I’ll have him 
secured directly. Call a constable. 

Humphry. Do, your honour, let me persuade 
you to take a basin of camomile tea. 

Enter Miss Angl£ 

Lady Mary. Mils Angle, come hither. Did you 
ever hear snch an insult? Fish, Fish ! call all the 
people of the house. Who’s there? Come and 
secure this robber. My anger is roused, and I’ll 
be revenged. 

Humphry. How like my wife! 

Miss Angle. Dear madam — 

Enter Clownly. 

Cltjuiynly. Wlfat’s the matter? 

MiSs Angle. Mr. Clownly, I rejoice to see 
yon. Lady Mary has had some altercation with 
yonr servant, but 1 believe be has not been to 
blame. 

Humphry, How her poor head will acbe for ibis. 

[Exit wilh Fish, 

Clownly. ( 7*0 Lady Marys) Dear madam, have 
the goodness — * 

Enter Mr. Walmsley. 

Mr. W. I have done the job: the thief i% 
taken; and who do yon think it is? The very 
person in the world — by Jopiter! I would not 
nave lost the pleasure of taking her up for fifty 
times the value of the thing. I caught her just 
as she was going into Covent-garden theatre, 
with the goods upon her; so, with the help of 
one of the playhouse constables, 1 handed her 
(in spite of her squalling,) into a coach, and 
have brought her here that she may be properly 
exposed. 

Lady Mary and Miss Angle, What can this 
mean? 

Mr. W. ( Calling out.) Desire the oonsta'AeMo 
, bring np the woman in enstodj. Sir, (to Clownly') 
whoever you are, I beg your pardon ; you are not 
a thief, that I know of ; if you are, that's best 
known to yourself. I’m a little busy, sir, at pre- 
sent ; you’ll excuse me. Constable, bring up the 
prisoner! whv ^n't you come? Surely there 
never was suen an accident. 

Enter Constable with Lady 1/>VEALL. 

There ! yon see the goods are upon her. 

Lady Lovsall. Insupportable! Have not I 
affirmed tl:at it was presented to me by Lord 
Lightherc! ? 

Miss / ”jh. 1 am tortured ! (Aside.) 

Ladj ^oveall. It is not to be borne! Sir, yon 
know mine. This is only a scheme, on purpose 
to dis.:-3;ij me* in revenge for what 1 discovered 
this mo/ning. 

ilfr. W. Ay, you were vastly pleased at that: 
and now ’tis only evening, and 1 have discovered 
soiiietbing that pleases me. 

Lady Lovealt. Very well, go on: but I have 
sent my servant to Lord Lighthead, to inform 
him of the affair, and I am certain the moment be 
has found him, his lordship will coma and clear me« 
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ir> TImn vtfiti no dotrioe : eforjUiinir is 
door cttoagh. 

JBderLoRD Liohthbad. 

JLonf Lighi, Dear nnole, Ladj Loreall, 
that’s the matCei^^iiat as I waa stepping into 
, my ooaob, a aunliAnis came to me to attend joii 
apon life and death. W hat’s the matter? 

Jfr. IV, No; no death in the case; I believe 
DOtbiuff more than hard laboor on the Thames. 

Lord Light. Sir. altlionah yon are my nrde. 
this insult to a lady with whom I have the honour 
to he acqnainted* is not to be suffered. I presented 
the lady with that shawl ; it was sent to me by 
this lady, (pointiag to Miss Angle) and a few hours 
after she sent it. her servant received live guineas 
for it. • 

Miss Angle. ’Tis true ; I confess it. Guilt and 
shameLOverpower me. 

Mr.^fV, (To Miss Angle.) Why the devil did 
you etofess? Nobody would have seen it in your 
facef^esides, you have robbed me of the plea- 
sure of conducting her ladyship to a prison ; and 
d— ^ — if ever I met with so great a disappoint- 
ment. 

Miss Angle, Conduct moi sir; 1 am ready to 
attend yon. ^ 

Ludtf Maty, She has destroyed my peace, ^and I 
shall see her go to prison without a sigh. 

Clownly. But I would not. without losing my life. 
Madam, IMl satisfy you for whatever loss you may 
have sustained by this lady. ^ • 

La^ Mary. You can't satisfy me: I’ve lost 
Mr. Walmsley. 

Jfr. W. Ay. now ask her what she demands for 
me. 


AOMOm TBBW. [A9t 11. 

Ladg iimnf. I ahall teke notbiog len thaa the 
gentlemao himadlf. 

Jfr. W, Well,, 1 like her for that; she does not 
undeiralue me. 

MissA^le. Mr. Clownly, whOe you imagine 
you are giving your protection to. a thief only, you 
are protecting a more despicable character. Had 
poverty seduced me to tne crime of which I am 
accused, less would have been my reidorse. less 
ought to have been the censure incurred; but 
vanity, folly, a mistaken confidenbe in Aat gentle- 
man’s honour, and my own attractions, prompted 
me to avail myself of a contemptible scheme^ in 
order to regain his acquaintance, which (admitting 
what he professed to be real) be himself would 
have rejoiced at. But the event has proved and 
discovered both our hearts; nor can I reproach 
him with the cruelty of his. while 1 experience the 
most poignant reproofs of an inward monitor for 
the guilty folly of my own. 

I^dyLoveall. And so this was only a scheme 
for;,the lady to procure a husband. Here, Lady 
Mary, is your beloved shawl. Take it, and take 
care — 

Mr. W. Yes, do yon take care of that, and I’ll 
take care of myself. Yet, 1 don’t know; perhaps 
1 may have her; but if 1 may judge by appear- 
ance — 

LordLigHtt. On that witness, who in company 
haf not, throughout the adventures of this day, 
appeared culpable? 

Mr. tv. Very true. Even I myself, at one time, 
made no very innocent figure. These adventures 
shall, then, be a warning to us, never to judge with 
severity, while the parties have only appearances 
against them. [Exeunt, 
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A COMIC OPERA, IN THREE ACTS.— BY J. G. HOLMAN. 


Act Jl.^Sceiic 2. 



SIR SIMON FLOURISH 
OLD TEST^r 
YOUNG FLOUFISH 
YOUNG TESTY 
CAPTAIN O'NEILL 


CHARACTERS. 

HARCOURT 

SNARE 

BLUFF 

KEEPER 

DICKY 


FOLLOWERS 
SERVANTS 
LADY FLQURISH 
MISS HAftfLEY 
KITTY 


Scene T . — A Room tn Sir Simon Flourish's house. | 
Enter SlR SiMON FLOURISH and Old^Tcsty. 

Sir S. But, my good friend Testy, do lower the 

I dtch of your voice a little ; for to speak so very 
oad is really not well-bred. 

Old T. 1*11 speak as load as T like, and say wbat 
I like. D — your breeding! an ounce of honesty is 
worth an hundred weight of it. 

Sir S. There now! ounce and hundred weight! 
Can't you contrivato think and talk a little like a 
inan of fashion? When you quitted business, you 
should have disposed of your vulgarity with your 
stock in trade. Copy me. Do you find anything 
vu^ar about me? 

Old T. Psha! you and I lived too long together 
to think of cajoling each other: you are as vulgar 
as 1 am ; 1 wish yon were half as honest. 

Sir S. My good friend, if we are not to attempt 
cajbling each other, the less you say about your 
meaty the better. 

QU T. Why, what have you to say against my 
honesty? j j h j 

Sir S. Nothing;^ I am too well bred: beside, I 
was your partner in trade for twenty-five years, I 
reaped half the profits of your ingenuity, and had 
you been honester, I might be poorer. But, my 
dear fnend, let ns settle our business a little quietly, 
if you will be so kind. Your son, you say, is come 
to town : good. You insist he may be introduced 
^ J;?! he shall. 

Old T. That’s fair. 


Sir S. I thought you’d say so beoause ’tis mj 
unfair to my own son, who, being absent front 
England, ought not to have a rival introduced to 
the lady 1 wish to be bis wife. But remember, as 
slie cannot marry witliout our joint consent, we 
must agree that which ever she prefers shall have 
onr innlual approbation. ^ ; 

Old T. Why, yes. i " 

^ Sir S. Ah ! mine is the boy that will win her ! 
Educated with every advantage; now receiving 
the last polish, the finishing stroke to his accon^ 
plisbments, in atonrtbrou^i Europe. Oh! be is 
a — 

Old T. Yes, hejs a pretty boy. That youth will 
put foreign iugf nuity to the test. If they can send 
nim away more dissipated than they find him, 1 will 
I give them credit for one miracle. 

I SirS, Leave your growling, good Mr. Bear, and 
i look after your own unlicked cub.^ His country 
breeding will render him vastly pleasing to a young 
lady. 

Old T. He is a model of perfeotion. Innocent 
himself, be will never suspect that evil exisu; that 
may make him liable to imposition: but I havo 
adopted a remedy in my choice of a profession for 
him. 

Sir S. As how, pray ? 

Old T. To render him in some degree a mateli 
for the roguery of the world, I shall moke him ft 
lawyer. ^ 

Sir S. And I dare say his Yorkshire silli|ili(l|||r 
will unalify him admirably fur the profesrion. .. 

Old T. Well, Flourish, the only thing we wtip 
ever in one mind about was parting, and 1 oonaladl^ 
yon have no objection to it now. 
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Sir S. None in the least. 

Old Tb 1 aball send mj son; and mind, fair play’s . 
the word. 

Shr S. Certainly. Let me see you ont. 

Old Tb Oh ! d-— your civiliiy ! Stay where you 
■re. 

Sir S» Oh ! yin pretty behaved, acoomplisbed 
ereature ! Is it not stran^i e, that in so many years 
aoquaint^ipce the polish of iny manners should not 
have induced him to rub off his vulgar rust? 

Serv. Captain O’Neill, sir. 

Sir S. Shew the Captain in. Serv, 

Enter Captain O’Neill. 

I rejoioe to tsne you, Captain O’Neill. You are 
welcome to town. 

Capt, Sir Simon Flourish, your most obedient. 
Permit me to inquire after her ladyship, and your 
lovely ward, Miss Hartley. 

Sir S, Both in fine health and spirits ; and they 
will very much regret not being at home to receive 
yon. 

Capt. Proud as I always am to pay them my 
profound respects, at this moment my business lies 
entirely with you. Sir Simou. 

Sir S. Oh Lord ! 1 hope he doesn’t want to bor- 
row money of me. (^Aside.) Your commands, if you 
please. Captain. 

Capt, An affair of honour compels me to be trou- 
blesome to you. 

Sir S. An affair of honour compels him to be 
troublesome to me! Ob! that is worse tlnui bor- 
rowing money. (Aside.) ' 

Capt. My wounded* reputation must be healed. 
S$r S, Oh lord! Oh lord! How have I of- 
fended him ? (Aside.) 

Capt. Slander can only be washed out with 
blood. 

Sir S, Oh ! my precious blood ! Oh dear, oh 
dear! I suppose I have said some ill-natured thing 
of him behind his back, for I am sure I never durst 
aftront him to his face. (Aside.) 

Capt, A little after your leaving Bath — 

Sir S, A little after my leaving Bath ! Oh ! yes, 
some d — d good-natured friend blabbed when'iny 
back was turned. (Aside.) Why, really, Captain, 

I don’t recollect what can have given you offence 
at Bath. 

Capt, That T readily believe; for it would be 
bard to escpect you to recollect what you never 
hea*"’ . 

- Eh! 

Capt. 1 say, Sj. Simon, you cannot be expected 
to know the insult offered me by a man who did 
not arrive till you were gone. 

SirS. Oh! the man that insulted you did not ar- 
rive till I was gone? Lord ! what a load is off my 
mind! (Aside.) And so. Captain, a villain had the 
audacity to insult you? 

C^t. I was insulted. Sir Simon. 

SirS. You’ll not let him live. You’ll tear him to 
atoms ; I know you will. Blood and thunder ! if it 
were my case — 

Capt, Be cool. Sir Simon ; you are too desperate. 
Sir S. I am; I know it is niy fault; but — fire 
and fury! — Can I assist you in this business ’ 

Capt. That is the very cause of my visit to you. 
Will you honour me so far as to deliver a bit of a 
ihessage for me? 

Sir S. What, carry a challenge for you? 

C^t, Exactly. 

Sir S. What‘, and be your second ? 

Capt. If 1 may take the liberty to ask snob a 
fayonr? 

■ HftrS. Mjr dear Captain, give me your hand. I 
am Bm happiest man alive to serve a friend. I’ll 
99% you through this affair ; I’ll take care of yon. 
’Where am I to go ? What am 1 to do first ? 


Cqpf. Wiy, first of all. there is a little prepare- 
torjr Ibosiness. Before I can receive satisfaction 
. for the injury done me I must put it in the power 
of mj adversary to pve it me. 

Str S, As how, pray? 

Capt, You must know, tbe|ApDg man is unluck- 
ily in prison for debt: and as ne has friends who 
are^ able to release him, I thought it would be 
taking a liberty to rob them of a pleasure they have 
the best right to ; but they scorn to be outdone in 
politeness, and 1 believe, woiild'let him remain till 
doomsday, before they would dispute the point with 
me. » 

Sir S. And so, you mean to pay his debts on 
puroose to light him? 

Capt. I do, and I wish I had a better motive ; 
for though injured honour demands atonement, I 
would rather do one little bit of a kindness than 
revenge a thousand injuries. 

Sir S. lYill it cost you much? 

Capt. More than is quite convenient, and there- 
r<ye, I must trespass on your goodness in a second 
instance. 

Sir S, Eh! what, how? 

Capt, I shall be under the necessity of troubling 
you for three hundred pounds. 

Str S. Lord ! it is a vast deal oHnOnej ; I think 
you had better not fight him till'Aere is an act of 
insolvenc)^ Or, couldn’t you get a snug little room 
in the prison, and fight him at his own home? that 
would be more genteel and accommodating. No, 
no; plague take it! that won’t do ; for. if you kill 
him, they will keep us there. I shonla like to see 
you fight amav.ingly ; but then, to pay three hun- 
dred pounds for it, it is very dear: 1 only paid a 
guinea to see Johnson and big Ben, and tueir way 
of fighting is quite as fashionable iiow-a-days. 

Capt. L'iiderstand me. Sir Simon. I don’t intend 
to be under an obligation to you or any man. 1 
have brought tny coinmiss&oo as security fur the 
sum. 

Sir S. Security ! My dear friend, do you think 
I want security? That is like a trader: there is no 
security with people of fashion. Yet I may as well * 
take it by way of memorandum. (Takes the commis- 
sion.) VVell, tell me who lie is, and where he is to 
be found. I’ll carry him the money and the cbal. 
lenge. 

Capt. Oh ! by no means. He must not know the 
money comes from me. He may feel^t unpleasant 
to be under an obligation to a mao he hailvroiiged; 
and to know that 1 had injured his feelings, would 
not be the way to satisfy mine. 

SirS. Tou are a very stiangc man ! There is the 
money , manage it your own 'way. ( Gives him notes.) 

Capt. 1 thank you ; and as soon as he has got the 
miseries of a prison a little out €f his mind, you 
shall wait on him. * 

Sir S. As i^oon as you pleifse. The sooner the 
better. 

Capt, You are too impetuous, you fiery little 
fellow! We must not he in a hurry, for misfortune 
is apt to lower a man’s spirit, and I scorn to meet 
a foe in a state of degradation. 

Sir S. Well, you miisl act as you choose, only 
fight soon, for I shall thiuk of nothing else. I know 
1 am a desperate dog. When 1 was at school, 
they used to call me the little I'ame cock. You are 
to do as you like, but were it my own affair, I 
should stand close, muzzle to muzzle, toe to toe. 
D~! I’d fight him in a saw-pit. I wonder 1 have 
not fought yet. I never was even asked to be a 
second till now; but, 1 believe, I know pretty 
well from the newspapers what a second has to do. 

To load the pistols, measure the ground, take care 
they stand near enough, and let Ihem as loyig 
as they like. I believe that is all. Oh ! no; if tho 
parties are wounded, he is to leave them on the 
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f round, to tho merojr of dmiioo, and tako oaro of 
iinself. I 

Ctqtt. I am not to dictate your conduct. Sir < 
Simon ; only it might be aa Irell if every second 
would consider that his office it that of a friend to 
adjust an affair of hfpour, not of a slieriflT to witness 
an execution. Crooa morning, Sir Simon. \^Exit. 

SirS. Wjiatalucky dog i am! To be concerned 
in a duel was the only thing wantingMo complete 
me as a man of fashion. I shall state the case next 
day in the newspapers, with mV name at full length. 
Then a glorious confusion always takes place! 
People just remember the names, but forget whe- 
ther they were principals or seconds. Oh ! my 
character will he up : 1 shall be a man of fashion, 
indeed ! 

Enter Lady Flourish and Miss Hartley. 

Lady P, My dear Sir Simon, how glad I am 
you’re at home! If I am ever so little a while 
away from you, my darling, it appears a long, te- 
dious age. How does my lovey do? Do Iook 
tender: 'tis so becoming to you ; and beside, if you 
don’t, you know you break iny heart. 

Sir S, Now really. Lady Flourish, you are too 
fond before company, indeed you are. ’Tis your 
only fault, my dtar. But you ought to consider, 
that to he fond of a husband at all, is irery unfa- 
shionable, and therefore, when a wife feels tha^ 
amiable weakness, she ought never to expose it 
before people. 

Lady F» Bui 1 can't help exposing it. Miss 
Hartley knows I have been talking of nothing else 
bnt my dearest the whole time I have been out: all 
the while I was buying my china, and my gold 
muslins, and my lace, 1 was lunging to be at Lome 
with mv darling. 

Sir S. Lord ! my dear, I wish you had indulged 
your longing, and then you wouldn’t have laid out 
sd much money. And how is iny dear Miss Hatt- 
ley? You don’t seem in spirits. 

Miss H. Indeed I am not ; bat the cause of ray 
. want of spirits mast remain a secret to you. ( A side . ) 
They, sir, who, like me, never knew misfurtune, 
arc apt to trille with their felicity. 

SONG.— Miss Hartley. 

The heart that has ne^er tasted sorrowp 
E’en ha§^iness often wdl cloy; 

And ige ever from wiser y borrow 
Our knowledge of exquisite joy. 

To those who all anguish would smother. 

The best use of life is unknown; 

To feel for the woes of another. 

Or value the bliss that’s their oion. 

Sir S. Old Testy's stupid bumpkin of a son is to 
be introduced to yon this morning: but there is no 
fear of his rivalling mv boy Jack. How I long to 
see the rogue agaiii^. Where is he now, I wonder? 
May be, eating macaroni with the grand duke, or 
having the honour of kissing the toe of his holiness 
the pope. Oh ! whal high fellows my son is living 
with 1 

LadyP. Wherever he is, my dearest, lie can 
meet nobody so line a gentleman as liis papa. 

SirS. Oh! you are too partial, Lady Flourish, 
a groat deal ; a great deal too partial. I have news 
for you: Captain O'Neill bus been here. 

Xoiffi F, Captain O’Neill in town? 

Sir S, I should like to tell them of his engaging 
me to be his second. (Aside.) You know the Cap- 
tain is a mBQ'or great bravery, and knowing me to 
be of the same turn— uin — um — we have bad a good 
deal of conT6rsatt<|p on the subjeot of duelling. 

LodW F , t hope the Captain is not going to 6ght 
a doolT (Alarmed.y 
Str dP, Oh dear ! no. 
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Lady F. I im glad to hear yon say so. 1 was 
ed St the thong' ' 


qnite sgitated st the thought of any friend of yonr^s 
being engaged in so horrid a basiness. 

Sir S. 1 must notMab, I find. She’d lay an in- 
formation, and destffy my renown. Were I a 
principal instead of a second, 1 shonld be vastly 
obliged to her. (Aside.) I wonder how many duels 
Jack has fought abroad — that is, fought, or been 
second in. ’Tis just the same thing. IHie credit 
i.H the same, and so is the danger, pretty nearly for 
the pifncipals are often so cnrsedly frightened that 
it is an eVen chance whether they nit their antago- 
nist, or their own second. 

Miss H, Though I abhor the practice, yet when 
men deem such trials necessary, 1 hope they con- 
duct themselves with proper courage. 

Sir S. That is mighty well of you. You don't 
know what it is to receive a mao's fire, or you 
would not talk so lightly about it. 

Enter a Servant, ' 

Strv. Young Mr. Testy, sir. 

Sir S. Very well. [Exit Serv, 

Lady F, Come, my dear, rest yourself a little 
before you encounter the fatigue of this bunipkin's 
conversation. * 

Sir St Ay, do ; I’ll talk to him first. 

[Exeunt Lady F. and Miss H, 

Enter Young Testy. 

Well, 'Him, I’m glad to .see you : you are welcome 
to London. Oh ! what a quiz it is! (Aside.) 

Young T. Thank }Ou, thallk you. Sir Siii|en. 
Lord, l^rd! why, you be quite another gnise Iclfiid 
of a man than what you used to be. I reiiierober, 
as thof it was but yesterday, when father and you 
used to weigh I and Jack Flourish in the great 
warehouse scales, and I always were heavieat. 

iS'ir S. Y'es. and you’ll continue heaviest as long 
PS you live. But, Tom, don’t talk about weights 
and scales ; ’ti.H so vulgar. D — trade, and all that 
belongs to it. I am a gentleman and a knight now. 

Young T, Yes, Sir Simon, so they tell me; but 
for all that, don’t d — trade; for I don't think as 
bow you'd ha’ been a gentleman and a knight, if 
the money you got by the warehouse bad not given 
you a bit of a lift. 

SirS. Oh! the vulgar jfoung dog! (Aside.) 

Young T, Well, Sir Simon, father sent me a 
courting ; and so. you sec, I am oome; so no ] X' 
words, let’s set about it. •' 

• Sir S, Oh ! yes, with all inylieart. I'll see if 
Miss Hartley is ready to receive yon. What a 
young savage! I dare say they would buy him at 
Exeter ’Change. [Aside and exit, 

Youna T. Well, faint heart never won fair lady. 
Dang it I I'll sh^ her a Yorkshire boy is not afraid 
of a pretty girl. 

SONG.— Young Testy. 

I ne*er by a lass yet was scouted, 

I know the right method to get her ; 

No cringing for me, 

rjl soon lei her see * 

That I’m bold, and she'll like me the better. 

I’m a boy that's not easily fiouted. 

If she give herself airs, why, e’en let her; 

IVhen to kiss her I try, 

‘‘ You’re rude, sii\” she’ll cry, 

**• Why, I am, and you like me the better.** 

When she finds that Pm not to he routed. 

And at mom, noon, and night I beset her. 

She’ll alter her tone. 

And read^y oion. 

Though I’m rude, that she likes me the belter. 

[Exit, 
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9CBNe IL^Anothir Room in Sk Sm^ FlounaKo 
V' house. 


!> Sir Simon Flourish and Kitty* 

Sir 6. And now give me alliHss, jou little rogne 
joa. (Kisses her.) 

KUtff. Lard! Sir Simon, how can you be so 
rnde! 

Sir S, How, Kitty, mind you say all the ill- 
natured things yott can to your young mistrelfii of 
this country blockhead. Always praise nfy son 
Jack to her, and he'll bring >oo over trinkets 
enough for you to set un a rafBe-shop at Margate. 
Here the booby comes. Now you may go and fetch 
Miss Hartley. 

Enter Young Testy. 

There, Mr. Testy, good bye : I leave you to your 
love-making. ‘What a lout it is ! 

[Aside to Kilty ^ and exit. 

Young T. So, this be young madam that father 
wants me to marry. Egad! she is a tight lass 
enow! (Aside,) Well, miss, and so father says as 
how he wishes I’d marry you ; and so, d’ye see? if 
you’ve no mighty objection, we may even be axed 
in church together. 

Kitty. What does the booby mean? I '>rd! he 
takes me for my mistress. Not such a booby as 1 
thought him. (Aside.) 

Young T. Why, you don’t answer, miss. Speak 
out: don’t be shame-faced. So, as I was saying. 
1 have no disliking to you, nor liking for any body 
else, and if you have lio particular disliking to me 
nigre than to other people, 1 dare say we shall be 
a^wppy a couple as goes. 

Kitty. Gemini! what a flutter I am in! If I can 
but make him believe I am my mistress, my for- 
tune is made. I must try to behave like a lady; 
but if I am modest, like mv mistress, 1 shall never 
pass upon him. No, no ; t must be free and dash- 
ing, as fine ladies are in general. Why, 

young man, I have been considering what you have 
Deen saying; and, as I don’t think you quite so 
great a brute as I expected you to be, I don’t much 
eare if 1 take you upon trial. 

Young T. 'Take me upon trial ! What, does she 
make a horse of me? But, dang it! free and easy ! 
I like her the better. (Aside.) But mayhap, miss, 
if I am not so great a brute now, I may be a 
greater when I am married. Ah ! what do you say 

filly ^ 

Aitty, I'll do all I can to make you fashionable. 

Fioun^ T. Thank you, thank yon. I’ll do as muc’i 
for you. Dang it! 1 didn’t think I should have 
been so much at home with a fine lady. 

Kitty. What is vour name, young man? 

Young T. Tom Testy. 

Kitty. Well, Tom— 

Young T. Tom ! How familiar and kind! 

Kitty. I’ll have you; Tom. ’Tis a bargain. 

Young T. Is it? 'f here’s my hand, and my lips, 
too. How little we know in Yorkshire about 
London folk. They told me, your fine ladies were 
s^eamish and shy, and all tliat nonsense. 

Kitty, No, Tom. That is quite gone by in high 
\ life. 

Young T. So mneh the better. Well, but miss, 
' and when Bball we be married? eh ! Let it be soon. 

Kitty. When you like ; ’tis all one to me. Only, 
Tom, don’t mention it, let us be snug. We’ll steal 
a march ; marry first, and tell the old ones after. 

Young T. So we will : that will be good fun. 

Kitty, Now mind, when you go home to your 
ibtberf you don’t tell him what we have settled. 

Young T. No, not I ; but 1 don’t live at father’s *, 
I’ve got a place of my own, do as I like, live in the 
Tem^.. 1 am to be a counsellor, father says, and 
k^a plaguy good one I shall make ; for it is all done 


by eating* and I have r find appetite, if the London 
air don’t spoil it. Lord ! what a happy life we ihall 
lead! 

DUETT.— Kitty and Young Testy. 

Kitty. When Fm married, ^ he gay. 

Still flaunting as shall please me ; 
Careless what i do or say, 
dffo power OH earth shall tease me. 

If vou e'er, in jealous spite, 

Should hint at horns ide^. 

Then my way to set you rigM 
WiU be to make them real. 

YonngT. Husbands, now, for horns who atre, 

Must be less wise than nice, ma'am. 
While, at market, horns witt bear 
So very high a price, ma'am : 

And for lawyers^ too, like me, 

No trouble it at alt is. 

Since Horn-fair remov'd we see 
To Westminster obi hall is. 

« 

Both. Then since we agree so easy to be. 

Let's marry as soon as we can; 

For, not to demur, whale' er may oeewr, 

Is, surely, the very best plan, [Eeeicaf* 

Scene III. — The King's B^h Prison. 

, Enter Harcourt. 

Hot. Was ever man more miserably cirenm- 
stanced? Bred up as heir to a splendid fortnne, 
and all my hopes destroyed by the caprice of a 
splenetic old uncle. Shut up here, in the King’s 
Bench, for debt; and, not only deprived of Uie 
happiness of beholding the woman 1 adore, but 
ashamed to acquaint her with the wretchedness of 
my situation. 

AIR.— Harcourt. 

Once, all that could enchant the sight 
Enraptur'd fancy drew. 

And deck'd each prospect of delight 
With tints of brightest hue. 

In fairy loveliness array'd. 

The beauteous objects shone. 

While charm'd I gaz'd, Hope sweetly said, 

•' These proyjHtcts are thine own." 

But fancy, now, from forms of joy. 

Averts her sick'nmy sight; 

Her pencil horrors wild employ. 

And scenes of blackest night; 

The dismal pictures rise to view 
Where direst ills combine. 

Despair exclaims, “ Bid Hope adieu, 

. These prospects now are tnme." 

Enter a Servant belonging to the Prison. 

Serv. Mr. Flourish, sir has sent you the book of 
travels he borrow’d; and says he will call on you 
presently. 

Har. That good-humoured, whimsical fellowt 
Flourish, is always welcome to me. 

Serv, Jt is queer enough that his father^ Sir 
Simon Flourish, should be hammed so as to tbink 
he is going the tonr of Europe, when, all the while, 
he never got a step&rther f hju St. George’s Fields. 

S [Eaitm 

Young F. ( Singing wUhour,)** Over the bills,” &o« 
Har. Here be comes. 

Enter Young Flourish in a 
coat, with black breeches 

Young F. Ah ! my boy, Haroourt, bow are yon 1 
Har. Why, Jack, wbat makes yoif footed f 
Young F. A man vgfat to booted w4ieii be’* 
on a journey. A’n’t i going the tpor of Eutopdl 


shabby Hght-eoUmred 
es and boots. 
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Bgr. Oh! I beg yooff ptrto; Ilnd forghtf but 
joA ddn't leem farnished with a very elegant rtdiiig 
dress ; boots and black are not very oorreot— eh I 
young F, The customs of countries differ : but 
to tell you the trulb» so mnoh^ travelling has made 
TBst havoc among leather, ud as for my black 
small-clothes, I wear them as mourniog for the 
demise of my last coloured pair. 

Har, But^ my dear Jack, what can be the joke 
of ^ur string in this sad place? 

All the joke was in getting here. Stay- 
ing is not quite so comical. 

Hot, But, Jack, I most know what brought you 
here? 

Young F. Poll. 

Har.FoW. What Poll? 

Young F, Not know Poll? Where the devil 
have you lived? Not know Poll ? Why, Poll is 
the rage — ib Hyde Park every morning — rides the 
best horse — drives the bestcnrricle — gives the best 
dinners: d — e! the first dutchess in the land envies 
Poll. , 

Har. I beg Poll’s pardon for not knowing her. 
Young F. So 3 'ou ought, for Poll’s familiar and 
kind, she’d have no objection to knowing you. But 
the thing is, father said I shonid be a man of fa- 
shion, and so J am. a'n’t I? D— e! you still look 
at my legs : well, black-legs don’t make a bit less 
a man of fashion. * 

Har. Oh ! by no means. * 

Young F. Well, but about Poll. As I was to 
be a man of fashion, who .so proper to make me one 
as Poll ? Poll has made and unmade half the fine 
men of the day. f kept Poll when I wa.s at school ; 
Poll stuck to me at college ; and when fpther fixed 
1 should travel, and see the world, who so fit to 
shew it me as Poll ? ^ 

Har. Well, why didn’t Poll shew it you? 

Young F. She did, slu. shewed me here. 

•Har. But why not ta'.e her abroad with you? 
Yowtg F. She would not go. Poll said she 
would do anything but cross the water with me. 
And 1 could not find in my heart to go abroad 
without her. So 1 touched father’s cash, and re- 
solved to finish my education in my own conntry. 
Har. Very patriotic, truly ! 

Young F. Well, father went to Bath — I staid in 
town — the money flew — Poll knew how to da»>h it. 
When all was gone, it was natural enough^to come 
here, you know. 

Har. But how were you able to leave Poll? 
Young F. She did not trouble me to think about 
that : when the money was cone, Poll left me. 
Har. So Poll would not follow your fortunes to 
. the King’s Bench? How unkind! 

Young F, So I told her: “Ah! Poll!” said I, 
’tis d — d ill-natnred to leave me.” 

Har. And what did she say ? 

Young F. She only langhed, and said, she told 
me at first, she’d do anything but cross the water 
with me. 

Haft You must throw yourself on your father’s 
mercy at last, and tbe sooner you do it the better. 

JSnlsr Servant with a letter. 

Yqung F. For me? 

Snrv. No, sir; for Mr. Harcourt. 

Young F. Ah ! nobody writes to m*e. 

Har.^ {Reada.) “ I am led to believe the enclosed 
notes will liberate gou. They are sent for that pur- 
pose.” Astonishing! No name! Does anybody 
wait? 

Serv. No, sir. [.Exif. 

Har. This most be from my dear girl. 

Kowie F. Ah! you are a nappy lellow ! Your 
dear girl writes to you. Though Poll would not 
mss the water, ah# might send me a letter now 
and then. It is d— d unkind. But no, no, poor 


girl, I shouldn't soold her for whit she onn’t help ; 
f ompht to remember Poll can’t write. ^ ' 

J9&. Thisp most be my Harriot’s’^eoerosky. 
Charming girl 1 How onMd she disoover py.Attia- 
tion? But what willjfttiove disoover? . ^ 

Young F. So, you’re going to leave me. ’Tt% 
devilish hard to be out by everybody. 

Har. Depend on it, my dear^eilow, I w31 be 
with you soon. 

Ytkmg F. Ah ! do come and see me. Don’t be 
like Rnll, afraid of crossing the water. 

Har. No, Jack, depend upon it. Adieu! Now; 
to my charming girl. [JSxif. 

Young F. Ah ! your’s is a charming sirl, indeed, 
to send yon money. If Poll had a million, I dare 
say she wouldn’t think of sending me a shilling, 
and yet she used to say she loved me vastly. 

SONG.— Young Flourish. 

When to mg pretty Poll I went, 

And I to travel sought her, 

** Ah ! stag at home, dear Jack,” says she, 

“ I cannot cross the water.” 

What could J do? Away I flew, 

A curricle I bought her; 

Six smoking bays, all Hyde Park's gaze. 

From Tatteroall's I brought her. 

** Dear Jack,” says she, “ how kind you be! 

{She'd coax like Eve's owti daughter,) 

With you I will both live and die, 

Do all but cross the wafer.” 

Then gplashing, dashing through the town. 

She drove, the stare of all; 

The echo of her rattling whe^s 
Was, “ There goes pretty Poll! 

Oh! pretty, pretty Poll!” 

From ev'ry tongue the echo rung 
“ See, there goes pretty Poll!'\ 

What a lad then was I! 

All to dress at me try. 

And my praise to withhold none so currish. 

With a girl so divine! 

Such dinners! such wine! 

What a d — d clever dog was Jack Flourish! 

But an end to my cash, 

And my fame goes to smash. 

No friends my good qualities nourish ; 

For they, once so kind. 

Now agree in one mind. 

What a d — d stupid flat teas Jack Flourish ! 

Thus cut by my friends, by bailiffs seiz'd, » • 
And this vile limbo near, 
m Yet with one hope I still was phas'd. 

That Poll my cage would cheer. 

To Poll I told where 1 must go. 

And not to leave me sought her; 

She, laughing, cried, “ Dear Jack, you know 
“ I cattnoi c|ps»f/ie water.” L 

ACT II. 

Scene I.— A Garden belonging to Sir Simon 
Flourish's house. 

Miss Hartley discovered. 

Miss H. How distressing is my Harcourt’s ab- 
sence! and tbe mysterious concealment of his 
residence increases iny anxiety. Can he think so 
meanly of me, as to suppose bis loss'of fortune will 
lessen my affection? 

AIR.— Miss Hartley. 

Not mine the narrow soul, assur'd. 

In riches joy toflnd; 

Not mine by tith's glare allur'd. 

To genuine merit blind. 

In wealth and roi^dc who seek for bliss, 

Cmtempt or pity move. 

They never choose so much amiss. 

Whose hearts were form'd for love. 
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‘ Eni§r Harcovrt. 

Mar. MUife! 

Jfm H. uh ! Charlei. 

BMr, Wty uigel* what eMiods abseoee! 

JIftM H. If my Charlen thoaght it so, why not 
■ooner flr to his adoring Harriot? 

JSfar. j followed you to Bath, but unluckily you 
had left it the dav before 1 arrived ; and what then 
happened I could not pret ail on myself to disclose 
to yon: I was resolved to bear my misfortunes 
alone ; but your kindness has dispelled therfi, and 
now I fly with gratitude to thank my deliverer. 

Miss H. Your deliverer! 

Hot. Yes, my Harriot; attempt not to conceal 
your generoni conduct. But for you, a prison 
would have been my habitation for life. 

MissH, A prison, Charles! Has such been your 
distress, and yet conceal it from me ? 

Har, Can it be possible that I am not indebted 
to you for my deliverance? 

Miss H. By concealing from me your situation, 
you prevented me from being your deliverer. Oh ! 
Charles, that was a false prid», which avoided the 
assistance of her who loves you. True aflection 
should seek occasions for receiving kindness, con- 
scious it bestows most delight wjien it aflbrds the 
power of obliging. , 

Har» Pardon me, Harriot. Poverty will be 

rood. But what am 1 to think? See here, my 
ove, this cover enclosed notes suflicient to dis- 
charge my debts. 

Miss H, Whoever has had the pleasnfb of re- 
leasing you claims my gratitude, yet excites my 
«n^. ® 

Aar. Generous girl I To avoid suspicion, 1 had 
better leave you now, my Harriot. 

DUETT.— Harcourt and Miss Hartley. 

Miss H. Ah I mast you away while natures so gay^ 
And all things to happiness move? 

Hark! the feather'd warbler's throat 
Pours of joy the swelling note, 

’Til inspir'd by the spirit of love. 

Har. Ah! wert thott away, ’twould cease to be gay. 
No longer to hapuwess move, 

*Tis thou art the soul 
Gives life to the whole, 

And injuses the spirit of love. 

MiaiH. Hark! the tuneful current near 
Sweetly steals upon mine ear ; 

And its gentle murmurs prove 
’Tis inspir'd by the spirit of love. 

Har. Ah! dear girl, wert thou not here. 

No more these sounds would sweet appear. 
The murm'ring stream would cease to prove 
’Tis inspir'd oy the spi-*to^ love. 

Both. Ah ! dear youth, wert thou away. 

Ah ! dear girl, wert thou away. 

No more would nature's face be gay ; 

No more each sound would sweetly prove 
’Tis inspir'd by the spirit of love. 

lExeunt. 

Scene II. — Sir Simon Flourish's house. 

Enter Lady Flourish and Kitty. 

Lady F. Kitty, did yon see old Testy’s York- 
shire prodigy when he was here? 

Kitty. Yes, my lady. 

Xody F. [ conclude be is a shocking Saracen. 

Kitty. Yes, my lady. 

Lady F. 1 suppose Miss Hartley votes him a 
fid bore. 

Kitty. Lard ! your ladyship, I could not think of 
^ Miss Hartley being troubled with such a brute of 


tkCftU 
boooar. Sir 


a fellow : wspeoialliy, vt lady» M his h 
Simon, desians miss for his own son ; so, 
you, my laoy, 1 sent him away ^ith a flei^ in his 
ear. ** 

Enter Captain O’Neill. 

Lady F. Captain O’Neill, 1 am prodigiously 
happy to see you. Kitty, yon need not wait. 

[ExitKUty. 

Copt. I protest and vow, that meeting yonr 
ladyship gives me the most superlative pleasure. 

Lady F, Why, then, I protest and vow tho 
pleasure is mutual. 

Copt. Your ladyship does me a great deal^ (rf 
honour. I will beg of her ladyship to say a kipd 
word for me to Miss Hartley, for I want very mdhh 
to be thought well of by that lovely girl. {Aside.) 

I am glad to find your ladyship alone. 

Lady F. Glad to find me alone. Captain? 

Capt. Prodigiously so, my lady. 1 have a favour 
to beg o^our ladyship. 

Ltwy F, A favour of me ! I hope. Captain, 

Ore not going to ask anything improper. 

Capt. 1 hope your latU-ship will not think it so. 

Ijttdy F. Indeed but 1 shall, if I ought to thfiris 
it so ; fur though ypu are a very pretty man, and 
very much of a gentleman, and d^ance delighifhllyv 
and have a profusion of elegant accomplishments, 
and — 

Capt, Oh! madam, madam, yon confuse me. 

Lady F. Do I? Well, 1 protest, ’tis very be- 
coming to you. Confusion seems quite natural to 
you ; but 1 will have compassion on yonr modesty. 

Capt, It is very generous in your ladyship to 
eompassiouate a national infirmity. Bashfuluess 
and the brogue always go together. But let mo 
intreat you to take an interest 111 my happiness. 

%ady F. I take an interest in your happiness! 
You’ll absolutely make me faint. 

Capt. What should your ladyship faint abont? 
Why, iny lady, 1 but desire — 

Lady F. Oh ! you should conquer your desires ! 

Capt, But 1 only wish — 

LadyF. Fie, fie! I must not gratify yonr wishes. 
Don't press hoe any furlber ; for though I have a 
great deal of resolution, you have au iutinity of in- 
sinuation. 

Capt. 1 wish yon would let me insinuate my 
meaning 

Lady F. Don’t shook me. I know what yon 
want to insinuate. Think what a dreadful thing it 
is to seduce the wife of your friend. 

Capt. My lady — 

Lady F. Oh! Captain O’Neill, how can yon go 
to persuade me to be unfaithful to poor, dear, litUa 
Sir Simon? 

Enter Sir Simon Flourish. ' 

Sir S. Can I believe my ears? Why, fire and 
fury ! Captain O’Neill, how durst you think of ohoIa 
a thing? 

Capt. Here's a blessed piece of a blander! 

Latly F. Sir Simon, I’m quite shocked at yonr 
intrusion. How can you be so ill-bred? I beg 
you’ll not interfere with my oonoems. I am my- 
self the guardian of my honour, and will not brook 
so insolent a monitor. 

Sir S. Oh ! you violator of friendship ! Oh ! you 
seducer! Why, Tarquin was a Joseph to yon. 

Capt. Sir Simon, upon my honour, #meant not 
the least harm. 

Sir S, Why, did I not hear her say yon wanted 
her to be unfaithful to poor, dear, little Sir Simon. 

Capt. Will you hear me, Sir Simon? 

Sir S. No, you monster of iniquity ! you wanted 
to separate a pair of fine turtle-doves. You delu- 
der of innocence, you desirocer of tho peace of 
families ! 
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Capit Very well, Sir Simon, 1 pleinly tee whet 
yon mean. Yoa are too food of n^btiog to liateo 
to reaaon ; and since nothing bnt spilling my inno- 
cent blood willippeBae yon, I mast submit. There, 
Sir Simon ; (pulling out pistols) I little thought to 
•ock cither of these against you. 

Sir S. Cock them against me ! 

Capt. Take your choice, sir. 

Sir S. Take my choice ! No, I sha’n’t take my 
ohoioe. 

Capt, Oh yon may trust to them ; they have 
done execution in their time. But may be, you 
don’t think one a piece enough? Well, then, fetch 
a pair of your own ; I’ll measure out a few paces 
^ile you are gone. 

Sir S, A few paces ! 

Capt. Oh ! I beg your pardon; I had forgot : yon 
like to fight muzzle to mu/z/le. 

Sir S, Muzzle to muzzle ! Oh Lord ! Oh Lord ! 

Ci^, Well, I must assent to your savage pro* 
pensities. 1 must fight you bow you like. 

^ Sir S. But d — e if I’ll fight at all ! - 

Capt, Not fight me? Oh! the patience of St. 
Patrick rould not brook such contemptuous treat- 
ment. You won’t even fight me? 

Sir S. 1 won’t upon my sogl. 

Capt. You positively refuse to treat me like a 
gentleman? Oh' what extremities you drive me 
to! (Strikes Sir S , with hts cane,) can you 

distress me so ? • 

Sir S. How the devil can you distress me so? 

6’ap/. Not fight me? Oh! ’tis cruel treatment! 

Sir S. It is, upon my soul. 

Cetpt, Now will you fight me? 

Sir S, You are taking the worst way in the 
world to persuade me. 

I’ll try it a little more, however. 

Sit S, Hold, for mercy! I’ll ask your pardon — 
anything. What will ’:5itisfy you? 

. Capt. Nothing that t poltroon can offer. I am 
sorry f have degraded myself by striking a coward. 

*Sir S, 8o am I — very. 

Capt, Oh ! you are a desperate dog! You would 
stand close, toe to toe, muzzle to muzzle. D — e! 
you’d light in a saw-pit. Oh! you are a pretty 
fellow for a second! 


Sir S, Very well for a second, but not quite s< 
well for a principal. But, Captain, I hope yon’l 
be kind enough not to mention this triflTng aflair 
for ’tis a pity the reputation a man has been col 
lecting his whole life, should be whisked away in i 
moment. What a vapour honour is, that it wil 
fly away in the dusting a coat! Do be tender 
Captain ; pray, don’t mention this. 

Capt. In my opinion, you are too contemptibb 
to be mentioned at all. 

Sir S. Your opinion I shall always have the 
highest respect for. 

Capt, Good b’ye, my little game cook ! I shall 
remember you always stand muzzle to muzzle, 
Oh ! you are a desperate dog. indeed ! [ Exit, 

SirS, I have been very unlucky. J am afraid ] 
have not acted quite like a man of fashion. In the 
first place, to interrupt a gentleman’s making love 
to my^wife, was not at all like a man of fashion : no, 
that was very low breeding, indeed. As to getting 
a beating, that will happen to men of fashion, now 
and then. But one part of my behaviour, I hope, 
sets all *0 nghts-— I behaved very ill, and 1 asked 
pardon. If that is not like a man of fashion, the 
devil’s wit. 


Scene III. Inside of the King^s Bench Prison ^ 
vnth a view of the high wall. 

Enter Young Flourish. j 

Fom^JF, Ibave'been puzzling over maps, these 
two hoQri^tohnd out where I have been, or rather. 


where I ought to have been; and ’tis a great deal 
more troublesome to travel in imaginatiou than in 
reality : for I must keep my eyes opc^, while I am 
tracing my journey on^aper; bnt if gone it 
in earnest, I might- have slept oomnlMibly from 
post to post, as most travellers do. 

JSnier Harcourt and Captain O’Neill. 

Ah! Charles, my boy! coming to see me so soon is 
kind, indeed. 

Ihtr. And I have brought a friend to see yon. 

Capt, What a mighty queer world we live in! 
This is a gentleman I am proud to hear call me 
friend, and yet, half-an-bour ago, I was ready to 
cot his throat. * 

Voung F. Cftt yonr friend’s throat? 

Capt, Why, it happens every day, don’t it? 
Your making a wonder of that proves you live out 
of the world. 

Young F, By 5’our account, to live out of the 
world seems the only chance one has to live at all. 

Capt, You are pretty rijjht there; for between 
those who, having too little courage, want to be 
thought to have enough, and those who have so 
much ’(is always boiling over, a qniet man’s life is 
in a constant st^te of requisition. 

Yotmg F. But how came you two to quarrel? 

Ca/». The only wav that two honest men can 
quarrel — by mistake. However, before w e troubled 
our pistols to speak for 11s, we thought it no dis- 
honour to speak a little for ourselves ; by which 
nieansewe found out that though we met to settle a 
dispute, devil a dispute we had to settle. 

Young F, How was that? 

Capt, Why, it appears that this same good-look^ 
ing countenance of mine is unlucky enoagb to 
resemble the phiz of a gentleman blacklegs, who 
by a little trick or two in the way of bis trade, dis- 
bnrthened our friend of his cash. He thonght, 
when he met me in the rooms at Bath, (and the 

K lace, to be sure, was not mnoh in my favour,) that" 
e had nicked his man, and accosted me accord- 
ingly. We lost one another in the crowd, and be 
departed in his error. I learnt his name, and fol- 
lowed him to London ; where, if I hadn’t had wia- 
doin enough to ask an explanation, I might have 
been sent out of the world for the misfortune of 
resembling a scoundrel. 

Har. How much I must ever feel bound to you ! 
Capt, Ah I Horcourt, appearances are very de- 
ceitful, and he who forms his opinions from t!-'***^ ^ 
will blunder on in the dark, let the sun shine ever 
• 80 bright. 

Young F. And that is blundering, indeed. 

Har. Captain O’Neill, my friend, Jack Flonrisfa, 
is a very whimsical fellow : if he had been oat of 
limbo yon would have seen him earlier ; for I should 
have brought hsnwfor my second. 

Young F. you would not: for to be second 
in a duel is, in my mind, an employment prettj 
nearly as bonourable as to be Jack Ketch’s deputy • 
Capt, All the Flourishes are not of that opinion. 

I presume, you are no relation to that little game 
cock, Simon? 

Young F, My father a little game-cook? 

Capt, Sir Simon your father! Why, Sir Simon’s 
son is on his travels. 

Young F, Yes, Sir Simon’s son travels like a 
mill-horse, a greut deal in a small space. But here 
he is ; here’s Jack Flourish ; and if he had not had 
the wisdom to stay at home, be would Imve lost 
the good fortune of becoming acquainted with yon. 

He is a fool who quits Old England, for d— e, if 
he’ll find such fellows anywhere as he leaven 
behind him. 

Capf, I should be jealous of your praise if Old 
England and Old Ireland were not exactly the 
same npot of ground. So you arc, really and traly^ 
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the fine tn^elled ^omr s odtleman, Hr. Flourkhi I 
Oh! joa ar« a hq^fal bo^ ! 1 aisare you, your I 
fatbar baliofM you baro^een seen and admirH in ^ 
erew oonAie Enrope. 

Jl Ao 1 onji^ht to bare been seen and ad- 
mired in everr oonrt in Enrope, bat 1 was nnlnck- 
ily introdnoed at tl^ court of King’s Bench, and 
am not likely to yisit any other oonrt in a hurry. 

Ifer. Von must contrive to be on terms with 
jonr father, to assist me in obtaining his sanction 
to my passion for his ward, Miss Hartley. t 

Ctmt. What! yon bare a passion for Miss 
Bartfej? So have! too. That is unlucky. 

Hot. a passion for Miss Hartley? 

Capt. Yes : but 1 am hy no means sure she has 
a passion for me; so, if you osn prmre she has for 
you, there are two to one against me. 

Yoimi; F, I’ll lay the odds. 

Cflpt. Is it so? Enough said, then. He that 
can’t make sport, never let him spoil it. ’Tis true, 

J had a liking for the young lady, but the first prin- 
ciple of my liking was to make her happy ; and as 
long^ as that is brought abouk, whether by you or 
me, is the same thing among friends. Ha, lia, ha ! 
Hy young traveller, 1 can’t help laughing to think 
that this yery morning I was dusting the coat of a 
relation odour’s. 

FbaiMp F. That was very kind of you ; ana while 
your bs^d is in I’ll thank you to dust mine, for I’m 
aure it wants it. 

Ci^. Farewell, my young traveller; everr as- 
mstanoe I can give, you may depend on. Well, 
Charles, you are a lucky dog to get such a sweet 
giri as Miss Hartley. Oh ! the dear creatures, how 
{lore them! 

S0N6.--GArTAiN O’Neil. 

In the emihs of the fair 
Je the beet cure for caret 
If reeled our bosom, they charm it to ease; 

Or with eye sweetly glancing. 

Our hearts they set mncing, 

Fhtyosdm us and rouse us e'en just as they please. 

The wise prop of a state, 

Or the warrwr so great. 

Oft bows down to kiss beauty's rod on his knees; 

'Tis the province ^beauty 
. To teach men their duty. 

For women can do with us just what they please, 

, M'en ike miser quits gold. 

Their bright charms to behold, 

And gives them his soul, for he yields them his keys; 
The dear rogues are so clever. 

Oh! bless 'em for ever. 

And osag ikey rule over us just as they please, [Exit, 

Hot, Jack, I’vo been thinkii}^^ how yon are to 
gel at liberty. 

Young F, Have you 1 'Well, how 1 

Far, Acquaint your father that you are returned 
from abroad, then get a rule for the day, and see 
blm : his joy at the sight qf you may soften his 
beart, and pave the Way for your forgiveness. 

Young F» Well said. I’H do it : I’ll have? a rule : 
I’U hire a horse, as we call it. 

Bar, Well, my boy, success attend you. All 
(he assistance I can give you, depend on. Farewell, 
my young traveller ! [E«t. 

Young F, D — e ! ’tis a lucky thought. Ay, but 
‘ they won’t trust me out alone. I must take one 
of neir watch>dogs along with me. How ahall I 
muage that? I have it. Yonder goes little Dicky. 
JThtt’s Inbky \ He’s the man for my purpose. I 
moat 'go to Monmonth-street myself to brush up 
iKieBraoces, and so I’ll take little Dicky with me, 
drSie him smart! v, and introduce him to my father 
liSr M a foroiga aobleman who came over with me. 


WoUaaidl Hossa! Dicky, Diokyl I am so happy 
that I ahall see the outaidb of that d«-d wall once 
morel 

Enter Dicky. 

Dicky. Do you vant me. Master Flourish ? 

Young F, Dicky, my boy, you are a clever little 
fellow ; yon are tho only man that can serve me. 

Dicky, Vy, then, make it vorth my.vhile, and 
nobody readier. 

Fbtm^ F. I am going to have a rule : hire a 
horse, as we call it ; and you shall get up behind. 
There is nobody else in your way fit for a gentle- 
man’s oonmanion: you are the only genteel article. 
Dicky. To be snre, they are d — d wulgar. 

Young F, I am going to take you to my father^ 
and you must pass for a man of fashion. 

Dicky. Weil, my master. I’ll try. 1 shall look it 
vei^ well. 

Young F. No, no: I must put you on, a laced 
coat. 

DUETT*.— Young Flourish and Dicky. 
Young F. Dicky, I shaU smartly dress you. 

Dicky. Vhy, Tm smart enough. Lord bless you! 
Young F. No, no, 

Dicky. Vhy so? 

Vhat am I to pass for, pray? 

Young F. For a man of rank, I say. 

Dicky. Vhy, then, don't J hit it quite? 

Sure, I'm dress'd exactly right. 

Young F. Why, really, Dicky, J must oioti 
You're in the style of men of ton; 

In side-boxes oft we view 
Men of fashion dress'd like you, 

Dicky. In side boxes oft you see 

Men of fashion dress'd like me. 

Young F. Very true, 

Just like you; 

But that will not with daddy do. 

Dicky. Vhy so? 

Young F. You must know, 

Dad's a bit of the old beau. 

And thinks it most becoming when 
Men of fashion dress like gentlepien, 
Dicky. In ^e-boxes oft you see 

Men of fashion dress'd like me. 

Young F. Dad thinks U most becoming when 
Men of fashion dress like gentlemen, 

[Exeunt, 

Scene IV. — Young Testy's Chamhersinthe Temple, 
Young Testy and Snare discovered. 

Snare. And so you like London prodigiously ? 
Young T, Hugely ! What did my quiz of a fa- 
ther mean by keeping me in the country so long! 
I ought to have been as wise as 1 am now five years 
ago. 

Snare, To be sore; and your knowledge would 
not liave surprized people either. 

Young T. No, not at all. I am not half so know- 
ing as 1 ought to be, for all I was bred in’York- 
shire. 

jSnare. That was in your favour. 

Young T, Oh I ’twas heaven’s mercy I Kras 

E itched into a ’culisb epuntry, or 1 sboold never 
ave been able to shew my face here. Why, boys 
of sixteen here know a great deal more than I 
do. 

Snare, Boys of sixteen! Men of sixteenT yov 
mean. Sixteen! why, ’tis the prime of a man's 
life. Who are your greatest men on the tarf? yoar 
men of sixteen. Who keep yonr dashing women 
in the greatest style? your men of sixt^qo. 
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Yotmg T. So I tIteaAt. It teteo into lAj lieiid 
'that keeping jour dadingwoiDea was a Tery joong 
trick. 

Snare. Everything is now in a state of forward' 
ness unknown to oor ancestors. Xiondon may be 
termed an immense hot-house, where everything is 
forced. You eat your fruit before it is in «ea8on. 
You run through your constitution before it is 
matiiredt You spend your estate before you are in 
possession, and get divorced from^our wife before 
yon ought to have married. 'Tie a lively system, 
IS it not? 

Young T, Ay, a short life and a merry one. 

Snare, But you were out of luck last night. 

# Young T. Yes, a little ; and when I had lost all 
my money, it was vastly friendly of yon to lend 
me the two hundred pounds ; but I lost them too. 

Snare. It will happen so sometimes. A lad of 
spirit does not mind such trifles. 1 will thank you, 
though, to return me the money : for I am rather 
out of cash. 

Young 7. Eh ! « 

Snare. I'll thank you for the two hundred pounds 
I lent you. 

Young T, My dear friend, I could as soon give 
yon a million. My father does not allowance me in 
such a grand style as that comes to. I must catch 
him in a devilish good humour, ay, and in a great 
many of them, before I get two bundled pounds of 
him. " 

Snare. Tis d — d shabby of you to borrow money 
you can’t pay. 

Young T. Is this your friendship? Why, did 
not you force it on me? Did not you tell me you 
only lived in obliging your friends; 

Snare, You make a small mistake; 1 told yon I 
only lived by obliging my friends. But as it is not 
convenient to you to pay the money, give me your 
note, and it will do just well. 

Young T. Ah ! now you are my friend again. I 
thought you would not desert me so soon. You 
who so kindly took me by the ha Ad, taught me to 
punt at Ikro, told me the nicks and crabs at haxanl, 
and though you never play yourself, were so kind 
to introduce me to all your friends that do. 

Snare, Here’s a stamp; sign your name: I 
have filled it up. I thought you couldn’t pay me 
directly. 

Young T. AYhat is this? (Reads.) *^'On demand, 
I promise to pay Nic, Snare. Esquire, four hundred 
pounds. Value received,** Dang it, man, yon lent 
me but two. 

Snare. And do you think I’m to be paid nothing' 
for my risk ? Your father may disinherit you, and 
I may never get a dolt. No, no ; I shall never live 
by obliging friends at that rate. 

Young T. Oh! this is d — d scandalous! pay four 
hundred pounds for two, and not have the worth of 
a sixpence to shew for it! D— London ! I wish I 
had staid in Yorkshire all the days of iny life. 

Snare. It is very ungrateful of you to put your- 
self in a passion with me, who have taught you so 
mai^ pretty games. 

Young T, Yes, and you want to teach me another 
pretty game : to shew me that one and one make 
fi^ur. 

OldT, (Knocking without.) Tom, let me in. 

Young T, Zounds ! my father! 1 must open the 
door. 

Snare: (Bolding Mm.) No, you sha’n’t till you 
have settled our business. * 

Old T. ( Without.) Torn, I say, let me in. 

Young T. Coming, sir. 

Snare. Jt yon don’t sign. I’ll tell him all your 
pranks. 

Youn^ T. (Signs.) There, and the devil do you 

r d with it. D — gaming! d — swindling! and 
(Opmihefloor.)^ ^ 


Enter 

How do yon do, sir? ' 

Old T. How do I do f Yon made gaaat haste to 
ask me. Why, you have eompany. Is this the 
way you pasa your mornings? . Yon onght to be at 
sto^, sir. js 

Yourw T. This gentleman comes to assist mo in 
my studies, sir. 

^ Old T, Oh I that is very kind of him. Thank yon, 
sii^ for all yon have tanght my son. 

Snare. Oh ! sir, ’tis a pleasure to me. 

Old S. Do you praotise much at the bar, Mr? 

Snare. Not much now, sir. I have had in my 
time a ^etty deal of Old Bailey -practice. 

Old T. And retired from it with yoor jnst 
deserts ? 

Snare. Not exactly, sir, or I mast say I should 
have been in a more elevated sitnalion. Men often 
retire from the bar with less than they merit. 

Old T, More’s the pity. Well, I will not intrnde 
any longer, Tom. I oalled to give yon money to 
pay for your furniture and your books : never be 
in debt longer than you can help. Always pay your 
way. There’s a draft for fonr hundred pounds. 
And so, good morning, and thank yon kindly for 
all you have (h>ne for my son. rAhnV. 

SHare. A very good kind of an old genilemaii 
! that father of yoor s: mind what be say.s — ** Never 
I be in debt longer than yon can help. Always pay 
I yonr way.” That four hundred pounds will jnst 
^ bala(‘ce our little aocouut. 

Young T. Why, you aVt stich a rogue? 

Snare. You had "bettergbe correct in yonr lan- 
guage, young gentleman, or you most satisfy my 
honour. 

Fotm^ T. Oh ! d — yonr honour ! Did not yon 
bear my father say, it was for my npholsterer and 
bookseller? They have been for their money already, 
and if I don’t pay them, who knows but they will 
send me to gaol? 

Snare. On ! no. Tradesmen are used to go with* 
out their money; but gentlemen like me, must 
touch the ready, or y'our character is lost for ever. 
So at once pay me, or I'll expose you. 

Yowm T. There — plague take you! — there is 
the m£myr. And now if I don’t marry directly, I 
may aj^liaog myself; and of two evils — 

Smre. Marry, by all means. Good b’ye, Tom. 
. Remember, I live by obliging my friends. [ExiV. 

Young T. The devil fly away with such friends! 
Oh ! I’m in a pretty mess ! If Miss Hartley hadu’lt 
taken socli a fancy to me, what would have become 
of .me! ’Tis heaven’s mercy I was a likely lad! 
My beanty has saved my bacon. I’m in a fine way ! 
I shall certainly be arrested ; I can’t save my li- 
berty, that is certain. All I can do is to try to lose 
it my own Of the two, ’tis better to marry 

than go to gain; nut at whose suit I shall be obliged 
to surrender myself, my wife’s, or my tradesmen’s, 
depends entirely on whether the bailifl* or the parson 
does bis bosioess quickest. [Jhnf* 

Scene V. — Lady Flmtrish*s Dressing-room; asqfii^ 
add sash-window with curtabu. 

Kitty discovered. 

Kiitu. Well, thank my stars, I sha’n’t long b« 
obliged to do sneh menial business. Called here, 
and oalled ther& No, no; I shall soon be yonne 
Mr. Testy’s wife; and then Madam Testy wul call 
her servants about her aa haughtily as the lirst lady 
in the land. 

AlB.-*KiTTy. 

What a hard lot is omrs now, indeed and indeed, 

*Tis a terrible life that we poor senumts had; 
pearly end Hotel 
To tod and to wad,- 
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To do ojt onft’t hidt 
Tet attre to bo chid, 
lU humours to boar. 

And yet not to dare 
Tho* with anger we bum, 

To be spUefw and cross in return. 

Whai a hard lot is ouD, then, indeed and indeed! 
*Tis a terrible life that we poor servants lead! 

To he sure, when one happens a sermce to get in. 
Where, to aid madam's frolics, her secrets we're letm, 
Why, then, I must own, of our blabbing afraid. 

The maid is the mistress, the mistress the maid. 

They coax one so pretty! 

'Tis **deisr Mrs. Kitty! 

You're so kind and clever, 
rU love you for ever." 

Our wages they double. 

Yet give us no trouble; 

And, while they're so dvil. 

We're as saucy and pert as the devil. 

What a hard lot is theirs, then, indeed and indeed! 
'Tit a terrible life our poor mistresses lead! 

Bui the times are so alter'd, these places are rare 

HOW, 

For who knows their intrigues, there few ladies 
care now, 

A faux-pas to conceal they will use little labour. 
While each lady's in countenance kept by her neighs 
hour. 

Their spouses so hind, too. 

Such foibles are blind to; 

Nay, some wilt assume our vocation ; 

If a go-between's needed, 
fVe're pass'd by unheeded. 

The husband takes our occupation. 

What a strange lot is theirs, then, indeed and indeed! 
*Tis a whimsical life that some husbands had! 

Enter OLD Testy. 

D«tr me! here comes my papa that is to he. 

Old T, What, i have found somebody at last : I 
bare been hunting from room to room, and the 
devil a soul could 1 see. 

Kitty, Sir, my master and mistress are not at 
home. 

Old T. Since I can't prove to the contrary, I in- 
oline to believe so. 

Kitty. Pray, sir, let me shew you ont. You haye 
, intruded yourself into my lady’s dressing room. 
Old T. Don’t hurry me, you young baggage ! 
and, pray, who are you, with that pretty facet 
Kuty. Your daughter that is to be. (Aside.)* I 
am K.itW, sir. 

Old T. Kitty, you are a pretty girl. Give me a 
kiss, Kitty. 

Liard ! sir, don’t be rumbsutipal. 

Old T. I say, Kitty — this is what 1 have wanted 
a long while. (Aside.) Isay, Kitty, do you like 
your place? Should you have any objection to 
quit it, to live with a middle-aged gentleman as a 
kind of a housekeeper? eh ! 

Kitty. Lard! sir, I hope yon have no design 
upon my honour. 

Old T. No, not I; I dare say your honour has 
been long out of the way of anybody’s design. 
But tell roe, could you like such a plain-spoken, 
eomely-looking, matter-of-fbot man as myself? eh ! 
>> Kitty. This is lucky ; I’ll humour the old fellow, 
. and when 1 marry his son, he’ll not be angry with 
me, for fear of my exposing him. (Aside.) 

Old T. Well, what do you say, my pretly? 
Kitty. 1 don’t know what to say, sir. If I could 
have it under your hand that you wouldn’t forsake 


love now witliout signing and seaiiug. 


mr. \ 
Bp making 


AloTe-letteavrill be seat back unopened, unless 
’tis on stamped paper; and Cupid himself would* 
not be half so good a go-between as a oommon 
attorney. 

AIR.— Old Testy. 

Woman now, by grace and feature, 

Sighs and vows, wiU not be caught. 

If you'd have the pretty creature, * 

The pretty dkeature must be bought. 

You may swear. 

You may tear, 

Youmay cry. 

You may lie. 

You may kneel. 

You may feel 

All the pangs that from love's raging fervours arise, 
Andproclatm her an angel dropp'd down from ilteskies. 

No pity she shews 

For your btidget of woes; ^ • 

tShe scoffs at your tears, ana derides all your pain, 
Andf^'en darling flatt'ry assails her in vain. 

Who then finds the way 

His addresses to pay. 

In a style which this whimsical creature confix? 

He who drives to her door 

In a chariot and four. 

Or old Nick himself in a fine coach and six. 

WeH, what am I to give to yon under my hand? 

Kitty. Only your promise that you love me, and 
won't forsake me. 

Old T, Come, there is no great harm in a pro- 
mise without a penalty. (Aside. Takes out his 
pocket-book, and writes on a leaf.) There, there’s 
iny written promise, and now, my pretty dear — 

( Going to kiss her . ) 

Sir S. ( Kitty ! Is your lady come 
home, Kitty? 

Kitty. Oh, dear me! here is Sir Simon. What . 
shall 1 do? Coming, sir. I wouldn’t have him 
see yon and me alone together, for the world. 

Old T. Nor I neillier. The rascal would banter 
me to death. 

Kitty. And I should lose my character. Oh! 
dear sir, hide yourself. 

Old T. Where, where? 

Kitty. A 1 ^ where, sir. 

Sir S. ( Without.) Kitty ! 

Kitty. Coming, sir. There, under the sofa, sir. 

0/c? T. Zounds ! I shall be cramped to dea^. 

SirS. (Without.) Kittv, I say! 

, Kilty. Make haste, make Imste. 

Old T. Well, if 1 must, I must. (Gets under the 
sofa.) Send him away directly. 

Kitty. Yes, sir, yes. 

Enter SiR SiMON Flourish. ^ 

Sir S. Why, Kilty, what are you in snob a bustin' 
about? My lady is not at home, is she ? 

Kitty. No, sir, no. 

Sir S. I’m glad of it. I came home on purpose 
to catch you alone, Kitty. 

Old T, (From under the sofa.) Ob ho! yon did, 
did you? • 

Sir S. Yon are the prettiest little rogue in the 
world, Kitty. Yon know how long I have been in 
loye with you, Kitty; now, do have compassion on 
me. 

Kitty, Pray, sir, be quiet, an’d don’t take snob 
liberties. 

Sir S, Why, my dear, charming Kitty-— 

Lady F. ( Without.) Pray, Captain 0*Nei1I, do 
me the kindness to walk this way. 

My lady’s voice! 

Sir S. By all that’s discordant ! She^W<t not 
see me here with you. I told her I should not be 
at home till night. She'll suspect sometbiiiS;, 
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KUty. Well ebe may, if tbe leea me in this 
rampled condition. Oh dear! what shall 1 dot 
where shall I run ? 

Sir S. Here, here; come, quick. 

Kitty, Oh dear! oh dear! (^Both go behind the 
window-curtain,) 

Enter LADY FLOURISH and Captain O’Neill. 

Lady f. This vmy. Captain O’Neill. Allow me 
to shew you into my little dressing-room. 

Capt. Your ladyship does me great honour. 

Lady F, Pray, sit down. 1 conducted you here. 
Captain O’Neill, that 1 might not be agitated again 
by Sir Simon’s intrusion. 

Sir S. Vasily well. 

Capt. Madam, the reason of my now calling 
is — 

Lady F. 1 know your reasons very well, you 
can’t impose upon me, though you have on my 
husband. 

Capt. My dear lady, I wish to be understood — 

Lady F. 1 don’t in the least doubt it : but^ren- 
tiemen of your country, with the best intentions in 
the world, sometimes find it a very difficult matter. 
Bull understand you perfectly; the passion yon 
ventured to intimate this morning — 

Cnpt. 1 have, now, my lady, entirely relins 
qnished — 

Lady F, What, you barbarous mhn, have you 
ensnared my susceptible heart, and do yon *how 
abandon your conquest? 

Capt. I ensnare your susceptible heart! 

Lady F. Yes, yon inhuman creature! Oh, oh! 
(^Cryinq.) ’Tis too much, too much to bear ! 

Sir S. (Rushing from behind the curtain.) ’Tis 
too much for me to hear. To hear one’s wife make 
love to another man, is too much for anybody to 
bear. 


Capt, Sir Simon! 

. F. Sir Simon! 

Sir S. Yes, the wronged Sir Simon. Is this the 
way you reward my faithful love, my fond attach- 
ment! (Lady F. sinks on the sofa, fainting.) 

Capt. Gel her a little water, Sir Simon ; I’ll give 
her some air. ( Going towards the window. ) 

Sir S. Don’t give her any air, she’ll be better 
without it. ( Captain O^NeUl runs to open the window, 
tnroujs aside the curtains, and discovers Kitty : she 
screanut. which calls the attention of Lady F.) 

Lady F, Very well. Sir Simon. This is your 
faithful love, your fond attachment! 

Capt. Oh! the blessing of mutual aflection! 
These are the fond turtle-doves ! ’Faith I you arei 
well paired. 

Lady F. I shall never recover this terrible 
shock. 

Capt. Now the impediment is removed, let me 
recommend a little ventilation to your ladyship. 
(Opens the window.) Pray, sit and enjoy it as com- 
tortably as you can. (Runs to the sofa, and draws it 
back towards the window, by which Old Testy is dis- 
covered.) What have we got here? It looks like a 
great turtle, left on the shore by the retiring of the 
tide. Favour me with one of your fins. (Raising 
him ifp by the arm.) 

^Sir S. Mr. Testy, what the devil do you do 
here? 


LadyF. Mr. Testy, what is your business in mj 
dressing-room? 

OldT, Your dressing-room is a place of won- 
derful business, indeed! 

Capt. Pray, to which party do you belong? 

Old T. Which party ! You see I am out now ; 
and what is not uncommon, 1 kept my place as long 
as 1 

Sir Si^pKhBt do you mean by your .outs and ins 
in my honse? I have a great mind to make an 
v:kainple of‘‘yon. ’fo ha found under the sofa in ' 


my wife’s dressing-room ! why, the bank of Engfand 
could hardly pay the damages a liberal orim. oon. 
jury would give me. 

FINALE. 

Sir S. ril teach you to pk^ the antic. 

Old T. So you can for you know how. 

Lady F. They will surely drive me franiic. 

Kitty. I am innocent, I vow, 

Cd^t. OhlbequUt; 

Make no riot. 

Sir S. Make no riot I but I wilL 
Capt. You*ve forgot. 

Sir S. No, Fve not; 

No, with you Fm very stiU. 

Capt. Come, agree. 

For I see 

You had all the self-same plan, 

All but the modest Irishman, 

Sir S. * For no good he came, certain. 

Lady F. I know nothing why he came; 

Old T. Why went you behind the curtain ? 

LadyF. Ah! Sir Simon, blush for shams! 
OldH'. Oh, the curtain I 

LadyF. Pretty flirting ; 

Sir S. True, my tender, darling wife. 

Constant dove ! 

Lad jf F. Faithful love ! 

Capt. Psha! leave off ll^is foolish str^e. 

For you had all the .self-same plan. 

Sir S. But me and the modest Irishman, 

Kitty. Ma'am, forgive me ; 

Lady F. That Fit never, 

Kitty. Don't forget your freaks are known: 

Lady F. Character you've lost for ever : 

Kitty. Pray, my lady, where's your own ? 

Lady F. I don't heed it. 

Servants need it. 

Ladies do as well without. 

Capt. Come, give o'er. 

Talk no more, 

j Why keep up this foolish rout, 

, When you had all the self-same plan. 

I Kitty^* ^ modest Irishman. 

I All. Sttspicions certainly appear. 

But Fm in my conscience clear, 

I A nd therefore nothing have to fear ; 

' For you had alt the self-same plan, 

Butjp^^attd the modest Irishman, 

’Tis quite shocking. 

You're but mocking, 

You to innocence pretend! 

You're found oul, 

Past a doubt : 

Cease your foUuto defend ; 

For you had all the self-same phm^ 

But me and the modest Irishman. 

[Exauni, 

ACT III. 

Scene I.^il Garden. 

Harcodrt and Miss Hartley discovered* 
duett,— Harcourt and Miss Hartley. 
Tell me, my love, wou’d'st thou forego 
Transports, which only lovers know 
To heal at once the pmgnaut smart 
^ That still must rack the anxious heart ; 
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FmrtMmfw emr ihtm*d dtairou. 

Ah I no, the thrMinge ofdeUght, 

Whkh in each pnbe proclaim thy sight. 

The bounding hearths tumvdtuous heat, 

SweWng its hindred heart to meet. 

Are joys for which all pain Fd prove. 

And never, never cease to love, 

. MissH. Here comes Sir Simon. Heavens! 
how shall I account for j^our being here? i. 

Har, Don’t be alarmed, my love ; I’ll think of 
aome'oxcase. 

Enter Simon Flourish. 

Sir S, Eht who have we here ? a jonng man 
tHe-hdSte with my ward! Well done, it runs 
through the family ; I’ll be hound there is not an 
unpaired turtle in my whole establishment. This 
is a worse business than my wife’s a great deal, 
for this young lady will wish to carry her fortune 
as well as her inclinations, out of my familj^ Now. 
thov^ my wife may send her aflectiM on a visit. 
1 still keep at home all 1 marriecT her for. Pray. 
Miss Hartley, have 1 the honour of knowing this 
gentleman ? 

Miss H. The gentleman, sir. has finsiness with 
you. {Retires,) 

Har, Sir. your son. who is my particular friend, 
both of the same college, has commissioned me to 
aoonaint yon of his safe arrival in England. 

Sir S, My boy arrived ! Huzza! sir, I shs^!! be 
proud of yonr acquaintance. How soon may I ex- 
pect to see my son ? 

Har, Very shortly, sir. I got the start of him. 
and hastened to make you happy with this intelli- 
gence. • 

Sir S. How far have yon been travelling, sir ? 

Har^iJust as far as your son, Sir Simon ? 

Sira, Well, sir, and how do you like foreign 
parts? 

Har, Ah! sir. I believe travellers, who have 
eeen more X)f foreign countries than I have, will 
give the palm to old England. 

AI R. — Ha rcou rt. 

Tjwglonj in war let those loudly proclaim. 

Who mistake discord's blast for the trumpet of fame. 
And give sla^hter the meed of renown; 

^Tis Britain, thy praise, 
f, The sword ne'er to raise 

In ravage and plunder's fell cause ; 

But to guard sacred honour's pure laws. 

And the pride of the base to bring down, 

StiU o'er the falVn foe 
Let pity's teai^ flow, 

Hot sound forth the triumph of blood. 

No, Britain, thou art great and goe^ * 

Let this thy glf^ oe, 

This let aJfmtring nations see, 

Tlud with thee 
Dwells sweet Humanity, 

Sir, I mast now lake my leave. 

Sir S, Won’t you stay till yonr friend arrives ? 

Har, Now, Sir Simon, 1 am particularly en- 
gaged ; but' I shall hope for the pleasure ol being 
fvrther known to yon. 

SirS, Yon honour me very much, sir. and a 
thousand thanks for your kind visit. [Exit Har- 
court.] My son returned, and so soon to see him! 
TAie atones for all my disasters. The sight of my 
■heoApKshed boy will almost compensate for the 
,laH,af being second in a duel to an Irishman ; will 
akaost make me forget the hearty threshing be 
Lsgre me/ and my wife’s making love to him. 
feTheea are misfortonos. to be anre. but Jaokis 
|;€0ii6home, and I Will think no more of them. 
¥ [ExU. 


Miee H,' J will endettnor to repreas every 
anxioui tbottght. and dwell only on tne prospect 
of future happiness. 

AIR.— Miss Hartley. 

Come, smiling Hope, dispel each chilling fear. 

And with thy glowing beams mg bosom cheer ; 

On future blessings dart thy vivid ray. 

Chasing the low'ring clouds of doubt away ; 

To bright perspective stUl direct my eye, 

And cast in shade the brightest objects nigh, [Exit. 

Scene II. — A Street, 

Enter Bluff, the BaiUff, and Followers. 

Bluff. Are yon sure. Tom. yon dogged the right 
man? 

Is/ Fol. Quite sure. Master BlufT. 

Bluff, And why didn’t you take him ? 

1st Fol, Because he got into church before I 
could get at him. 

BFuff And so 1 am to be kept waiting here till 
he chooses to come ont of church? Oh 1 here he 
comes. 

Enter YouNO Tebty and Kitty. 

* Young T, Well, the job is done; I’m a married 
man for the lirst time in my life. ’Tis devilish 
com[cal. 1 wonder how 1 shall like it. Mrs. 
Testy, how do you do, my dear? 

Kitty. How do you do, Tom ? 

Youn^ T, Tom ! 1 don’t know whether 1 like to 
be called Tom now. It don't shew respect enough 
from a wife to her husband. 

Kilty. Respect from a wife to a husband I Oh ! 
ToiA, yonr comilry education ! I see yon will be 
very troublesome to me. 

Young T. I don’t know whether I slmll be trou- 
blesome or no. Dang it, one can’t begin too soon 
to shew one is determined to wear the breeches. 
(Aside.) Mrs. Testy, 1 desire you will consider 
what is due to a husband. 

Kitty. And 1 desire. Mr. Testy, you will con- 
sider what is due to a wife. 

Bhiff. And I desire, Mr. Testy, you will con- 
sider what is due to a creditor. (Taps him on the 
shoulder.) I am sorry, good folks, to interrupt 
yonr noptia* harmony. Here’s h little bit of a 
writ against yon. 

Young T. At whose suit? 

Bluff. Your bookseller’s. 

]«/ Fol. And here’s another. 

Young T, At whose soil? 

1st Fol, Your upholsterer’s. 

Kitty, Writs against my dearly beloved? How 
soon the comforts of matrimony begin ! 

Young T. Well, I don’t mind; when I touch 
my wife's fortune 1 shall be at liberty directly. 

Kitty, Year debts must be very small, if your 
wife’s fortune will pay them. (Aside,) 

Young T, W^lieremust I go? 

Bluff, That depends on how much of the ready 
yon have got. 

Young T. D — n it. they are gll for the ready. 
I say, wife — my dear — 

Kitty, W bat do yon want ? (SulkUy,) 

Young T, Have you got any of the re^y 7 
Kitty. No, not I. 

Young T, Haven’t yon. indeed ! Search. 

Kitty. I have nothing but two pocket pieoes and 
a silver bodkin. ■ 

Bluff, Come, come ; poor as a rat, I Me. Yon 
most go to prison directly ; I have no room for 
sneh paupers as you, so come along. ' ' 

Young T, My darling, and must I bojHhi fr#m 
my loving wife? (Sobbing.) "W 

Kitty, Oh, dear I Oh, dear ! ’tie vcryHSiitreii«- 
ing. 
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Ymma T, BleM tOT ml, who is that cominff 
' yonder? sore, ’tis Jack ^Floarish ; it is— stand 
back a little. 

EnUr Young FlouriiiT aud Dicky, both dressed 
in MonmotUh-street finery. 

Young F. Here 1 am once more at large in Lon- 
don Streets. tlVhet a Uixnrjr it is again to be jost- 
led about, and nearlj run over by tlie coaclies and 
carts. Lord, bow happy I am to be out of that 
d — d cage, though only for a day. Dicky, you 
look vastly well. 

Dicky. Yes, my master, good clothes become 
me. 

Young F, As I was obliged to have a jailor to 
attend me, it is lucky, Dicky, 1 coitld get one so 
much of a gentlemRn. 

Dicim. It would be d — d hard if I could not be- 
have like a gemman, who have lived all my life in 
gemmetrs company, in the King’s Bench, and the 
Marslialsea, and the debtor’s side of Newgate. 

Young F. Yes, Dicky, ’tis certainly very fjen- 
teel to tie intimate in those places ; but, you know, 
one should not brag of one’s connexions, so mum’s 
the word before my father; I must pass you off 
for a foreign Count ; so mind your hits, Dicky. 

Young T. Bcod! I’ll speak to him. Don’t let 
him see your face. Do you walk a liy.le that way, 
(to Kilty.) for as T am going to ask a favour of 
him, it might not be so prudent to let him know 1 
have married bis mistress. 

Kitty. Lord ! you fool, many a gentleman would 
be much obliged to you for marrying his mistress. 

[JSxit. 

Young T. T say, Jack— Jack Flonri.sh. 

Young F. Eli ! 

Young T. 'What, don’t yon know me ? I know 
you, you see, for all your outlandish clothes. 

YouttgF. What, 'I 'om Testy ? 

• T. Yes, I oeTom Testy. 

Young F. J am devilish glad to see you. 

^owfg T. Be you, indeed; that’s right, ’Tis 
lucky to meet friends when one wants them, is it 
not? One should never be shy of a friend when 
he is in trouble, shbald one ? 

Young F. No, to be sure not. What the devil 
^'Aoes he mean? (Aside.) 

Young T. If I was to meet a friend v^lh a bailiff 
at his elbow (F/ourish turns and looks at Dicky.) 1 
should be as glad to see him as if 1 met him walk- 
ing with a nobleman. 

Young F. Bailiff and nobleman ! Yes, yes, he 
twigs me. He knows Dicky here in his real and 
mBsquerude character both. (Aside.) 

Young T. 1 say, f should he as happy to shake 
hands with him at one time as another. 

Young F. And so should I, upon my8oa1.( j^Adb- 
ing hands. ) O d — n it, all’s up ; I am found ouL 
(Aside.) 1 say, Tom, I see how the thing is. How 
tpe devil came you to know it? 

Y ounijf T. Know it I dang it, I could not help 
knowing it; for before he said a word, he gave 
me such a oui bed thump on« the shoulder, as no- 
body would have ventnred to have done that hadn’t 
the law to back him. 

X oung F. Eh 1 (^Looking about and seeing Bluff.) 

Bluff. Come, oome, I an’t to stay here a whole 
term arresting you. Will the gemmao bail you or 
not? 

Young T. Ay, Jack, will you bail me? 

Young F. I bail I 1 bail you ! Here’s an affair! 
What, Tom, you arrested 1 Ha, ha! well>'<said, 
young Rural, 

Danish, don’t laugh. Jack. 
What wfl^B do for me ? 

Yomnj^F I can’t bail you, I’m not a hoose- 
wut where are yon going? 

Young T. (To Bluff.) Ay, where am I going? 


Strait to RlofftBRneh. 

Young F. The King’s Bench ; that’s anlaoky^ 
(aside) for then wo shall know more of oHo ano- 
tber than I wish. I say, Tom, Newgate is a jury 
pretty prison. You had better go to Newgate. 

Young T. Newgate'. Don’t mention it. 

Young F. Well, there is no persua^ng poqilo 
to their good against Ibeir inclination. If yon will 
go to the King’s Bench, I will certainly come and 
see you there. 

^oung T. Wijl you be so kind? 

Young F. I will, upon my sonl. 

Young T. It is vastly good-natured of you. 

Young F. Not at all; it won’/ be putting mo 
out of my way in the least. . ^ 

Young T. It is your good-nature makea yonsay 
so. Good b’ye, Jack ; we shall meet again §ooo, 
then. 

Young F. Yes, Tom, much sooner than I wish 
(Aside.) Farewell. 

Young T. Good b’ye, you’ll not forget to oonua 

Young F. No, not I ; but if 1 should, hemltm 
gentlemau wni remind me. 

[Exeunt Young F. and Diekym 

Bluff. Take oare orhiin. [To otte of hie Followers, 
who exits with Young T.] Now, how stand our 
othe%jobs ? 

QUARTETTO. — Bluff and Followers. 

Jemmy ChimeTt the rhymer, from his garret I hauTd, 
By Sjf Thunder 0*B Under J was cursedly nuaJd; 


'or young Stakehall of Bakehall J teas sent on the 
scout, m 

So I sought him and caught him at Lady PhmdeFi 
rout, 

Blessing on those gaming -houses t 
Oh, the thought our spirits rouses. 

They're the cause of our well-doing. 

They draw in ten fiats to ruin. 

Charming Faro ! 

Game so rare O ! 

Fleece away, ye dames of style. 

Fill your purses. 

Laugh at curses. 

Bailiffs bless you all the while. 

1 Fol. I've, a writ for Colonel Spendalt, 

2 Fol. I have one for Doctor Endtdl, 

it Fol. And I one for Simon Lendall, 

All. Bravo! Nab ’em, have 'em tight. 

Merry then we'll be at night ; 

These wilt yield a jovial quaff 

To tu officers o' in' staff. [Rreimf. 

Scene III.— Eir Simojs Flourish's House. 

Enter Sir Simon Flourish and Old Testy, 

Sir S, I ain^Vfpriaed you have the assurance 
to enter my doors again. Where the devilareyoii 
oome to hide yourself now? Ther8 is no sofa 
here for you ; but yon may get up the chimney if 
you will. 

OldT, Psba! I am oome on business; you'll^ 
may be, like worse your darling boy; your ao« 
complisbed traveller is not far off. 

Str S. 1 know it. 

Old T. You know it, do you? What, yon know 
he is in the King’s Bench ? 

Sir S. Wlial do you say? 

Old T. Id Banco Regis. 

Sir S. Whattbe devil shonld hedo in thaKing’a 
Bench. He is just anived from abroad, and K 
shall bee him in a few miuotes. 

Old T, In a few minntes! So yon may, but 
yon mast galhm to St. George’s Fields, then. Ela^ 
ha, ha! the all-aoQDmpliBbea youth that has beoRr 
getting the finishing stroke to his fashionable edn« 
cation 1 Well, you have not been much ont, itia 
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the finishing stroke to naiij n fssbionable ednoa- 
lion. 

Sir S, 'What is oome to the man \ That d— d 
aofa Yon crept under has cramped jour faculties 
as wml as your limbs* Don’t tease me urith your 
nonsense. 

yctiw F. ( WMout,) Par ici Monsieur U Comte. 

Sir S. There, there, what dy’e say now ? My' 
son is in the King’s Bench, is he? 

Old 7. Why here he is ’faith ! and I’re been told 
a d--d lie, then. ' 


JBater Young Flourish and Dicky. 


Sir S. My dear, dear Jack, come to my arms. 

Youm M* -Ah! mon Pere, comment eons portez 
oomtf VmonJDieu! 1 had forgot, I most speak 
Enjriish now. How do you do, father? 

SirS. What, forgot yonr English, boy? 

F. ’Tis so long since 1 have spoken it, 
that it is as awkward to me, as the acknowledge- 
ment of an old friend to a man who has got sudden 
pramotien. Well, father, how do yon do? 

SurS. Happy to see you, my boy. 

Young F. Bien ohUgi — D — n it, there I go again. 

Sir S, Never mind. Jack, it shews yonr breed- 
ing * 

soung F. Ah ! Testy ! how greyoo, my old boy? 

Old T. La, la! There’s French for you, puppy. 

Young F. As sulky as ever, eh ! {Slapping him 
on the sSoulder.) Why don’t you travel and polish 
a bit, my old buck? 

old T. Polish a bit, my old buck 1 Don’t tie so 
d— d familiar, or I shall try whether my cane can’t 
polish a bit, my young bock. 

Young F. What a sour old Crab it is, father. 
Permetlez moi a vousTr-(Slonping himself.) — Pslia! 
that is, permit me to introduce to you ray friend 
and companion. Count Ti})staflb Kingsbencheni. 

Old T, Those d — d foreign names, 1 never could 
learn one of them. 

Sir S. 1 am the Count’s most obsequious hum- 
ble servant. 

JHcky. Vy, my master, for matter of that— - 

YotmgFl Silence, you dog, or you’ll ruin me. 
The Count speaks little English. Hush ! 

Sir S. Well, my boy, tell me where you have 


Young F. You’ll know all in good time, father ; 
to tell you, at once, where I have been, would 
aurorise you too much. 

Sir S. Really! 

Young F. It would, upon my honour. 

Sir S. What, theu, you have been further than 
you expected to go? 

Young F. Not further. I have been where I 
did not expect to go. 

Sir S. Indeed 1 

Old T. Now the old doting fool njll swallow all 
his lies for gospel. 

Sir S. Well, Jack, come tell me all about it. I 
aay, are the women very pretty abroad 7 

Young jP* 1 f I bad not found them so pretty at 
home, 1 might have been able to tell you. (Aside.) 
The women, sir, are, to be sure, Yer,y handsome ; 
but leaving England to seek beauty, is like going 
abroad to Took for liberty. The prime commodi- 
tiea are in our own market. 

SirS. Well, Jack, in whatoourt did you chiefly 
reside? 


^ Young F. Id what court? Why, where I 
ahiefly resided was not exactly a court but it^be- 
’ lowd to one. 

Sv S, And BO, my son lived in a palace? 

Xoung F. Yes, yes, a kind of a palace, large 
of all conscience', rooms rather shabby, 
ibMgb— not kept neat, and snrrounded by a d — d 
« kUAiraU. 

Sir S* Aj» Tor fear people should get io. 


Youm F. No, for fesr people should get out. 

Sir sl What, so afraid to part with yon ? 

Yoim^ F. Oh I very muon.^ Once I have the 
honour toget in, ’tis devilish hard to get out again. 

Sir S, Now, io my mind, that is carrying civility 
too far. 

Young F. Bat how is my mother-in-law, Lady 
Flourisfi, eh ? Why, you look glufii, father ; has 
anything happened ? 

Sir S. On, nothing, but what is so common now- 
a-days, that ’tis quite a folly to think about it. 
But I am very rude to pay so little attention to 
your friend the Connt. Sir, would you be pleased 
to take some refreshment? 

Dicky. I thanks yonr honour, nothing at all ; I 
took a drap of gin as I came along. 

Yowm F. Oh, corse you, yoVstupid dog. 

Old T. A drap of gin ! 

Sir S. ’Tis a strange liqueur for a foreign noble- 
man. The Count sneaks English pretty fluently, 
though rather qiieerly. 

¥‘oung F. Yes, yes, he don’t speak much ; but 
the little he does, he speaks like a native. 

Old T. Yes, like a native of Broad St. Giles’s. 

Young F. Don’t let him bear yon, he’ll be of- 
fended, and he is a d — d fighting little fellow, 
when he is provoked. 

Enter Servant, and gives a letter to Sir Simon. 

^ir S. (Opens it.) It looks like a woman’s hand. 
(Reads.) ** This cotnes io desire you to tell Mr. 
Testy, that his sou is in the King's Bench, This is 
from om who is much concerned in his welfare.'* 
Why, Testy, you find there is a little bit of a 
mistake. ’Tis yonr sun, not mine, that is in the 
King’s Bench. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Old T. I don’t know whether I am awake, or 
asleep, alive or dead. 

SirS. Ha, lia, ha' he would have it you were 
in the King’s Bench. 

Young F. ( Confused, and endeavouring^ to over- 
come it hg assumed gaiety.) I in the King’s Beno||! 
yes, I look vastly as if I had been in the King’s 
Bench. Ha, ha^lial (All laugh.) 

Old T. It can’t be ; ’tis out of all human possi- 
bility. 

SirS. You may soon be convinced; you may 
see him in » few minutes ; hut you must gallop to 
5t. George’s Fields, then. Ha, iia, ha! 

OldT, I’ll go directly, and if I find him there, 
I’JI disinherit him ; and I’ll adopt — d — e. I’ll adopt 
I one oftheCatabaw Indians. 

Sir S, We will go aloog with you. 

Old T. Come, tuen, call a coach there ; I’m 
mad, stark mad. [EriL 

Sir S. Won’t you go, Jack ? 

Young F. What, to the King’s Bench? I won- 
der what kind of a place it can he. I have a great 
mind to go out of curiosity. -What do >ou say. 
Count, will you goby way of a lounge ? ( Dicky going 
to speak, Young t*. stops him.) You need not speak, 
the Count nods assent. 

Sir S. Ay, it will be a new sight to the Count. 

Young F. Not very. (Aside.) Cdnie, Dicky, for 
go we must, you know. 

Dicky, Ay, ay, returnable — noUns, volens. 

Young F. Ifush! yes, yes, the Count and I 
will go with you, and see this queer kind of a 
place. Wlmt do yon stop for, father? 

SirS, To let the Count go first. 

Young F. Ay, by all means I beg the Count’s 
pardein. [^Exeunt ceremoniously. 

Sci£NE IV . — An Apartment in the King* 4 t Bench. 
'Kitty, Young Trsty, and the Keepertlgaeavered. 

Keeper. Though the prison is so fiiUTytm havu 
got as good as a room to yoarsolvdSr'ffllb>Jliart U 
only one gentleman belongs to it. 
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JToiffi^ 3'. Ona MnHettan beloagi to it. • 

Keeper, Yea. He U gone oat on • day rale, 
but he must be homt toon } he’ll be pleuant oom- 
pany for you and the lady. 

roungT. Yes, very; *tis devilish pleasant to 
have a gentleman sleep in the room with one’s wife. 

Keeper, It may he a little awkward to the lady 
, at first, ^at she'll soon come into it. 

Old T, (^Without,) Where is this ungracious 
villain 1 

YtnutgT. Oh, lord! Oh, lord! here’s my fa- 
ther. Hide yoarself, hide yourself. (To Kitty, 
who conceals herself behind one of the beds.) Now J 
shall have it sweetly. 

Enter Olj} Testy,' Sir Simon Flourish, and 
Young Flourish. 

Old T. Let me come to the rascal. Why, you 
graceless wretch, what have you to say for your- 
self? 

Young T. Lord, father, you have come upon 
meiu such a hurry, I have not settled what 1 lave 
to say for myself. 

Young F. They have lodged him in my room, by 
Jupiter. (Aside.) 

Old T. You to turn oat profligate and extrava- 
gant, when I took such care to the contrary ! 
Didn’t I breed you out of the way of manner of 
barm 1 

air S. Yes, and therefore not knowing it, wfieo 
he saw it, how was he able to avoid iti 

Young T. Ay, how was I able to avoid It? 

Old T, Till you came to London, did you know 
what it was to have more than sixpence in your 
pocket 1 

Sir a. Then how the devil did you expect him 
to know the value of guineas, when you trusted 
him with them 1 

Old T. Hold your tongue, will you 1 
• Sir a. Didn't I ah^ays tell you how foolish yon 
were to bring him up in that ridiculous way. 1 
knew my plan was the best, was it not, my boy 1 
(1^0 Young F. ) 

Young F, Oh, certainly, father^ no doubt about 
it. 

Keeper, Oh, here’s Master Flourish come home. 
Pray, Master Flourish — (Young F. makes sigju to 
him to hold his Unique. ) . 

Sir S. Master Flourish come home ! Why, how 
the devil does he know you ? 

Young F. (Crossing over to the Keeper.) Ah! 
what, Bobby, is it you ? Hold your tongue, you 
dog. (Aside.) Oh, 1 knew Bobby abroad. Bobby 
was bead gaoler to the Emperor of Morocco. Ah I 
Bobby, how do you do, Bobby ■, how long have 
yon been in England, Bobby? 

Keeper, How long have 1 — 

YomigF. (Putting his hmd to his mouth* and 
drawing him aside.) 1 want to talk with you, Bobby, 
about the Emperor’s two daughters, Boblatilda 
and Gruniawiska. Come this way. Excuse me, 
(to Sir Simon) I have some-secrets to talk to Bobby 
about. (They letirc.) 

Old T. I^ell, you rascal, wbat eanyou say for 
yourself you stupid dolt? 

ypung T, Wby, father, if I have been a stupid 
dolt one way, I have been pretty cunning another. 
I was cheated out of my money, to be sure, but I 
other people out of a wife. 

Old T. A wife! What does the blockhead mean? 

Young T, Not uuoh a blockhead as you think. 
Suppose now, I should have married Miss Uart- 

1 ®^.’ * “J head, without any of your 

help ? ^ 

J** jjp <4fir S, Married Miss Hartley ! 

Ym^ Z^Ay, married Miss Hartley ; and sup- 
pose she i b l Uld like me well eoongU to follow me 
to prison. 


Emtor Miss Haetlby, Harcodrt, W Captain 
O’Neill. 

OldT. Prodigious! 

Sir S. N otbing but my own eyes could haYO oon- 
vinced me. 

Old T. Come to my arms. All is forffiven. 
You are a clever boy. I did not think it bul been 
in you. Eh ! Simon, wbat do you think of my 
boy, now ? 

Sir S. 1 am petrified ! 

OldT. Huzza, huzza! Yorkshire for ever! 
Huzza! 

Copt. I am glad to find you so inerry ; we heard 
you were come here, and thinking a friend of our’s 
might be in a little hobble, we came to ioteroede. 

^ Did T, There needs no intercession ; all 
right, ’tis all as it should be, my dear gtil. (To 
Miss Hartley.) We have beard of yeur marriage. 
Take him, take him, take your husband. 

Miss H. Sir ! 

OldT. Nay, don’t be shame-faced; it 
known, ’tis all forgiven. '' 

Har. All known ! all forgiven ! Generous eon- 
duct! our mutual aflection made us overlook every 
other consideration, and marriage has now ratified 
the onion of our hearts. 

Sirs. What is all this? 

Old T, Why, Tom, what the devil, has your 
wife married another husband so soon ? 

Har. What do you mean ? 

O/dfT. Why, what the devil right hare yon to 
marry Tom's wife? , 

Young T. Mvwife! that is a good one. I be- 
lieve they are all mad. I never saw tlikt fine lady 
in my life. 

OldT. Yon didn’t? And all you have been tel- 
ling me about your marriage is a d — d lie, then. 
Let me come at him. ( They hold him. ) 

Young T. Will you be uuiet, father, and hear m 
little reason? I tell you 1 married Miss Hartle,^ 
and you shall have her own word for it. 

Testy! Mrs. Testy! (Kutgeomes forward.) Then, 
what do you say now? There's inv wife! 

Old T. The devil it is ! (All laugh.) 

Young T. Wby, wbat the devil do you all laugh 
at? 

Sir S. Only at a little error in your politics. 
My rural Macbiavel, instead of the mistress, you 
have married the maid. 

y'onng T. \V hat ! 

Kitty. 1 1 is very true, husband. 

* . Young T. The devil it is ! 

Old T. W'ell, Mr. Wiseacre, you have married 
all out of your own head, without my help, and 
now you may keep your precious bargain without 
iny help. Vou may starve, you may rot in a pri- 
son, for you shaM^ever have sixpence from me. 

Kittp. Lord, sir, how can you be so unkind 1 
You didn’t look so cross at me the last time 1 saw 
you. 

OldT. Eh! what? 

Kitty. Don’t you remember, how good-humoured 
you looked just before you got under the sofa. 

Sir S, Oh ! now the murder is out. 1 say. 
Testy, you had better give husli*money, for if we 
old fellows let the girls tell all they know about us, 
it may not be for our credit; besides, the world 
may be spiteful enough to aay you are angry with 
your son, because you wantedT to marry the girl 
yourself. 

Kitty. I don't know, sir, as to marrying, bal4 
have (i little bit of paper here, which — 

Old T. Hold your tongue, say no more. I be- 
lieve you are quite go«id enough for the blookhi^' 
you have got, and so he may pack into Yorkshire 
again, and carry you with him as a sample of a 
London fine lady. 
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Sir S. Bat thU geaUeffli&'ttakiosr the Ubertjr of 
marr? ing oar ward withoat oar consent is a thing 
which— 

CapU Oh ! ’tis a very great insult ; and a word 
in joar ear, mjr little game-cock: If yon mean to 
oaQ him to aoceant for it. I’ll be ^onr second. 

Sir S» I don’t want to hare anything to do with 

aeoQRdi. 

Capt, When I was going to fight him, yon were 
to have been my second, and I only offer to return 
the obligation. 

SirS. What, is this the gentleman yon redeemed 
oat of prison, to have the pleasure of fighting ? 

Hot, Is it to yon, then, £ owe my liberty ? Ge- 
neroos 0140 ! 

Capt, Oh, it was very generous, to be sore, to 
releaeg^wn out of prison, that I might have the 
sBtiafai|pn of sending yon out of the world. But 
SirSimoll, this gentleman, in fortune, is equal to 
the lady he has wedded. 

“JIar. Captain O'Neill, I am not oonsoions of 
whit yon are asserting. 

But 1 am, or T would not assert it. Un- 
derstanding that your uncle bad taken it into his 
bead to be angry with yon for nothing at all, I 
called OM the old gentleman to talk<,with him a lit- 
tle about it. ** If your nephew had been guMty of 
a dishonourable action,” said 1, devil a word 
would O'Neill offer in his behalf; but as he has 
been a dupe to the villany of others, restore him 
to your favour, and launch him into the world 
again, with experience for his pilot.” So toe old 
gentleman shook hand^^ with me, and swore he was 
ready to do the same' with you as soon as you 
pleased. 

Har. Thanks are too poor for such nobleness of 
soul! 

Capt, Nobleness of soal ! for walking a few steps 
out of my common road, for the pleasure of recon- 
ciling a discarded nephew to a rich old uncle. Oh, 
if people would but just lengthen their morning’s 
walk to do a few good-natured actions, they can 
acaroely conceive what health and spirits such ex- 
ercise would give them, and how much sweeter 
th^ would rest for it at night. 

F, Harcourt, 1 give you joy. 

Sir S, Give him joy 1 why, you part with your 
mistress very easily. 

youM F. ’Tis the fashion, father. 

Sirs. Well, I think we may all adjourn, we 
have staid in this dismal place long enough. 

Voww F. I have for one, I’m sure. 

Sir S, Then let os be gone directly. <■ 

Tom^ F. That is sooner said than done. 

Enter Dicky. 

Dicky, Master Flourish, here is the man from 
Monmouth-street. He knows juti are come home, 
and be must, and will have his cloaths. He has 
got mine. 

Sir S, Must have bis cloaths ! Knows you are 
come home ! Why, that is the Count. 1 smell 
powder. 


of. 


Capt. And that it atoenti Inoor you're not 

Sir S, Hash \ Knows yoa are oome hornet 
What, this is yoar home, then? 

Young F. Why, father, the— the— the— 

Sir S, The— the— I thought there was some- 
thing d — d odd about ttot Emperor of Morocco's 
gaoler, and I suppose you will tell me now, the 
Count is the Emperor himself. 

Fbttti^ F. Come, father, the truth must out : 
The two diflerent systems of edneation have at last 
been completed in the same college ; and though 1 
don’t think keeping terms here absolutely neces- 
sary for the linish of every young gentleman’s edu- 
cation ; yet, as a school of adversity, it has taught 
me this lesson : — Never, by folly and extravagance, 
to run the chance of returning, when once you do 
me the honour to take my name out of the books. 

Capt, Come, you must forgive him. You know 
the brave are always compassionate. 

Sir S, Very true ; besiaes, it is useless to repine 
at cvhat ia past, especially an you acknowledge 
you have learned some good, which 1 am not quite 
sure you would have done by travelling ; and if 
your friends here will be but indulgent, you may 
possess all the credit of going Abroad with the 
advantage of having remained at Uomb. 

„ FINALE. 

Capt. Now put an end to silly strife, 

Malice is but folly ; 

Let's wisely pass a merry life. 

Waste nojol in rare. 

Sir S. Why that's well said, come let's away. 
With heart's pood-humour' d, faces gay. 
And smg fed, htl, ^c, 

Har. Possessing all I prize on earth, 

Farewdl, melancholy, 

Each hour will give new pleasure birth. 
Blest with thee, my fair. 

Miss H. Then tune to joy iheedulcet note. 

On harmony let pleasure float. 

And sing fal, lal, ^c. 

Young T. To harmony I don't eifyect, 

. While I*ve lurk to meet it; 

In home duetts / can’t expect 

Much of harmony, . 

Kilty. Come, let's be wise, and from this day. 
With hearts good-humour'd, faces gay. 
We' Using fal, hit, ^c. 

Young F. Our mirth and joy may aU partake, 
Humbly I mlreat it. 

And let your cheerina plaudits make 
Our poet full of glee. 

Old T. Then tune to joy the dideet note. 

On harmony lef pleasure float. 

And sing fal, lid,^. 


[Exeintt. 
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ACT I 

Sci Nl 1 — 4 Galtery iH Lord Touchwoods house, 
toiih chambet v adjoimug. 

Enter Cari I bSS, nos%\nq the stag* , crv just risen 
fromtabUy MlliiI'ONT following him* 

Ned, Ned, whither so fast' What, torned 
flincber* Why, you wo* not leave os'* 

Care Wheie are the women'* wearj of 
drinkiDfif, and begin to think them the better com- 
pany. 

Mel, Tben thy reason staggers, and thoQ*rt 
almost tiuH^ . 

Core. No, 'faith* bnt yonr fools JEFO w noisy , and 
if a man must endore the noise or words withont 
aeiise, 1 think the women have more musioal 
▼oicms, and become nonseaae better. 

Mel Why, they are at the end of tlie gallery, 
letired to tliei r teOjiM scandal. But 1 made a 
pretenoe tolelloar beeamie 1 had something to 
bay to jon m ppiette, and I am not likely to have 
many opportaaltifis this evownf . 

> C.r*«, Cardew* 

Core And here a this coxcomb, moat oiiticaUy 
cone to Jn||prupt yon 

Enter Brisk I 

Eiisk, Boys, boys, lads, where ore you'* What, 


do yon give ground? Mortgage for a bottle, eh? 
Careless, this is your triok , you re always spoiling 
pompaiiy by leaving it. 

Core. And thou art always spoiling company by 
coming into it 

Brisk Pooh' Ha, hs, ha' I know yon envy me. 
Spite, proud spite, by the gods, and burning envy. 
Fll be judged lnf^Mellefont here, who gives and 
takes railltr\ better, yon or I. Psha* man, when I 
say you spoil company by leaving it, I mean joa 
leave nobody for the company to laugh at. I think 
there I w is with you eh ' IVleliefont^ 

Mel, O my word, Brisk, that was a home thrust : 
you have silenced him. 

Biiek Oh ' my dear Mellefont, let me perish, if 
thou art not the soul of conversation, the very es- 
sence ol wit, and spirit of wine, llie deucSe take 
me, if there were three good things said, eg one 
understood, since thv amputation from the body of 
our societ> He, lie* I think thaPs pretty antt 
nietaphorioal enough egad* I could not have said 
It out of thy company. Careless, eh* 

Care Hum ' ay, what is it? 

Brisk Oh, mottcosur^ What is a* Nay, 'gad* 
ril punidi you for want of apprehension the deuce 
take me if i tell yoo. 

Mel No, no, hang him, be has no taste. Bat, 
dear Brisk, excufiie me, 1 have a liitle bnsinehi. 
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THE DOUBLE DEALER. 


Cm, Pr’jthee, get thee gone} tboa eeeet'we 
ftre eerione. 

Md. We’ll oome immediately, if joa’II hot go 
in, and keep np good homoar and aense in the com- 
pany : pr'ythee, do ; thevMI fall aaleep else. 

Mruk. Egad', so they will. Well, I will, I will: 
’gad! yon Nuall command me from the zenith to the 
nadir. Bat, the deuce take me, if I aay a good thing 
till yon come. Bat, pr’ythee, dear rogae, make 
haile; pr’ythee, make haste, I shall burst else. 
And yonder yoor ancle, my Lord Touchwood, 
Bwears he’ll disinherit you ; and Sir Paul Pliant 
threatens to disclaim you for a son-in-law ; and my 
Lord Froth won't dance at yonr wedding to-mor- 
row ; nor, the deuce take me, I won’t write yoor 
epithalamium ; and see what a condition you’re like 
to be brought to. 

Md. Well, 1*11 speak but three words, and fol- 
low yon. 

Briak, Enough, enough. Careless, bring yoor 
apprehension with you. 

Care. Per\ ooacomb ! 

iiMd, ’Faith ! ’tis a good-natured coxcomb, and 
has very entertaining follies^ yon must be more 
humane to him ; at this juncture it will do me ser- 
vice. I’ll tell yoa, I would hare mirth continued 
this day at any rate; though patience purchase 
folly, and attention be paid with noise: thbre are 
times when sense may be unseasonable, as well as 
truth. Pr’ythee, do thou wear none to-day ; but 
allow Brisk to have wit, that thou may’st seem a 
fool. ' , 

Caf^,^jlVhy, how now? Why this extravagant 
proposition? o 

Md, Oh! I woold have no room for serious 
design, for I am jealous of a plot. 1 would have ^ 
noise and impertinence keep my Lady Touchwood’s 
bead from working. 

Core. I thought yoor fear of her had been over, 
la not to-morrow impointed for yonr marriage with 
Cynthia? and her lather, $ir Paul Pliant, come to 
settle the writings this day, on purpose? 

Mel. Troe ; but you shall judge whether I have 
not reason to be alarmed. None, besides you and 
Mask well, are acquainted with the secret of ray 
sunt Touchwood’s violent passion for me. Since 
my first refusal of her addresses, she has endea- 
voured to do me all ill oflices with my uncle ; yet 
has managed them with that subtil ty, that to him 
they have borne the face of kindness ; while her 
malioe,^ like a dark lanthorn, only shone upon me, 
where it was directed : but whether urged by her 
despalk, and the short prospect of time she saw to 
aoeomplish her designs; wnether the hopes of re-' 
venge, or of her love, terminated in the view of 
this iny marriage with Cynthia, I know not ; but 
this morning she surprised me in my own chamber. 

. Care. Was there ever such a fury! Well, bless 
as ! proceed. What followed? ' 

Mei. It was long before either of us spoke; pas- 
sion bad tied her tongue, and amazement mine. In 
short, (he consequence was tbua : she omitted no- 
thing that the most violent love could urge, or 
tender words express; which when she saw had 
no effect, bat still 1 pleaded honour and nearness 
of blood to my unole, then came the storm 1 feared 
at first ; for, starting from my bed-side, like a fnry, 
abe flaw to my sword, and with much ado, f pre- 
'vented her doing me or herself a mischief. Having 
Msarmed her, in a gnst of passion she left me, and 
in a resolution, coiihrmed by a thousand corses, not 
to dose her eyes till they had seeo m v ruin. 

Cm. Exquisite woman 1 But, what the devil, 
doM she think thou hast no more sense than to 
^i^erit thyself? For, as I lako it, Ibis settlement 
vi'lth a proviso that your node have no 

•*'^Jf«/..Itls so. Well, the service you are to do 


[Aot U 

me will be a pleaanre to yourself. 1 must get you 
to ei^ge mj Lady Pliant all this evening, that 
my pions aunt may not work her to her interest ; 
and if you chance to seonre her to yourself, you 
may incline her to mine. She’s handsome, and 
knows it ; is very silly, and thinks she has ^nse ; 
and has an old fond bnsband. 

Cm. I oonfesB, a very fair foondatiqu for a lover 
to build upon. 

Mel. For my Lord Froth, he and his wife will 
be sufficiently taken up with admiring one another, 
and Brisk’s gallantry, as they call it. I’ll observe 
my ancle myself; and Jack Maskwell has promised 
me to watch iny aont narrowly, and give me notice 
upon any snspioiou. As for Sir Paul, mv' wise 
father-in-law that is to be, my dear Cynthia has 
such a share in his fatherly fondness, he would 
scarce make her a moment uneasy to have her 
happy hereafter. 

Care. So, yon have manned your works ; but I 
wish yon may not have the weakest guard where 
the enemy is strongest. 

*Mel. Maskwell, you mean? Pr’ythee, why should 
yon suspect him ? 

Care. ’Faith! I cannot help it: you know, I 
never liked him ; 1 am a little superstitious in phy- 
siognomy. 

Mel, He has obligations of gratitude to bind him 
to me ; his: dependence upon my uncle is through 
nvy means. 

Care. Upon your aunt, von mean. 

Mel, My aunt? 

6’are. I'm mistaken if there be not a familiarity 
between them you do not suspect, for all her pas- 
sion for you. 

Mel. Pooh, pooh! nothing in the world but his 
design to do me service; and he endeavours to be 
well in her esteem, that he may be able to effect 
it. 

Cm, Well, I shall be glad to be mistaken ; bat 
your annt’s aversion, in her revenge, cannot be any 
way so eflectually shewn as in promoting a means 
to dihinlierit you. She is handsome and cunning, 
and naturally amorous; Maskwell is flesh and 
blood, at best, and opportunities between them are 
freqnent. His aflfection to you, you have confessed, 
is grounded upon his interest; that yon have trans- 
planted ; and should it take root in my lady, 1 don’t 
see what i on can expect from the fruit. 

Mel. 1 confess the consequence is visible were 
our suspicions just. But see, the company is 
roken np : let’s meet them. 

EfUer Lord Touchwood, Sir Paul Pliant, 
Lord Froth, and Brisk. 

LordT. Out upon it, nephew! leave year fa- 
ther-in-law and me to maintain oar groond sgaioBt 
yonng people. 

Mel, 1 beg your lordship’s pardon ; we were jnst 
returning — 

Sir P, Were you, son? Gadsbnd! much better 
as it is. Good, strange ! I swear I’m almost tipsy ; 
t’other bottle would have been too powerful for 
me, as sure as can be, it would. We wanted your 
company; bat Mr. Brisk, where is he? 1 swear 
and vow he’s a most facetious person, and the best 
company ; and, Lord Froth, yonr lordship is so 
merry a man ! He, he he ! 

Lord F. Oh, fie! Sir Panl, what do yon mean? 
Merry! Oh, barbarous 1 I’d as Have yon called me 
fool. 

Sir P. Nay, I protest and vow, now, 'tis trna ; 
whan Mr. Brisk jokes, yonr lord^p'a langh does 
so become you! He, be, he ! 

^LordF. Ridionious! Sir Panl, yoo^Vi atrangelj 
^Kitakeii. I find champagne is powerful. I ossnre 
yon, Sir Paul, I langli at nobody’s jest but my 
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•wn. or ft Iftdjf'ftj I •••«'• yo«. Sir Pftol. 
r., and Cat^ess talk apart) 

Brith, Howl how, my lord? Whftt, ftffroDt my 
wit? Let me perish, do 1 nerer sftj ftoy thing 
worthy to be Iftugbed ftt? 

Lord F. Oh, lie 1 don't misapprehend me : I don't 
sfty BO ; for I often smik at yonr oonoeptions. But 
there is nothing more nnbecoming a man of quality 
than to laugh ; ^tis such a vulgar expresBion of the 
paBBiont everybody can laugh. Then. eBpecially, 
to laugh at the jest of an inferior person, or when 
anybody else omhe same quality does not laugh 
with him: ridionloTis! to be pleased with what 

{ kleases the crowd ! Now, when 1 laugh, I always 
augh alone. 

Britk. I suppose that's because you laugh at 
jour own jests, egad ! Ha, ha. ha! 

Lord F. He, he ! I swear, though, your railleiy 
provokes me to a smile.^ 

Brisk, Ay, my lord, it's a sign I hit you in the 
teeth, if yon shew them. 

Lord F, He, be, he ! 1 swear, that's to vAry 
pretty, I can’t forbear. 

Lord T, Sir Paul, if you please, we'll retire to 
the ladies, and drink a dish of tea to settle our 
heads. 

Sir P, WUh all my heart. Mr. Brisk, you’tl 
come to us : or call me when you're going to joke ; 
I'll be ready to laugh incontinently. • 

[Exit with Lord T. 
Mel. But does your lordship never see come- 
dies? 

LordF, Oh! yes, sometimes; but I never 
laogb. 

Mrl. No! 

LordF, Oh! no. Never laugh, indeed, sir. 
Care. No! why, what d’ye go there for? 

Lord F. To distingiiish myself from the com- 
monality, and mortify the poets ; the fellows grow 
BO conceited when any of tlieir foolish wit prevails 
upon the side-boxes! I swear— he, he, be!— 1 
have often constrained my inclinations to laugh — 
he, he, he ! — to avoid giving them encouragement. 

Mel. You are cruel to yourself, my lord, as well 
as malicious to them. 

.Lord F, 1 confess I did myself some violence at 
first ; but now 1 think I have conquered it. 

Brisk. Let me perish, my lord, bob there is 
something very particular and novel in the humour ; 
'tis true, it makes against wit, and I'm sorry for 
some friends of, mine that write ; but, egad ! I love 
to be malicious. Nay, deuce take me, there's wit 
in't, too ; and wit must be foiled by wit : out a 
diamond with a diapiond ; no other way, egad! 

Xord F. Oh! I thought you would not be long 
before you found out the wit. 

Cotta- Wit in what ? Where the devil’s the wit, 
in not laughing when a man has a mind to’t? 

Brisk, Oh J^rd! why, can't you find it out? 
Why, there 'tis, in the not laughing. Don’t you 
apprehend me? My lord. Careless is a very 
honest fellow ; but, harkye! — ^yon understand me — 
somewhat heavy ; a little shallow, or so. Why, I'll 
tell you now : suppose now you oome up to me — 
nay, pr'ythee, Careless, be instructed— suppose, as 
I wps saying, you come up to me, bolding yonr 
sides, and laughing as if you would— Well, I look 
grave, and ask the oanse of this immoderate mirth : 

{ ou laugh on still, and are notable to tell me : still 
look graf e ; not so much as smile — 

Core. Smile! no; what the devil should you 
smile at, when yon suppose Imm’t tell yon? 

Bmk. Psha, psha 1 pr’ythee, don’t interrupt me : 
but I tell yon, you shall tell me at last; but It shall 
. be a great iHlile first 

Well; but, pr'ythee, don't let it be a great 
wbfle, beeause I long to have it over. 

Well, (btu, yon tell me some good jest, 


or very witty thing, laughing all the while as if yon 
were ready to die, and I^ hear it, and look thus ; 
would not you be disappointed? 

Care, No ; for if it were a witty thing, 1 should 
not expect you to understand it. 

LordF, Oh, fie! Mr. Careless; all tlie world 
allow Mr. Brisk to have wit : my wife says he has 
a great deal ; I hope you think her a judge. 

Brisk. Pooh! my lord, bis voioe goes for no- 
thing. I can't tell how to make him apprehend. 
Take it t'other way : suppose I say a witty thing to 
yon. (To CareUss.) 

Cars, Then I shall be disappointed, indeed. 

Mel. Let him idone. Brisk; be is obstinately 
bent not to be instructed. 

Brisk. I’m sorry for him, the deuce take me! 

Mel. Shall we go to the ladies, my lord? 

Lord F. With all my heart; methinks, we are a * 
solitude without them. 

Mel, Or, what say you to another bottle of cham- 
pagne ? 

Lord F. Oh ! for the universe, not a drop more, 

I besjeech you. Oh, intemperate! I have a ilusbiog 
in my face already. (Takes out a pocket~plass, and 
looks in it . ) 

Brisk. Let' mb see, let me see, my lord. I broke 
my glffis that was in the lid of iny snuff-box. Hum ! 
Pence take me, I have encouraged a pimple here, 
too. ( Takes the glass, and looks m it) 

LordF. I'hen you most fortify him with a patoli ; 
my wife shall supply you. Come, gentlemen, 
allons! lExemt 

Enter MASK WELL and Lady Touch WOOD. 

Lady T, I'll hear no more. You're false and 
ungrateful ; come, I know you false. * 

Mask. I have been frail, 1 confess, madam, for 
your ladyship’s service. 

Lady T. That I should trust a man whom I had 
known betray his friend f 

Mask. What friend have I betrayed? or to 
whom? 

Lady T. Yonr fond friend, Mellefont, and to 
me ; can yon deny it? 

Mask, I do noL 

Lady T. Have yon not wronged my lord, who 
has been a father to yon in your wunts, and given 
yon being? Have yon not wronged him iu tho 
highest manner? 

Mtuk. With your ladyship's help, and for yonr 
aervioe, as I told yon before; I can't deny that 
neither. Anything more, madam ? 

* Lodfy T. More, audacious villain! Oh! what'a 
more is most my shame. Have yon not disho- 
noured roe? 

M^k. No, that I deny; for I never told in all 
my life; so that aocusation’s answered: on to tho 
next, • ' 

Lady T. Death ! do yon dally with my passion t 
Insolent devil ! But have a care ; provoke me not: 
you shall not escape my vengeance. Calm villain! 
now unconcerned he stands, confessing treachery 
and ingratitude ! Is there a vice more blaok ? Oh ! 

I have excuses, thousands, for my faults : lire in 
my temper; passions in my soul, apt to every pro- 
vocation; oppressed at once with love and with 
despair. Bat a sedate, a tuiokiDg villain, wboao 
black blood runs temperately bad, what excuse 
can clear? 

Mask, Will you be in temper, madam? 1 would 
not talk to be beard. I have been a very great 
rogue for your sake, and you reproach me with it ; 

I am ready to be a rogue still to do yon service; 
and you are flinging conscience and tiionour in mjr 
face, to rebate my inclinations. How am I to 
behave myself? lott know 1 am your oreaturo ; 
mjr life and fortune in your power; to disoblige yon 
.. Allow it, I would Wray 


brings me oertain ruin. 



THB ^QV9L% DEALER. 


[ACT 91. 


yoo, I would not bo a traitor to inyielf: I don’t 
pretend to honest v> because you know 1 am a 
rascal :*'bnt 1 would convince you, from the neces- 
sity of my being firm to yon. 

T, Necessity, impudence! Can no grati- 
tude incline you? no obli^tions toucli yon? Were 
yon not in thernatore of a servant? and have not I, 
in effect, made you lord of all, of me, and of my 
lord? VVhere is that humble love, the laiigoiMhing, 
that adoration which was once paid me, and ever- 
lastingU eD|faged ? 

Mask. F»ed. rooted in my heart, whence no- 
thing can remove them ; yet you-^ 

LadyT. Vet 1- what yet? 

Mash. Nay, misconoeive me not, madam, when 
1 say 1 have* had a generous and a faithful passion, 
which you bad never favoured but through revenge 
. and policy. 

Lady 7\ Ha! 

Mask. Look you, madam, we are alone, pray 
contain yourself, and hear me. You know you 
loved your nephew whefi T first sighed for you ; I 
quickly found it: an argument that I loved; for, 
with that art you veiled your passion, ’twas imper- 
ceptible to ail but jealous eyes. This discovery 
made me bold, 1 confess it ; for by.it I thought you 
in my power : your nephew’s scorn of you ajdcd to 
my hopes ; I watched the occasion, and took you, 
just repulsed by him, warm at once with love and 
indignation; your disposition, my arguments, and 
happy opportunity, accomplished iny design. How 
I nave loved you since, words have not shewn; 
then how should words express? 

Lady T. >Vell, mollifying devil! and have I not 
met your love with forward fire? 

Mask, Yonr zeal, T grant, was ardent, bat mis- 
placed ; there was revenge in view; that w.oman’s 
idol had defiled the temple of the god, and love 
was made a mock-worship. A son and heir would 
have edged young Mellefont upon the brink of ruin, 
and left him nought but you to catch at for pre- 
vention. 

^ Ladu T. Again provoke me ! Do you wind me 
like a Tamm, only to rouse my own stilled soul for 
your diversion? Confusion! 

Mask. Nay, madam, I’m gone, if you relapse. 
What needs this? I say nothing but what yourself, 
in open hours of love have told me. Why should 
you deny it? nay, bow can yoo? Is not all this 
present heat owing to the same fire? Do njot you 
love him still? How have I this day offende'd you, 
but in not breaking off his match with Cynthia? 
which, ere to-morrow, shall be done, had you but 
patience. 

Lady T. How I what said you, Maskwell? Ano- 
ther caprice to unwind my temper? 

Mask. No, by my love, I am your slave, the 
slave of all your pleasures ; an<h' Til not rest till I 
have given yon peace, would you suffer me. 

Loay T. Oh! Maskwell, in vain do 1 disguise 
me from thee; thou knowest me ; knowest the very 
inmost windiims and recesses of my soul. Oh! 
Mellefont! — Married to-morrow! — Despair strikes 
me. Yet my soul knows 1 hate him, too: let him 
but once be mine, and next immediate ruin seize 
him. 

Mask. Compose yoarself; you shall have your 
«wish. Will that please yon? 

' Lady T. How, how? thou dear, thou precious 
villain, how? 

. Mask. You have already been tampering with 
my Lady Pliant? 

Lady T. I have : she is ready for any impresaioi| 
I think fit. 

Mdtk. 9he must be thoroughly persuaded that 
IfeUefpnt loves her. • 

/xid^ T. She is so credulous t))at way naturally, 
md Ukej|.him so welli that she will believe it faster 


than I can persuade her. Bat 1 don’t see what yo« 
can propoae from sncIi a trifling design; for per 
first conversing with Mellefont will oonvinoe her 
of the contrary. 

Mask. I know it. I don’t depend upon it; but 
it tviJl prepare something else, and gain us leisure 
to lay a stronger plot : if I gain a little time, I 
sh,all not want contrivance. 

One minute aiws invention to destroy 

Whatf to rSuild, vaiU a whole age employ. 


[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

Scene \.—The same. 


Elder Lady Froth and Cynthia. 

Cyn. Indeed, madam ! is it possible your lady- 
ship could have been so mucB in love? 

Lady F. I could not sleep ; I did not sleep one 
wyik tot three weeks together. 

Cyn. Prodigious I 1 wonder want of sleep, and 
so mnch love, and so much wit as your ladyship 
has, did not turn your brain. 

Lady F. Oh ! my dear Cynthia, yon must not 
rally your friend. But, really, as yon say, I won- 
der, too. But then, I had a way ; for, between you 
and I, I iTad whimsies and vapours ; but I gave 
them vent. 

Cyn. How, pray, madam? 

Lady F. Oh! I writ; writ abundantly. Do yov 
never write? 

Cyn. Write! what? 

Lady />\ Songs, elegies, satires, encomiums, 
panegyrics, lampoons, plays, or heroic poems. 

Cyn. Oh Lord I not 1 , madam ; I’m content to 
be a courteons reader. 

Lady F. Oil, inconsistent! In love, and not 
write! If my lord and I had been both of your 
temper, we sliould never have come together. Oh ! 
bless me ! what a sad thing would that have been, 
if my lord and I should never have met ! 

Cyn. Then peither my lord nor you would ever 
have met with your match, on my conscience. 

Lady F. On my conscience, no more we should ; 
thou say’st right; for sure, my Lord Froth is as 
fine a gentleman, and a.s much a man of ^quality! — 
Ab! nothing at all of the common air.* 1 think I 
may say lie wants nothing but a blue ribbon and a 
star to make him shine the very phosphorous of 
our hemisphere. Do you understand those two 
hard worus? If you don’t. I’ll explain them to 
you. 

Cyn. Yes, yes, madam, I’m not so ignorant. At 
least, I won’t own it, to be troubled with your in- 
structions. {Aside.) 


Lady F, Nav, 1 beg year pardon: but ^ng 
‘ I thought you might have 


derived from Uie Greek, 


escaped the etymologv. But I’m the more amaaed, 
to find you a woman of letters, and Q<)t write. Bless 
me, how can Mellefont believe you love him? 

Cyn. Why, ’faith! madami^ that won’t take 
my wqrd sbul never have it unaermy hand. 

Lady F. I vow, Mellefont’s a pretty gentleman ; 
but methiuks he wants a manner. 

Cun. A manner! what’s that, madam ? 

a F, Some distiDguisbing quality ; as, for 
, e, the hel atr, or brilliant, of Mr. Briak ; 


example 

the solemnity, yet complaisanoe, of my lord ; or 
something of his own, that be ahoul^ look a little 
je ne sais quoi-hh ; he is too maoh a modiocrity, ia 
my mind. 

Ctfn. He does not, indeed, affect either pertness 
or formality; for which 1 like him: here bp 
comes. . « 

Lady F, And my lord with him : pray, observe 
the dinerence. 
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TfiE D0t7B^ DfiAliER. 


Elder LORD FROTH, MeiLEFONT, and BRISK. 

' Cyn. Impertinent creatttre I 1 ooald almost be 
angry with ner now. (Aeide,) 

Lady F. My lord, 1 have been telling Cynthia 
how mooli 1 have been in love with you ; 1 swear 
I have; Tm not ashamed to own it now; ah! it 
makes my heart leap ; I vow I sigh when I think 
on’t. My dear lord — ha, ha, ha ! — do you remem- 
ber, iny lord! (Squeezes him by the hand, tobks 
kindly on him, sighs, and then laughs out,) 

LordF. Pleasant creature ! Perfeolly well. Ah! 
that look ; ay, there it is; who could resist? ’Twas 
so m,y heart was made a captive first, and ever 
since it has been in love with happy slavery. 

LadyF, Oh! that tongue, that dear deceitful 
tongue ! that charming softness in your mien and 
vour expression! and then yonr bow! Good, my 
lord, bow as you did when I gave yon my picture. 
Here, suppose this m^ picture. (Owes him a 
pocket-glass,) Pray, mind my lord ; ah! he bows 
charmingly. ( /jorri Froth bows profoundly low, ihen\ 
kisses the glass,) Nay, my lord, ydu slia'n’t kissiit^ 
so much ; I shall grow jealous, 1 vow now. 

LordF, I saw myself there, and kissed it for 
your sake. 

Lady F, Ah ! gallantry to the last degree. Mr. 
Brisk, yonVe a judge, was ever anything so well 
bred as mv lord? 

Brisk, Kever anything — but your la&yship, let 
me perish. * 

Mjady F, Oh! prettily in rned again! let me die 
but you have a great deal of wit. Mr. Mellefout, 
don’t yon think Mr. Brisk has a world of wit? 

Afe/. Oh ! ye^, madam. 

Brisk, Oh dear ! madam. 

liody F, An infinite deal. 

Brisk, Oh heavens ! madam. 

Lady F. More wit than anybody. 

Brisk, I’m everlastingly your humble servant, 
deuce take me, madam. 

LordF, Don’t you think ns u happy couple? 
(To CyntUa.) 

Cyn, 1 vow, my lord, T ibink you are the hap- 

t iiest couple in the world; for you’re not only 
lappy in one another, and when you are together, 
but faapm' in yourselves, and Iiy yourselves. 

JjordP, I hope Mcllefont will make a good hus- 
band, too. ^ 

Cyn, 'Tis my interest to believe he will, my lord. 
LordF, D’ye think he'll love you as well as 1 
do my wife ? I'm afraid not. 

Cyn, 1 believe he'll Jove me better. 

LordF. Heavens! that can never be: but why 
do you think so? 

Cyn, Because he has not so much reason to be 
fond of himself. 

JLsmdF, Oh I your humble servant for lliat, dear 
maddm. Well, Mellefont, you’ll he a happy crea- 
ture. 

Mel. Ay, my lord, I shall have the same reason 
for my happiness that yonr lordship has, 1 shall 
think myself happy. 

LordF, Ab!&raall. 

Brisk, Your ladyship is in the right : (to Lady F, ) 
hut, egaijl I I’m wholly tamed into satire. ] confess 
1 write hut seldoin; but when I do — keen iambics, 
egad! But m/lord was telling me, your ladyship 
has made an essay toward an heroic poem. 

LadyF, Did hiy lord tell yon? Yes, I vow, and 
the suy ect is my lord’s love to me. And what do 
y®2l.****2**,? I dare swear you won’t guess 

—The Syllkbnb. fia, ha, ha I 

Because my lord’s title’s Froth, egad! 
Ha, ha, ha . * Deucjs take me ! very apropos and 
■niprising. Ha, ha, lia! 

1 And then, I call my 

lord, SnumoBO; un*my self- what d’ye think I call 
m>8elft 


Brisk, Laotilla, may bo: ’gad! I cannot tell. 
Lady F. Biddy, that’s all ; just my own name. 
Brisk, Biddy ! Egad ! very pretty : dence take 
me, if yonr ladyship lias not the art of snrprising 
the most naturally in the world. I hope you’ll 
make me happy in oommnnicating the poem. 

Lady F, On I you must be my confidant. I most 
ask your advice. 

Brisk, I’m yonr linmble servant, let me peri|b. 

I presume your ladyship baa read Bosso? ^ 

Lddy F.^Ob ! yes ; aind Rapin, and Dacier upon 
Aristotle and Horace. My lord, you must dot be 
jealous, I’m communicating all to Mr. Brisk. 

Lord F, No, no ; I'll allow Mr. Byisk. HaveyoR 
nothing about you to shew him, my dear? 

LadyF, Yes, I believe I have. Mr. Brisk, come, 
will you go into the next room ? and there I’ll shew 
yon what I have. [Exit with Brisk, 

Lord F, I’ll walk a turn in the garden, and 
come to'^you. lExit, 

Mel, You’re thoughtful, Cynthia. 

Cyn, I’m thinking that though marriage makes 
man and wife one flesh, it leaves them still two 
fools ; and they become more conspicnous by set- 
ting off one another. 

Met, That’s o«ly when two fools meet, and their 
follies Rfe opposed. 

Cyti, Nay, I have known two wits meet, and by 
the opposition of their wit, render themselves as 
ridicnlous us fools. Matrimony is a haxardons 
game to engage in. What think yon of drawing 
stakes, ^nd giving over in time? 

Mel. No, bang it, that’s not endeavouring to 
win, because it's possible w? may lose ; since we 
have shuflled and cut, let's e'en turn up trump now. 

Cyn. Then I find it’s like cards; if either of ns 
have a good band, it is an accident of fortune. 

Mel, No, marriage is riltber like a game at 
bowls ; fortune, indeed, makes the match, and the 
two nearest, and sometimes the two furthest are 
together; hut the game depends entirely upon 
judgment. 

Cyn, Still it is a game, and, consequently, one 
of os must be a loser. 

Mel, Not at all ; only a friendly trial of skill, and 
the winnings to be laid out iu an entertainment. 

Enter Sir Paul and Lady Pliant. 
iSitr P, Gadshiid ! I am provoked into a fermen- 
tation, as my Lady Froth says. Was ever the like " 
read of in story ? 

Lady P, Sir Paul, have patience, let me alone 
to rattle him up. ^ 

SirP, Pray, your ladyship, give me leave to be 
angry ; I'll rattle him up| 1 warrant you; I’ll teach 
him, with a certiorari, to make love to niy wife. 

Lady P. You teach him! I'll teach him myself; 
so, pray, Sir PniA, hold you contented. 

iSnrP, Hold yourselfcon tented, niy Lady Pliant; 

I find passion coming upon me even to deaeration, 
and 1 cannot submit as formerly, therefore give 
way. * 

Lady P, How now? will you be pleased to re- 
tire, and — 

Sir P, No, marry, will I not be pleased ; I am 
I .pleased to be angry, that’s iny pleasure at this time. 
^ Mel, 'What can this mean? 

Lady P, ’Gads my life ! the man’s distracted. 
Why, how now! who are yon? What am I? Slid- 
ikins! can't I govern you? What did I marry you 
for? Am I not to be absolute and uncontrollable? 
Is it fit a woman of my spirit and conduct should 
be contradicted in a matter of this concern ? 

SirP, It concerns me, and only me; besides, 
I’m not to be governed at all times. When I am 
in tranquillity, my Lady Pliant shall command Sir 
Paul ; bat when I’m provoked jo fury, 1 cannot 
incorporate with pBlicnce and reason ; as^oon may 
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tigers natob with tigers, lambs with lambs, and 
evei 7 oreatnre coaple with its foe, as the poet sajs. 

iady P. He’s hot-headed still ! ’Tis in vain to 
talk to you \ but remember I have a curtain-lecture 
for you. you disobedient, headstrong brute. 

Sir P. No, ’tis beeause 1 won’t be headstrong ; 
because I won’t be a brute, and have my bead for- 
tified, that I am thus exasperated. But 1 will pro- 
tect my honour: and yonder is the violaterof my 
fame'. 

Lady P. Tis mj honour that is oonoemed,' and 
the violation was intended to me. Your honour! 
you have none, but what is in my keeping, and I 
can dispose of it when 1 please ; therefore, don't 
provoke me. 

Sir P, Hum! gadsbud! she says true. (Aside.) 
'Well, my lady, march on; I will fight under you, 
then : 1 am convinced, as far as passion will per- 
mit. (Sir P. and Lady P. corns up to MeUefonL) 
Lady P. Inhuman and treacherous — 

Sir P. Thou serpent and first tempter of woman- 
kind— 

Cm, Bless me! sir — ^madam — what mean yon? 

Str P. Thy, Thy, come away. Thy ; touch him 
.not ; come hither, girl : go not near him, there’s 
nothing but deceit about him ; snakes me in bis 
looks, and the crocodile of NiluS in his wicked 
appetite; he would devour thy fortune, and’starve 
thee alive. 

Lady P. Dishonourable, impudent creature ! 

Mel. For heaven’s sake, madam, to whom do 
you direct this language? • 

Lady P. Have 1 behaved myself with all the de- 
eororo and nicety befiUing the person of Sir Paul’s 
wife; have I preserved m^ honour as it were in a 
snow-house; havel, Isay, preserved myself like 
a fair sheet of paper, for you to make a blot upon? 

, SirP, And she shil make a simile with any 
woman in England. 

MeU I am so amazed, I know not what to say. 
Sir P. Do you think my daughter— this pretty 
creature — Gadsbud ! she's a wife for a cherubim— 
Do you think her fit for nothing but to be a stalk- 
iog-uorse, to stand before you while yon take aim 
at my wife? Gadsbud! I was never angry before in 
my life, and I’ll never be appeased again. 

Mel, Confusion! this is my aunt; such malice 
can be engendered no where else. (Aside,) 

Lady P, Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his sight-, 
leave me to strike him with the remorse of his iu- 
tended crime. 

Cyu, Pray, sir, slay; hear him; I dare affirm 
he's innocent. , 

Sir P, Innocent! why, harkye! come hither. 
Thy; harkye! I had it from bis aunt, my sister 
Touchwood. Gadsbud ! he does not care a farthing 
for Biiything of thee, but thy portion; why, he’s in 
Jove with iny wife; he would hgvp tantalized thee, 
and dishonoured thy poor father, and that would 
certainly have broken my heart. I’m sure, if ever 
I should have horns, they would kill me; they 
would never coma kindly; I* should die of em, 
like any child that was onttiug bis teeth ; I should, 
indeed, Thv; therefore, come away; but Provi- 
^Dce has prevented all, therefore, come away 
when I bid yoa. _ . . , ^ 

Cyn, I most obey. Sar P, 

Lady P, Oh! such a thing! the impiety of it 
atartles me ; to wrong so good, so^ fair a creatare, 
imd one that loves yon tenderly ; ’tis a barbarity of 
barbarities, and nothing could be guilty of it — 

' Mel, Bui the greatest villain imagination o^an 
form, I grant it; and next to the villany of such a 
fact, is the villany of aroersiog me with the gailU 
How? which way was 1 to wrong her? for yet I 
Boderttand yon not. , 

hady P. Why, gads my life! cousin Mellefont. 
yon cannot bo so peremptory as to deny it, when 1 


tax you with it to yoor fiue ; fbr, now Sir Paul's 
gone, you are comm nofiitt. 

MeC, By heaven, I love her more than life» 

LadyP. Fiddle, faddle ! don't tell me of this and 
that, and everything in the world ; but give me 
matbemaoolar demonstration, answer me directly. 
But I have not patience. Oh! the impiety of it, as 
1 was saying, and the unparalleled wibkednessl 
Oh, merciful father ! bow could you think to reverse 
nature so, to make the daughter the means of pro- 
curing the mother! 

Md, The daughter procure the mother! 

Lady P. Ay ; for thoogh I am not Cynthia's own 
mother, I am her father's wife; and that's near 
enough to make it incest. 

JIfeJ. Oh! my precions aunt, and the devil in 
comunction! (Astde,) 

Lady P. Oh ! reflect upon the horror of that, 
and then the guilt of deceiving everybody ; marry- 
ing the daughter, only to dishonour the father ; and 
then seducing me — 

Mel, Where am I ? is it day? and am 1 awake? 
Madam — 

Lady P, And nobody knows bow cirenmstances 
may happen together. To my thinking now, 1 
could resist the strongest temptation ; but yet, I 
know ’tis impossible for me to know whether 1 
could or DO>; there's no certainty in the things of 
this life. 

Mel, Madam, pray give me leave to ask yon one 
question. . 

LadyP. Oh Lord! ask me the question ! Ill 
swear. I’ll refuse it ; I swear I’ll deny it, therefore^ 
don't ask me; nay, yon sha'n’t ask me; 1 sweqr 
I’ll deny it. Ob gemini! you have brought all the 
blood into my face; I warrant, I am as red as a 
iurkev-cork. Ob fie! cousiu Mellefont. 

Mel, Nay, madam, hear me — 

J.>ady P, Hear you? No, no ; I’ll deny you firsts 
and hear yon afterwkrds ; for one does not know 
bow one’s mind may change upon bearing. Hear- 
ing is one of the senses, and all the senses are fal- 
liMe ; I won't trust my honour, I assure yon ; my 
honour is infallible and un-oome-at-ahle. 

Mel, For heaven’s sake, madam— 

Lady P, Oh 1 name it no more. Bless me, how 
can you talk of heaven, and have so much wick^- 
uess in your heart? May be, you don t think it • 
sin; they say, some of you gentlemeD don’t think it 
a sin. Indeed, if 1 did not tnink it a sin— But still, 
ray honour, if it were no sin — But then, to marry 
my daughter, for the conveniency of frequent op- 
portunilies : I’ll never consent to that ; as sore aa 
can be. I’ll break the match. 

Mel, Death and amazement! Madam, upon my 
knees— , „ 

Lady P, Nay, nay, riser up : come, you shall sea 
iny good-nature. 1 know love is powerful, and 
nobody can help his passion : 'tis not your fault, 
nor I swear it is not mine. How can 1 help it, if 1 
have charms? And how can you help it, if you 
are made a captive? Oh Lord! here’s somebody 
coming; I dare not stay. Well, you mast oonai- 
dcr of your crime, and strive as much as can bo 
against it: strive, be sore; but don’t be melan- 
oholy, don't desoair ; but never think that I’ll grant 
you anything- Oh Lord! no : hot be sure you lay 
Bsids all thoughts of the marriage; for though 1 
know you doirt love Cynthia, omy as a blind Tor 
your passion to me, yet it will mqke me jealous— 
Oh Lord ! what did 1 say? Jealous : no, no, I can t 
be jealons; for I must not love yon; therefore, 
don'll hope— but don’t despair neither. Oh ! th^ re 
coming, 1 must fly. 

Mel, So, then, in spite of my care and foraaight, 
I am caught — caitglit in my aeourity : yet mis woe 
but a shallow artifice, unworthy of my Maobiavilian 
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aant; - then maet be more bebiod: deitnetioii 
followi herd, if not preieutlj preTented. 

Enter Maskwbll. | 

Maskwell, weloome! Thjrpreeenoe is e view of 
land appearing to my shipwrecked hopes : the witch 
has raised |be storm, and Her ministers have done 
their work ; you see the vesseFs are parted. 

Maak* I know it : I met Sir Paul towinz away 
Cynthia. Come, tronble not your head, Til join 
you together ere to-morrow morning, or drown be- 
tween you in the attempt. 

MtL There's comfort in a hand stretched out to 
one that's sinking, though never so far oft'. 

Mask, No sinkmg, nor no danger. Come, cheer 
up ; why, you donH know that, while I plead for 
you, your aunt has given me a retaining fee ; nay, I 
am vour greatest enemy, and she does but journey- 
work under me. 

Msl Ha! how’s this? 

Mask, ‘What d'ye think of my being employed 
in the execution of all her plots? Ha, ha, ha! Nay, 
it's true : 1 have undertaken to break the match ; 
I have undertaken to make your uncle disinlierit 

2 ou ; to get you turned out of doors, and to — Ha, 
a, ha! I can t tell you for laughing. Ohi she has 
opened her heart to me^l'm to turn yoi} a grazing, 
and«to — ho, ha, ha !— marry Cynthia myself : theres 
a plot fur you. 

Mel. Ha! Oh! see^ I see my rising son! Light 
breaks through clouds upon me, and 1 shall live in 
day. Oh! inv Maskwell, how shall 1 thank or 
praise thee'! thou hast outwitted woman. But tell 
me, how couldst thou thus get into her confidence, 
eh! how? But was it her contrivance to persuade 
my Lady Pliant to this extravagant belief? 

Mask. It was; and, to tell you the truth, I en- 
couraged it for your diversion : though it made you 
a little uneasy for the present, yet the reflection of 
it must needs be entertaining. I warrant, she was 
very violent at first. 

Mel, Ha, ha, ha! Aj, a very fury. 

Mask, Ha, ha, ha ! 1 know her temper. Well, 
yon must know, then, that all my eontrivaiices were 
but bubbles; till at last I pretended to have been 
long secretly iu love with Cynthia; that did my 
business; that convinced your aunt l^might be 
trnstefl ; since it was as muoli my interest as hers 
to break the match : then she thought my jealousy 
might qualify me to assist her in her revenge; and, 
in short, in that belief, told me the secrets of her 
heart. At length, we made this agreement : if I 
accomplish her designs, (as I told you before,) she 
has engaged to pot Cynthia, with all her forlune, 
into my power. 

Mel, She is most gracious in her favour. Well, 
and, dear Jack, how hast thou contrived? 

M^k, I would not have you stay to hear it now ; 
for I don't know but she mav come this way. I 
am lo meet her anon; after that. I’ll tell you the 
whole matter. Be here in this gallery an hour 
hence : by that time, 1 imagine, our coosultatioo 
may be over. 

w VSS*’ Till then,«ncce88 attend thee. [Exit. 
Hose. Till then, soocess will attend me ; for whetp 
1 meet you, I meet the only obstacle lo my fortune. 
CjnUiia, let (hy beanty gild my crimes; and wliat- 
•oever I oomn^t of tiaaohery or deceit shall be 
imputed to m^ a merit. Treachery ! what trea- 
chwy? liOveMoela all the bonds of friendship, 
and sets men right upon their first foundations. 
Hatj to ™lf*f Pia^ to parents, gratitude to bene- 
fa^ors, and fidelity to friends, are different and 
particular ties'; but the name, of rival* cots *em all 
** acquittance. Rival is 

universal leveller of 

mankind. .Ha. bdt is there not such a tbilig 


honesty? Yes, and whosoever hu it Bboot'Hiu 
bears an enemy in bis breast ; for yonr honest 
as I take it, is that nice, scmpulons, conscientfama 
person, who will cheat nobody but himself: snob 
another coxcomb as your wise than, who is too hard 
for all the world, and will be made a fool of by 
nobody but himself. Ha, ha, ha! Well, for wis- 
dom and honesty, give me conning arid hypocrisy. 
Oh! 'tis such a measure to angle for fair-faced 
fools? Then that hungry gudgeon, credulity, will 
bite at auything. Why, Tet me see: I have the 
same face, the same words and accents, when I 
speak what I do think, and when 1 speak what I 
do not think ; the very same : and dear dissimula- 
tion is the only art not to be known from nature. 

Why mil mankind befools, and he deceiv'd? 

And why are friends and lovers' oaths believd? 

When each, who searches strictly his own mind. 

May so much fraud and power ofbasetwss find. 

[Exif, 

ACT III. 

Scene I,— The same. 

Enter Lord and Lady Touchwood. 

T, My lord, can yon blame my brother 
Pliant, if lie refuse his daughter upon this provo- 
cation? The contract's void by this onhevd-of 
impiely. 

Lord 7. I don’t believe i^tme; he has better 
principles: pho! 'tis nonsense. Come, oome. I 
know my Lady Pliant; 'tis not the first time she 
has mistaken respect for love, and made Sir Paul 
jealous of the civility of aiyindesigning person, the 
better to bespeak Fiis sAfity in her onfeigDed 
pleasures. 

Lady T. Yon censure hardly, my lord : my sis- 
ter's honour is very well known. 

Lord T. Yes, I believe I know some that have 
been familiarly acquainted with it. This is a little 
trick wrought by some pitiful contriver, envious of 
my nephew's merit. 

Lady 7. Na} , ray lord, it may be so, and I hope 
it will be found so; but that will require some 
time; for, in such a case as this, demoostration is 
necessary. 

Lord 7. There should have been demonstration 
of the contrary, too, before it bad been believed. 

Lady 7. So, 1 suppose, there was. 

• LordT, Howl where! when? 

Lada 7. That I cau’t tell; nay, 1 don't say there 
was ; 1 am willing lo believe as fsvoorably of my 
nephew as I can. 

Lord 7. I don’t know that.. 

Lady 7. Ho\f '. Don’t you believe that, say you, 
my lord ? 

LordT, No, I don't say so. I confess 'I am 
troubled to find you so cold in bis defence. 

Lady 7. His defence ! Bless me ! would yon 
have me defend an ill thing? 

Lord T, You believe it, then! 

Lady T, I don't know ; I am very unwilling to 
speak my tboughts in anything that may be to iny 
cousin’s disadvantage ; besides, I find, my lord, you 
are prepared to receive an ill impression from any 
opinion of mine, whioh is not consenting with your 
own; but sinoe 1 am like to be auapected in the 
end, and 'tis a pain any longer to dissemble, I own 
it to you: in snort, I do believe it; nay, and can 
believe anything worse, if it were laid to bis charge. 
Don’t ask me my reasons, my lord ; for they are 
not fii to be told yon. 

Lord 7. I'm amazed! 


Here must be something 
fit to bo 
ioteresta. 


more than ordinary in this. (Awfr.) Not fit to bo 
told me, madam : You can have no iot( 
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il ain not ooAqenvBd; and, oonseqnentlj^ 
ne reasons oa^ht lo be ooBTinciog to me, 
create 3 ‘ODr, satisfootion or disquiet. 

** Lttdy But those lebiob cause mj disquiet, 1 
am wiiliiifr to have remote from jFOur hearing. 
Good, mv lord, don’t press me. 

Lord T. Don’t oblige me to press you. 

Lai^ T, Whatever it was, ’tis past ; and that is 
better lo be unknown, wbiob cannot be prevented ; 
therefore, let me beg of you to rest satisfied. 

Lord T. When you have told me I will. ' 
Ladff T, You won’t. 

JLora r. By my life, my dear, I will. 

Lady T. What if you can’t? 

Lord 7*. Howl Then I must know; nay, I will : 
no more trifling ; I charge you tell me — by all our 
mutual peace to come, upon ^dur duty — 

Lady T» Nay, my lord, you need say no more, to 
make me lay my heart before you; but don't be 
thus transporteil; compose yourself; it is not of 
cofloern, to make you lose one minute's temper : 
’tis not, indeed, my dear. Oh ^ird ! I wish 1 had 
not told you anything. Indeed," my lord, you have 
frightened me. Nay, look pleased. I’ll tell you. 
lord T. WelU'well. 

Laify T. Nay, but will you be palm? Indeed, 
it’s nothing but — ^ 

Lord T. But whatl 

.‘iM/dy T. But will you promise not to be angry 1 
DAJi yon must not be angry with Mellefont. 1 dare 
swear he’s sorry ; and, were it to do again, would 
nut — • 

Lord T. Sorry for what? Death! you rack me 
with del^. ** 

Lady T, Nay, no great matter, only— ;well, I 
have your promise — pbo! why, nothing, only your 
nejihew had a mind to amuse himself sometimes 
with a little gallantrp |j|ivards me. Nay, I can’t 
thinlc he meant anythin^eriously ; but melhought 
it looked oddly. 

Lord T. Confusion! what do T bearl 
Lady T, Or, may be, he thought he was not enough 
akin to me upon your account, and had a mind to 
create a nearer relation on his own ; a lover, you 
know, my lord — Ha, ha, ha! Well, but that’s all. 
Now you have it. Well, remember your pro- 
mise, my lord ; and don’t take any notice of it to 
him. 

Lard T. No, no, no. 

Xoi^ T. Nay, 1 swear you must not; a littfe 
bannlesa mirtii — only misplaoed, that’s alL But if 
it were more, ’tis over now, and all’s well. For 
my part, I have forgotten it ; and so has he, 1 hope ; .j 
fpr 1 have not heara anything from him these two 
days. 

Lord T. These two days ! Is it so fresh ? Un- 
natural villain! I’ll have bim stripped, and turned 
naked out of my dodrs this mom*'''t, and let him 
I'ot and perish. 

Lady T» Ob ! my lord, yen’ll ruin mo, if you 
take such public notice of it; it will be a town- 
talk : consider your own and my honour. * Stay,' I 
told yon you would not be satisfied when yon knew 
it. 

Lord T, Before I’ve done, I will be satisfied. 
Ungrateful monster! How long — 

Lady T. Lord! I don’t know: I wish my Itpa 
had grown together when I told you. Almost a 
twelvemonth — nay, I won’t tell you any more, till 
you are yourself. Pray, my lord, don’t let the 
company see you in this disorder: yet, 1 confess, 

, blame you; for I thiuk 1 was never so sur- 

fmed in my life. Who would have tbooght my 
M||iew could have so miscoustmed my kinduess 1 
Mt will yon go into your closet, and recover your 
temper? I’U make an excuse of sudden business 
to the MBpeoy, and come to you. Pm, good, 
demr my lo^, let pie beg you do now : I’ll uome 


immediately, and toll you all. Will you, mj 
lord ? 

.Lord T. T will. I am mute with wonder. 

Lady T, Well, but go now; here's somebody 
coining. 

LordT. Well, I go. You won’t stay; for I 
would hear more of this. 

Jjody T, I’ll follow imriantly. [Exif Lord T. 


So! 


Enter Maskwell. 


Mask, This was a master-piece, and did not need 
my help; though I stood ready for a cue to come 
in, and confirm oil, bad there been occasion. 

Lady T. Have you seen Mellefoui ? 

Mask, I have ; and urn to meet him here about 
this time. 

Lady T. How does be bear his disappoint- 
ment? 

Mask, Secure in my assistance, he seemed not 
much afflicted, but rather laughed at the shallow 
aryfice, which so little time must of necessity dis- 
cover: yet he is apprehensive of some fortber 
design of your’s, and has engaged me to watch 
you. I believe be will hardly oe able to prevent 
yonr plot; yeti wonld have you use caution and 
expeoition. 

lAtdy T, Expedition, indeed ; for all we do most 
be performed in the remaining part of this evening, 
arid before the company break up, lest my lord 
should cool, and have ab ppportunity to talk 
with him privately : my lord must not see him 
again. 

Mask, By no means ; therefore, you must aggra- 
vate my lord’s displeasure to a degree that will 
admit of no conference with him* What think you 
of mentioning me? 

Lady T. How? 

Mask, To my lord , as ^ving been privy to Melle- 
font’s design upon you, out still using my utmost- 
endeavours to dissuade him : though my friendship 
and love to him has made me conceal it, yet, you 
may say, 1 threatened the next time be at- 
tempted anything of that kind, to discover it to 
my lord. 

Jjody T. To what end is this? 

Mask, It will ounfirm my lord’s opinion of my 
honour anj honesty, and create in him a new confi- 
dence in me, which (should this design miscarry) 
will be necessary to the forming of another plot 
that I have in my head — to cheat you, as well aa 
the rest. (Aside.) 

Lady T, I’ll do it. 

Mask. You had best go to my lord, keep him as 
long as you can in his closet, and I doubt not but 
you will I 
are so en^ 

they’ll iniss''nuither of yon. 

Isody T, When shall we meet? At eight this 
evening, in my chamber ; there rejoice at our suc- 
cess, Bud toy away an hoor in mirtti. 

Mask. I will not fail. [Exit Lady 7*.] I kuow 
what she means well enough. I have lost all ap- 

{ >etite to her; yet she’s a fine woman, aud I loved 
leronce; butt don’t know, the case is altered; 
what was my pleasure is become my duty and I 
as indifterent to her now, as if 1 were her hus- 
band. Should she smoke my design upon Cynthia, 
1 were in a fine pickle. She has a pei^trating head, 
and knows how to interpret a ouldneas the right 
way; therefore, I most dissemble aidoar and eoAi- 
cy, that’s resolved. How easily and pleasantly i§ 
that dissembled before fruition ! Plague on’t! that 
a man can’t drink without quoDohing his thirst. 
Hu ! yonder comes Mellefont, thoughtral. Let mo 
think: meet her at eight — ^hum— ha! I have it. If 
I can speak to my lord before, 1 will deceive them 
all, and yet secure myself. ’Twas aluoky tboughl! 


^ as you can in ms crosec, aim j. oouDi nui dui 
L will mould him to what yOn please: your guests 
so engaged in their own follies and intrigues. 
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Well, this double-dealing is a jewel. Here he 
comes : now for me. 

E^er Mellepotit; niNsmjr. Maskwell, prgtgndmg 
mot to see Aim, toalka by him, and speaks, as it were, 
to himself, 

Mercj OB us! what will the wickedness of this 
world come to! 

Mel. How now, Jack! What, so full of contem- 
{datioD that jou run over? 

Mask, I’m glad you’re oome, for I could not 
oeutain myself any longer ; and was just going to 
give vent to a secret, which nobody but you ought 
to drink down. Your aunt’s just gone from thence. 

Mel, And having trusted thee with the secrets of 
ber soul, thou art villanously bent to discover ’em 
all to me ? eh I 

Mask, I’m afraid my frailty leans that way; but 
I don’t know whether 1 can in honour discover all. 

Md, All, all, man. What, you may in honour 
betray her as far as she betrays herself. Mo titgi- 
cal design upon mv person, I hone? 

Mask. No, but It’s a comical oesign upon mine. 
Mel, What dost thou mean? 

Mask, Listen, and be dumb : we have been bar- 
gaining about the rate of your ruin — 

Mel. Like any two goardians to an 'orphan heir- 
ess. Well. 

Mask, And whereas pleasure is generally paid 
with mischief, what mischief I ebaU do is to be 
paid with pleasure. 

Mel, So, when you’ve swallowed the potion, you 
sweeten your mouth with a plum? 

Mask. You are merry, sir ; but I shall probe your 
conslilntion: in short, the price of your banishment 
is to he paid with the person of — 

Mel. Of Cynthia, and her fortune. Why, you 
^ forget, you told me tliis before. 

Mask, No, no; so far you are right ; andT am, 
as an earnest of that bargain, to have full and free 
possession of the person of your aunt. 

Mel, Ha! Pho! you trifle. 

Mask, By this light, I’m serious, all raillery 
apart. I knew ’twould stun you. This evening, at 
eight, she will receive me in her bed-chamber. 

MeL Hell and the devil ! is she abandoned of all 
graoe? Why, the woman is possessed.* 

Mask, Well, will you go in iny stead? j 

Md, Into a hot furnace sooner. 

Mask. No you would not; it would not be so 
convenient, as I can order matters. 

Mel. What d’ye mean ? 

Mask. Mean ! not to disappoint the lad^ I assure 
you. Ha, ba, ha ! How gravely he lool?. Come, 
come, I won’t perplea you. Tis the only thing 
that Providence could have contrived to make me 
capable of serving you, either to my inclination or 
your own necessity. 

Mel, How, how, for heaven’s sake, dear Mask- 
well? 

Mask, Why, thns : I’ll go according to my ap- 
pointment ; you shall have notice, at the critical 
minute, to come and aurprise your aunt and me 
together. Counterfeit a rage against me, and I’ll 
make my escape throogh the private passage from 
phamber, which I^l take care to leave open. 
Twill be hard if then you can’t bring her to any 
eonditions; for this discovery will dnarm her of 
all defence, and leave her entirely at your mercy : 
nay, she most ever after be in awe of you. 

Jfe/. I^t roe adore thee, iny better genius! I 
think it IS not in the power of fate now to disap- 
point my hopes — my hopes ! m'y certainty ! 

Mask, Well, I’ll meet you here, within a quarter 
nf eight, and give you notice. 

Md, Good fortune ever go with thee! 
t [ Exit Maskwell, 


Elder Careleis. 

Care, Mellefont, get out o’the way. My Ladj 
Pliant’s coming, and 1 shall never soooeed while 
thou art in sight, though she begins to tack about ; 
but 1 made love a great while to no purpose. 

Md, Why, what’s the matter? She’s convinced 
that I don’t care for her. 

Core. I can’t get an answer from her, that does 
not begin with ber honour, or her virtue, or some 
tudi cant. Then she has told me the whole history 
of Sir Paul’s nine years’ courtship; how he has lain 
for whole nights together uudd the stairs, before 
her chamber-door ; and the nrst favour he received 
from*her was a piece of an old sc&rlet pettfooat for 
a stomacher; wnicb, since the day of us marri^e, 
he has, out of a niece of gallantry, converted into 
a night-cap ; and wears it still, with much solem- 
nity, on bis anniversary wedding-night. 

ilbl. You are very great with him. I wonder 
he never told you his grievances : he will, 1 war- 
rant yon. 

Care, Excessively foolish! But that which gives 
me most hopes of her is her telling me of the many 
temptations she has resisted. 

Mel, Nay, then, you have ber; for a woman’s 
bragging to a man that she has overcome tempta- 
tion, is an argument that they were weakly offered, 
and a challenge to him to engage her more irresist- 
ibly. Here she comes with Sir Paul. I'll leave yon. 
Ply her close ; and, by-and-by, clap a billet-doux 
into her hand; for a woman never thinks a man 
truly in love with her, till has been fool enough 
to think of her out of her sight, and to lose so much 
time as to write to ber. [Exit. 

Enter SiR Paul and Lady Pliant. 

Sir P. Sha’n’t we disturb your meditations, Mr. 
Careless? you would be private f 

Care, You bring that Mong with you, Sir Paul, 
that bhall be always welcome to my privacy. 

Sii P. Oh! sweet sir, yon load your humble 
servants, both me and my wife, with continual 
favours. 

LadyP. Sir Paul, what a phrase was there! You 
I will be making answers, and taking that upon yon 
which ought to lie^lpon me : that you should have 
so litUe breeding, to think Mr. Careless did not 
apply himself to me. Pray, what have you to en- 
tertain anybody’s privacy ? I swear and declaie, in 
the face of the whole world, I’m ready to blush for 
your ignorance. 

Sir P. I acquiesce, my lady ; but don’t snub so 
loud. (Apart.) 

Lady P. Mr. Careless, if a person that is wholly 
illiterate might be supposed to be capable of bcdqg 
qualified to a suitable return to those obliga- 
tions^ which you are pleased to confer upon one 
that IS wholly incapable of being qualified in all 
those circumstances. I’m sure 1 should rather at- 
tempt it than anything in the world; (courtesies^ 
for, I’m snre, there’s nolhiiig in the world that I 
would rather. (Courtesies.) But I know Mr. Care* 
less is so great a critic, and so fine a gcotlemaD,^ 
that it is impossible for me — 

Care. Ob, heavens ! madam, yon confound me. 
Sir P. Gadshud 1 she's a tine person. 

Lady P. Oh, Lord! sir, pardon me, we women 
have not those advantages : I know my own im- 
perfections ; but, at the aame time, you must give 
me leave to declare in the face of the world, thqt 
nobody is more sensible of favours and things ; for 
with tne reserve of my honour, I assure ymi, Ms. 
Careless, 1 don’t know anything in the world. 1 
would refuse to a person so meritorious. You'll 
pard'DU my want of expression. 

Care. Oh! your ladyship is abounding iq all.^x^ 
cellenoo, particularly that of phrase, 
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Lady P. Ton lit iq obligiDC, sir. 

Cm. Your ladjihip is so cuarming. 

8%r P. Soj now, now; now, my lady. 

Lady P. So well bred. 

Care, So sarprising. 

Loify P, So well-mssed, so bonne mienne, so 
eloquent, so nnaflected, so easy, so free, so parti- 
cular, BO agreeable — 

Sir P, Ay, so, so, tliere. 

Care, Oh Lord! 1 beseech yon, madam, don't — 

Litdy P, So gay, so graceful, so good teeth, so 
fine shape, so fine limbs, so fine linen ; and 1 don't 
donbt bot you have a very good skin, sir. 

Care, For heaVen's sake, madam— I'm quite out 
of oountenaiice. 

Sir P. And my lady's quite out of breath, or 
else you should hear. Gadsbud! you may talk of 
my Lady Froth — 

Care. Oh 1 fie, fie ! not to bo named of a day. 
My Lady Froth is very well in her accomplish- 
ments, but it is when my Lady Pliant is not thought 
of ; if that can ever he. 

Lady P. Oh! you overcome me— that is so ex- 
cessive. 

Sir P. Nay, I swear and vow, th^at was pretty. 

Care. Oh I Sir Paul, you are the happiesjt man 
alive. Such a lady! that is the envy of her sex, 
and the admiration of ours. 

Sir P. Your humble servant. I am, I thank 
heaven, in a fine way of living, as T may say, peace- 
fully and happily; and, 1 think, need not en< y any 
of my neighbours, blessed be Providence!^ Ay, 
truly, Mr. Careless, mV lady is a great blessing ; a 
fine, discreet, well-spoken woman, as you shall see, 
if it become roe to say so ; and we live very com- 
fortably together : she is a little hasty sometimes, 
and so am I ; but mine is soon over ; and then I’m 
so sorry. Oh ! Mr. Careless, if it were not for one 
thing — 


Later Timothy, with a letter, and offers it to Sir 
Paul Pliant. 

Gudso! gadsbud! Tim, carry it to my lady; you 
should have carried it to my lady first. 

7Hm, 'Tig directed to your worship. 

Sir P, Well, well, my lady i^ads all letters first. 

Lady P. How often have you been told of that, 
you jackanapes ? 

sir P, Child, do so no more ; d’ye hear, Tim? 

Ttm. No, and please you. IJSxit. 

Sir P. A humour of my wife’s— you know, wo- 
men have little fancies. But, as 1 was telling you, , 
Mr. Careless, if it were not for one thing. I should 
think myself the happiest man in tlie world ; indeed, 
touches me near, very near. 

•.jidBaete. What can that be. Sir Paul ? 

iRh- P. Why, I have, I tbankjieaven, a very 
plentiful fortune, a good estate in the country, some 
BOHies in town, and some money, a pretty tolerable 
pexiBmal estate ; and it is a great grief to me, in- 
deed it In, Mr. Careless, that I have not a son to 
inherit this. 'Tis true, I have a daughter ; and a 
fine dutiful child she is, thong;h I say it ; blessed be 
Providenee, I may say ; for, indeed, Mr. Careless, 
1 am mightily beholden to Providence— a poor, 
utawortliy sinner! But if I had a sou — ah! that’s 
ny affliction, and my only affliction ; indeed, I can- 
hot refrain from tears when it cornea in my mind. 
< Cries.) ^ 

Care. Why, methinks, that might be eari^ re> 
medied ; my lady’s a fine likely woman. 

Sir P, Oh! a fine likely woman as yon shall see 
Hi a snmmer’s day ; indeed she is, Mr. Carel'eas, in 
adlrejl^eetii. , 

Care. And I should not have taken you to have 
been BO old — 

fiSr P. Alas ! that’s not it, Mr. Careless ; ah ! 
Ahat’s not Jt; no, no, yon shoot wide of the mark n 


mile, indeed yon do ; that's not it, Mr. Careless ; 
no, no, that’s not it. 

C^e. No ! what can be the matter, then ? 

Sir P. Yon’Jl scarcely believe me, when I shall 
tell you. Why, my lady is so nice. 1 am her hns- 
band, as I may say, though far unworthy of that 
honour ; yet, I am her hnsband ; but, alas-a-day ! 1 
have no more familiarity with her person, as to 
that matter, than with ray own mother ; no, indeed. 

Care. Alas-a-daj ! ibis is a lamentable story ; 'tia 
an injury to the world ; my lady must be told on’t; 
she must, i'faith! Sir Paul. 

SirP. Ab! would to heaven yun would, Mr. 
Careless ; yon are mightily in her favour. 

Care, 1 warrant you ; what! we must have a son 
some way or other. 

Sir P, Indeed I should be mightily bound to 
you if yon could bring it about, Mr. Careless. 

Lady P, Sir Paul, it’s from your steward ; here’s 
a return of six hundred pounds; yoii may take fifty 
of ^ for your next half-year. {Gives him the letter,) 

Enter Lokd Froth and Cynthia. 

Sir P, How does my girl? Come hither to thy 
father; poor Iamb, thou'rt melancholy. 

Lord F, Heavens! Sir Paul, you amaze me of all 
things in the world. You are never pleased but 
when we are all upon the broad grin ; all langb, and 
no company : ah ! then, 'tis such a sight to see some 
teeth. Sure, you're a great admirer of my Lady 
UHiifler, Mr. Sneer, and Sir Lawrence Loud, and 
that gang. 

Sir P. I vow jfnd swear she’s a very merry wo- 
man ; but 1 think she laughs a little too much. 

Lord F, Merry ! Oh Lord ! what a characterthat 
is of a woman of quality! You have been at my 
Lady Whiller’s upon her day, madam ? {To Cyn , ) 

Cun, Yes, inylord. t must humour this loo). 
(Aside.) 

Lord F, Well, and how, eh? What is your 
sense of the conversation tlirre? 

Cyn, Oh! most ridiculous ! a perpetual concert 
of laughing without any harmony ; for sure, my 
lord, to laugh out of time is ns disagreeable as to 
sing out of time, or out of tune. 

Lord F, He, he, he! right; and then, my Lady 
W hitler so ready, she always comes in three 
bars too soon : and then, wlial do they langb at ? 
For, you know, laughing without a jest, is as im- 
pertinent — lie ! as, as — 

Cyn, As dancing without a fiddle. 

Lord F, Just, i’faith! that was at my toogoe’s 
end. 

Cyn, But that cannot be properly said of them ; 
for, I think, they are ail in good nature with the 
world, and only laugh at one another; apd, you 
most allow, they have all jests in their persons, 
though they have none in their conversation. 

Lord F, True, as I’m a person of honour: for 
heaven’s sake, let us sacrifice ’em to mirth a little. 

Re-enter Timothy, and whispers Sir Paul Ptumt. 

Sir P. Gadso! Wife, wife; my Lady PKaot, I 
have a word — 

Lady P. I’m busy, Sir Paul ; I wonder at your 
impertinence. 

Care. Sir Paul, harkye! I’m reasoning the mat- 
; ter, you know. Madam, if yoqr ladyship pleases, 
we’ll discourse of this in the next room. 

* {Exit with Lady P. 

Sir P. Ob, ho! I wish you good sucoess; 1 wish 
you good success. Boy, tell my lady, when she haa 
done, 1 would speak with her below. [Exii with Tim. 

Enter Lady Froth and Brisk. 

Lady F% Tbea you think that episode between 



Act IV. Scene 1.1 THB DOUSLB DEALBH. 11 


Sasan tbe dBir^-naid and our ooacliman» ia iiot 
amiaal you know, I may aappoae the dairy in town, 
as well as in the country. 

Brisk, Incomparable, let me perish ! Bat, then, 
being an heroic poem, had not yon better call him 
a charioteer 1 Charioteer sounds great ; besides, 
your ladyship’s cogchman haring a red face, and 
you comparing him to the sun — and, yon know, the 
snn is called heaven’s charioteer. 

Ladu F, Oh ! infinitely better ; I’m extremely 
beholding to you for the hint. Stay, we’ll read 
over those half-a-score lines again. {PuUs oaf a 
paper,) Ijet me see here : you know what goes be- 
fore; the comparison, you know. {Reads.) 

** For as the sun shines ev*ry day. 

So of our coachman I may say ** — 

Brisk, I’m afraid that simile won’t do in wet 
weather, because you say the sun shines every 
day. 

Lady F, No, for the sun it won’t ; but it will do 
for the coachman; for, you know, there’s Aost 
occasion for a coach in wet weather. 

Brisk. Bight, right, that saves all. 

LadyF. Then, 1 don’t say the sun shines all the 
day ; but, that he peeps now and then : yet he does 
shine all the day, too, you know, though we don’t 
see him. 

Brisk, Right; but the vulgar will never cem- 
prehend that. 

Lady F. Well, yon shall hear. Let me see. 
(Reads,) 

** For as the sun shines every day. 

So of our coachman I may say, 

He shews his drunken fiery face. 

Just as Ihe sun does, more or less,” 

Brisk, That’s right; all’s well, all’s well: more 
. or le.ss. 

LadyF, (Reads.) 

** And when, at night, his labour* s done. 

Then, too, like heaven's charioteer, the sun**-— 

Ay, charioteer does better. 

“ Into the dairy he descends, 

And there his whipping and his drivit^ ends; 
There he* s secure from danger of a ^tlk, 

His fare is paid him, and he sets in mUk.** 

For Susan, you know, is Thetis, and so — 

Brisk. Incomparably well and proper, egad! but 
I bavc one exception to make : don’t you think bilk 
— I know it’s good rhyme — but don’t you think* 
bilk and fare too like a backney-coRcbman 1 

LadyF, 1 swear and vow I’m afraid so; and yet 
our Jehu was a hackney-ooacliman when my lord 
took him. 

Brisk, Was he? I’m answered, if Jehu was a 
hackney-coachman. Yon may put that into the 
marginal notes, though, to prevent criticism : only 
mark it with a small asterism, and say, John was 
formerly a hackney-coachman. 

Lady F, I will. You’d oblige me extremely to 
write notes to the whole poem. 

Brikh, With all my heart and soul ; and proud 
oftlie vast honour, let me perish. 

Lord F, He, be be ! My dear, have you done? 
Won’t you join with us ? we were laughing at my 
Lady Whifler and Mr. Sneer. 

Lady F. Ay, my dear, were you? Oh ! filthy 
Mr. Sneer! he’s a nauseous figure, a most fnlsamic 
fop, pho! He spent two days together in going 
about Govent-gardeu to suit the lining of bis coach 
with his complexion. 

LordF, Oh, silly! yet hit aunt is as fond of 
him, as if ahe had Drought the ape into the world 
herself. 

Brisk, Who, my Lady Toothless ? Oh ! she’s a 


mertifying spectade; she’s always ohewlog the 
oud, like an old ewe. 

Cyn, Fie ! Mr. Brisk, ’tii eringoes for her ooogfa. 

Lady F. Then she’s always reuy to laugh when 
Sneer offers to speak ; and sits in expectation of his 
no jest, with her month open. 

Brisk, Like an oyiterat low ebb, egad! Ha, 
ha, ha! 

Lady F. Then that t’other peat strapping lady; 
I oan’t hit of her name; the old faiJool that paints 
so exorbitantly. 

Brisk, I know whom you mean ; but deuce take 
me, I can’t hit of her name neither. Paints, d’ye 
say? why, she lays it on with adrowel; then she 
has a great beard that bristles through it, and 
makes her look as if she were plastered with lime 
and hair, let me perish. 

Lady F, Oh ! you made a song upon her, Mr. 
Brisk. 

Brisk, Eh! egad! so 1 did. My lord can sing 
it. ’Tis not a song, neither : it’s a sort of an epigram, 
or rather, an epigrammatic'eonnet; I doe t know 
what to call it, but it’s satire. Sing it, my lor^ 

SONG.— Lord Froth. 

^ncietit Phillis has young graces, 

*Tis a stnmge thing, hut a true one; 

Shall I tell you how? 

She herself nyikes tier own faces. 

And each morning wears a new one; 

• Where's the wonder now? 

Brisk. Short, buttlilre’j salt in it; my way of 
writing, egad ! 

Enter Thomas. 

Lady F, How now ? 

Tho, Your ladyship’s chair is comr. 

Lady F, Is nurse and the child in it? 

Tho. Yes, madam. [IScil. 

Lady F, Oh ! the dear creature ! let’s go see it. 

Lord F, 1 swear, my dear, you spoil that child 
with sending it to and again so often ; this is the 
seventh time the chair has gone for her to-day. 

Lady F. Oh la! I swear it’s but the sixth, and I 
haven’t seen her these two hours. The poor dear 
oreatnre! 1 swear, my lord, you don’t love poor 
dear little Saplio. Come, my dear Cynthia ; Mr. 
Brisk, we'll go see iSapho, though my lord won’U 

Cyn, I’ll wait upon your ladyship. 

Brisk, Pray, madam, how old is LadySapbo? 

Lady F. Three quarters ; but I swear she has a 
world of wit, and can sing a tune already. My lord# 
won’t yon go? won’t you? what, not to see Sapbt 
Pray, my lord, come see little Saph. I knew you 
could not stay. [HsiiMf. 

^ ACT IV. 

Scene L— TAe same. 

Enter Mellefont and Cynthia. 

Cyn. I heard him loud as I came by the cIosAt- 
door, and my lady with him : but she seemed ttf 
moderate bis passion. 

Mel. Ay, as gentle breezes moderate a fire; bnt 
I shall counterwork her spells. 

Cipi. It’s impossible; she’ll cast beyond jod 
still. I'll lay my life it will never be a match. 

Md. What? 

Cw, Between you and I. 

Mel, Why so? I don’t know why we should not 
steal out of the house this moment, and marry one 
another without onnsideration or the fear of r^ot- 
anoe. Hang fortune, portion, settlements, and 
jointures. 

Cyn. Ay, ay, what have we ip do with tbant 
You know we marry for love. 
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of my doty, 

stancy, or my own inclination to obang^ 

MeL ^To run moat wilfully and unreasonably 
away with me tbis moment, and be married. 

Cun, Hold — never to marry anybody else. 
lid. That's but a kind of negative consent. 
Why, yon won't balk the frolic? 

C^n. If you had not been so assured of yoor cwn 
oondoct, I would not. But 'tis but reasonable that, 
eiuce I consent to like a man without the vile con- 
sideration of money, he should give me a very evi- 
dent demonstration of his wit; iherefore let me see 
vott undermine mv Lady Touchwood, as you 
boasted, and force her to give her consent, and 
then^ 

Jlfe^ I'll do’t. 

Cun, And I’ll do’t. 

Md, This very next ensuing hour of eight 
o’clock is the last minute of her, reign, unless the 
devil assist her in propria portona, 

Cyn, Well, if the devil should assist her, and 
your plot miscarry — 

Md, Ay, what am I to trust to, then? 

. Cyn. Why, if jmu give me very clfear demonstra- 
tion that it was the devil. I’ll allow for irresistible 
odds. Here’s iny mother-in-law, and your friend 
Careless ; I would not have ’em see us toj^ether, 
yet. 


Enter CARELESS and Lady Pliant. 

f 

Lady P, I swear, Mr. Careless, you are very 
alluring, and say so many line things, and nothing 
is so moving to me as a tine thing. Well, 1 must 
do you this justice, and declare in the face of the 
world, never anybody gained so far upon me as 
yourself; with blushes 1 must own it, you have 
shaken, as I may say, the very foundation of niy 
honour. Wall, sure if I escape your iraportuni- 
tieifi, I shall value myself as long as I live, 1 swear. 

Care, And despise me. (Sighinp.) 

Lady P, The last of any man in the world, by 
my parity ; now you make me swear. Oh ! grati- 
tude, forbid that I should ever be wanting in a re- 
apeolful acknowledgment of an entire resignation 
of all my best wishes, for the person and parts of 
80 accomplished a person, whose merit challenges 
much more, I'm sure, than my illiterate praises 
can description. 

^ Care. An ! heavens, madam, you ruin me with 
kindness. Your charming tongue pursues the 
victory of your eyes, while at your feet yoor poor 
adorer dies. (In a whining tone.) 

JsodyP. Ao ! very fine. 

Care, Ah '. why are you so fair,yuD bewitchingly 
fair? Oh, let me grow to the ground here, and 
feast upon that band ! Ob, let me press it to my 
heart, my trembling heart ! the nimble movement 
shall iufftroot yoor pulse, and teach it to alarm de- 
sire. (StUl whining,) I’m almost at the end of my 
oknt, if she does not yield quickly. (Aeide,) 

Lady P. Ob ! that’is so passionate and fine, I 
cannot hear it. I am not safe if I stay, and must 
leave you. 

Care. And must you leave me? Rather let me 
languish out a wretched life, and breathe my soul 
beneath your feet. 1 must say the same thing 
over again, and can’t help it. XAside,) 

Lady P, I swear. I’m ready to languish, too. 
Oh, my honour ! whither is it going? I protest 
you have given me the palpitation of ue heart. 

Care, Can you be so cruel ? 

£a(*(fP. Oh ! rise, I beseech you ; say no more 
tillyourise. Whydid you kneel so long ? I swear 
1 was so ^ailstiorted, I did not see it. Well, to 
idliew youliow far you have gained upon me, I as- 


sure you, if Sir Paul ahonld die, of all mankind 
, there s none I’d sooner make my second choice^ 
Care, Oh, heaven I I can't outlive this night 
without your fiivour. I feel my spirits faint, a ge- 
neral ^mpness overspreads my face, a cold deadly 
dew already vents through all my pores, and will, 
to-morrow, wash me for ever f(om your sight, and 
drown me in my tomb, • 

LadyP, Oh! you have conquered ; sweet, melt- 
ing, moving sir, you have conquered. What 
heart of marble can refrain to weep, and yield to 
such sad sayi ngs ? ( Cries, ) 

Care, 1 thatHc heaven they are the saddest that 
I ever said, (ilstde.) Oh ! 

a P. Oh! 1 yield myself all up to yoor nn- 
ible embraces. Say, thou dear dying roan, 
when, where, and how ? Ah ! there's Sir Paul. 

Care. 'Slife I yonder’s Sir Paul ; but if he were 
not come, I'm mo transported I cannot speak. 
This note will inform yon. 

^ [Gives her a note, and exit. 

Re-enter Cynthia, with Sir Paul Pliant. 

Sir P, Thou art my tender lambkin, and shalt 
do what thou wilt ; but endeavour to forget this 
Mellefont. 

Cun, I would obey you to my power, sir; but, 
if Lhave not him, I have sworn never to marry. 

Sir P, Never to marry! Heavens j^orbid ! must 
I neither have sons nor grande ons? must the fa- 
mily of the Pliants be utterly extinct for want of 
issue male ? Oh, impiety 1 but did yon swear? 
did that sweet creature swear, eh ? How durst 
yon swear without iny consent, eh? Gadsbud! 
who am 1 ? 

Cyn, Pray, don’t be angry, sir; when I swore I 
bad yoor consent ; and, ^erefore, I swore. 

StrP, Why, then, the revoking my consent 
does annul or make of non effect your oath ; bo you 
may unswear it again ; the law will allow it. 

Cyn. Ay, bukiny conscience never will. 

Sir P. Gadsbud! no matter for that; conscience 
and law never go together ; you must not expect 
that. 

LadyP, Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive, if she has 
sworn — d’ye mark me ? if she has once sworn, it 
is most Oochristian, inhuman, and obscene, that 
she should break it. I’ll make up the match again, 
because Mr. Careless said it would oblige him. 
{Aside.) ® 

Sir P. Does your ladyship conceive so 1 Why, 
I was of that opinion once, too. Nay, if your lady- 
ship conceives so, I’m of that opinion again ; but 
I can neither find my lord nor my lady, to know 
what they intend. 

Lady P, 1 am satisfied that my cousin Melle- 
font has been much wronged. 

Cyn, I’m ama/^ed to find her of our side, for I'm 
sure she loved him. '(ilsid(;.') 

LadyP, 1 know my Lady Touchwood has no 
kindness for him; and, besides, I have been in- 
formed by Mr. Careless, that Mellefont bad never 
anything more than a profound respect. That he 
has owned himself to be my admirer, 'tis irfte, but 
he was never so presumptuous to entertain any 
dishonourable notioDB of things; so that if this be 
made plain, I don’t see how my daughter can, in 
conscience or honour, or anything in the world — 
SirP, Indeed, if this be made plain, as my lady 
your mother says, child— 

Lady P, Plain ! I was informed of it by Mr. 
Careless, and 1 assure you Mr. Careless is a per- 
son — that has a most extraordinary respect and 
honour for you, Sir Paul. 

Cyn, And for your ladyship loo, I believe, or 
else you had not changed sides so sooo. { Adde,) 
Now I begin to find it. 
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SirP* I am much obliffed to Mr. Careless, 
reallj : 1^ is a person that 1 have a great value for, 
not only for that, bat Iwoause be has a great ycne- 
ration for your ladyship. 

P. Ob, lawl no, indeed, Sir Paul; tis 
upon yonraooount. 

Sir P. No, I jirotesl and tow I hare no title to 
his esteem, but in having the honour to appertain, 
in some nfeasnre, to your ladyship, that’s all. 

Ladij P. Oh, law ! now, 1 swear and declare, it 
sha’n’t be so ; you’re too modest, Sir Paul. 

SirP. It becomes me, when there is any com- 
parison made between — 

LadyP, Oh, fie, fie! Sir Paul, you’ll pnt me 
out of countenance. Your very obedient and af- 
fectionate wife, that's all, and niglily honoured in 
that title. 

Sir P. Gadsbud ! I am transported. Give roe 
leave to kiss your ladyship’s little finger. 

Lady P, my lip, indeed. Sir Paul ; I swear you 
shall. (He kisses fur, and haws very /ow.) 

Sir P. I hombly thank your ladyship ; I d^’t 
know whether 1 fly on ground, or walk in air. 
Gadsbud! she was never thus before. Well, 1 
must own myself the most beholden to Mr. Care- 
less ; as afire as can be this is all his doing, some- 
thing that he has said ; well, 'tis a rare thing to 
have an ingenious friend. Well, your ladyship is 
of opinion that the match may go forward 1 

Lady P. By all means. Mr. Careless has satis- 
fied me of the matter. 

SirP, Well, why then, lamb, yon may keep 
your oath ; hut have a care of making rash vows. 
Come hither to me, and kiss papa. 

LadjfP* 1 swear and declare, I am in such a 
twitter to read Mr. Careless’s letter, that I can't 
forbear any longer ; but though 1 may read all let- 
ters first by prerogative, yet I'll be sure to be un- 
auapected this time, (Asi^e,) Sir Paul. 

diirP. Did your ladyabip call? 

LadyP, Nay, not to interrupt yon, my dear. 
Only lend me yOur letter wliioii you had from your 
steward to-day ; 1 would look upon the account 
again, and may be, increase your allowance. 

Sir P. There it is, madam. Do you want a pen 
and ink ? ( BowSt and yives the letter, ) 

Lady P. No, no, nothing else, I thank you Sir 
Paul. So, now I cau read iiiy own letter under the 
cover of bis. (Jaide.) * 

Sir P. Eh ! and shall I have a grandson, a brave 
chopping boy, to perpetuate the line of the Pliants? 
I’ll settle a thousaud pounds a year upon the rogue 
as soon as ever he looks me in the face, I will. 
Gadsbud ! 1 hope the yonng cbernb will be like 
me ; I would faiir have some resemblance of my- 
self in my posterity. Ua, Thy, shouldn’t yon 
wish he was like his grand-papa 1 

Cyn. I’m glad to see you so merry, sir. 

Str P, Merry! Gadsbud! I’m serious. I'll 
give thee five"" hundred pounds for every feature of 
him that resembles me. Ah ! this eye, this left 
eye ; a thousand pounds for this left eye this has 
done execution in its time, girl. Why, thou hast 
my leer, hussy ; just thy father’s leer ; let it be 
transmitted to the yonng rogue by the help of ima- 
gination. Wli^, ’tis the mark of our family. Thy. 
Oul bonae ia diBtii^uiahad by a langnisbing eye, aa 
the house of Auatrm ia 1 ^ a thick lip. 

Lodp P. Ob, dear, Mr. Careless ! I swear he 
writes charmingly, and he looka charmingly, and 
he has ebanned roe as much as 1 have charmed 
him ; and so I’ll tell him in the wardrobe, when 
’tis dark. Ob, orimine! I hope Sir Paul baa not 
seen both letters. (Asids. Puts 191 the wrong let- 
ter, and gives him her own.) Sir Paul, here’s your 
letter; to-morrow morning I’ll settle accounts to 
y^mr advantage. 

<Sir P, I humbly thank your ladyship. 


LadyP. So, now I’ll retire, and study 000m- 
plimeiitary rebuke to Mr. Careless, for the pathello 
tender of bis regards ; but it shall not be too sOrero 
neither. (Aside.) [JEMf. 

Enter Brisk. 

Brieh, Sir Paul, gadsbnd! you’re an nuoiTil 
person, let me tell your, and all that ; and I did not 
think it. had been in yoo. 

SirP. Oh, law! what's the matter now? I 
hops yoo are not angry, Mr. Brisk? 

Bnsk. Deoce take me, I believe yon intend to 
marry yonr daughter yourself; you’re always 
brooding Over her like an old hen, as if she were 
not well hatched, egad, eb! * 

SirP. Good, strange! Mr. Brisk is suefa n 
merry facetions person. Ha, ha, ba ! No, no, I 
have done with her, I have done wjtli her now. 

Brisk. The fiddles have stayed this hour in the 
ball, and my ^rd Froth wants a partner; we can 
never begin withonther. 

SirP. 60, go, child; go, get yon gone, and 
dance and be merry; I'll come aiid look at von 
by-and-by. [Exit Cynthia.^ Where’s my son Mel- 
lefont? 

Brisk. I'll send him to them; I know where he 
is ; and. Sir Paul, will you send Careless into the 
hall, if you meet him ? 

Sir P. I will, I will ; I’ll go and look for him on 
purpose. 

Brisk, So, now they are all gone, and I have 
an opportunity to practise. Ah ! my dear Lady 
Frotn ! she’s a most .engaging crei^ure, if she 
were not so fond of that d'Jbd coxci^bly lord of 
hers; and yet I am forced to allow him wit, too, to 
keep in with him. No matter, she's a woman of 
parts, and, egad, parts will carry her. She saidl 
she would fmlow me into tlie gallery. Now, to 
make my approaches;— Hem, hem! Ah! ma— 
(Bows.) — dam! Plague on’t, why should I dis- 
parage roy parts by thinking what to say ? None 
lint dull rognes think ; witty men, like rich fel- 
lows, are always ready for all expenses ; while yonr 
blookheada, like poor needy scoundrels, are forced 
to examine their stock, and forecast the charges 
of the day. Here she comes ; I'll seem not to see 
her, and try to win her with a new airy invention 
of roy own. Hem ! ( Shigs, walking about.) 

Enter Lady Froth. 

I’m sick with love, ba, ba, ha ! pr’ythee, come and 
jcure me — I’m sick with — Oh, ye powers! Oh ! my 
Lady Froth, my Lady Froth, my Lady Froth! 
Heigbo, break heart! Gods, 1 thank you. (Stands 
musntg with his arms across. ) 

Lady F. Ob, heavens! Mr. BrUk, what’s the 
matter ? * 

Brisk. My Lmv Froth ! your ladyship’s moat 
bumble servant. The matter, madam? — nothing, 
madam ; nothing at all, egad! I was fallen iA 
the roost agreeable amnseiiieiFt in the whole pro- 
vince of oontemplatioii, that’s all. I'U seem to 
conceal roy passion, and that will look likereapect. 
(Aside.) 

LaduF. Bless me, why did yon call out upon 
me so food? 

Brisk. Oh, lord! I, madam? I beseeeh your 
ladyship, when? 

L^y F. Just now, as I came in» Bless aw, 
why, don’t you know it? 

Ariel. Not I, let me perish ; but did I? Strann! 
I confess your ladyship was in my thoughts ; andl 
was in a sort of dream, that did, in a manner, re- 
present a very pleasing object to my imagination ; 
bnt — but did I, indera? To see how love and 
murder will out I But did I really name ray Lady 
Froth? 
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LadffP* Tbrae timet aloud, at, I lore letten. 
But did you talk of love? Oh, Parnatsus ! ivho 
ivould baye thouaht Mr. Brisk oonld have been in 
love? Ha, ha, b^. Oh, heavens'. I thoaght yon 
ooold have no mistress but the nine rouses. 

Brisk. No more 1 have\ egad ! for I adore 'em 
all in yonr ladyship. Let me perish, I don't know 
vfbetber to be splenetic or airy npon't ; the deuce 
take me, if f can tell whether I am glad or sorry, 
that yonr ladyship has made the discovery. 

LatfyF. Oh ! oe merry, by all means. Prince 
Volseius in love ! Ha, lia, ha ! 

Brisk. Oh, harbarons, to turn me into ridicnle ! 

i ret, ha, ha, ha ' the deuce take me, I can't help 
aughing myself, ha, ha, ha! yet, by heavens! I 
have a violent passion for year ladyship, seriously. 
LadyF. Seriously! ha, ha, ha! 

Brisk. Seriously, ha, ha, ha! 'Gad! I have, for 
all I laugh. 

LadyF. Ha, ba,hal What d’ye think I laugh 
at? Ha, ha, ha! 

Brisk. Me, egad! Ha, ha! ' 

Lady F. No ; the deuce take me if I don't Isugh 
at myself; for, hang me, if I have not a violent 
passion for Mr. Brisa. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Brisk. Seriously? „ 

XodyF. Seriously. Ha, ha, ha! ^ 

Brisk. That's well enough, let me perish. Ha, 
ha, ba ! Oh \ miraculous ! what a happy disco- 
ver ! Ah! my dear charming Lady Froth. 

LadyF. Oh, my adored Mr. Bnsk. {They em- 
brace.) 

Enter Froth. 

LordF. The company are all ready. How now ? 
Brisk. Znons, madam, there’s my lord. (Apart 
to Laity F.) 

Lady F, Take no notice, butobserve roe. (Aside.) 
Now cast oft*, and meet me at the lower end of the 
room, and then join hands again. 1 could teach 
my lord this dance purely ; but I vow, Mr. Brisk, 
1 can’t tell how to come so near any other man. 
Oh! here's my lord; now yon shall see me do it 
with him. (They pretend to. practise part of a 
country dance.) 

Lora F. Ob ! I see there's no harm yet; but I 
don’t like this familiarity. (Astde.) 

Lady F. Shall you and 1 do our close dance, to 
shew Mr. Brisk T ( To Lord F.) ^ 

Lord F. No, my dear, do it with him. 

Itady F. I’ll do it with him, my lord, when you 
are out of the way. 

Brisk. That’s good, egad! that’s good; deuce 
take me, I can hardly hold laughing in his face. 
{Aside.) 

Lord F. Any other time, my dear, or we’ll dance 
it below. 

Lady F. With all my heart. 

Brisk. Come, my lord, I’ll wait on you. My 
doming witty angel. (Apart to Lady F.) 

VadyF, We shul have whiapering time enough, 
yoo know, since we are partners. (Apart to Brisk.) 

lEseunt. 

Re-enter Lady Pliant and Careless. 

leidy P. Oh ! Mr. Careless, Mr. Careless ! I’m 
mined, I’m undone ! 

Core. What’s the matter, madam? 

LadyP. Ob, the unluckiest accident! I’m 
afraid 1 sha’n’t live to tell it yon. 
f^are. Heaven forbid ! What is it? 

LadyP. I’m in soch a fright; the strangest 
quandvy and premunire ! I'm all over in an uni- 
venal agitation. Oh, yonr letter, yonr- letter! 
By an’unfbAoiiate mistake, 1 huVe* given Sir Paul 
your letter instead of his own. 

Care. That was unlucky. 


Lady P« Oh! yonder ha comas reading ofit ; step 
in here, and advise me qoiokly, beforene sees. 

[Emimf. 

Ee-enfer SIR Paul Pliant, with the letter* 

Sir P. Oh, Providence ! what a oonspirai^have 
I discovered; but let me see to make an ena on't. 
Hum ! (Reads.) *' After supper, in the wapdrobe by 
the gallery . If Sir Paul should surprise us, I hove 
a commission from him, to treat wtthyou about the 
very matter of fact.** Matter of faot ! very pretty. 
It seems, then, I’m conducing to my own disho- 
nour; why, this is the very traitorous position of 
taking up arms by my authority against itiy person! 
Well, let me see. (Asads.) ** Tdl then / lastguish in 
expectation of my adored charmer. — Dying Ned 
Carlllss." Gadsbnd! wonld that were matter 
of laot, too ! Die and be d — d, for a Jodas Mac- 
cabeus, and Isoariot both. Ob, friendship ! what 
art then bnt a name ! Henceforward let no man 
take a friend into the bosom of his family ; for if 
berioes, oh! we know not what will follow, from 
the example of Sir Paul Pliant, and his bosom 
friend, Ned Careless. Have 1, for this, been 
pinioned, night after night, for three years past? 
Have I approached the marriage bed with rever- 
ence, as to a sacred shrine, and must 1 now find 
it pollnted by foreign iniquity? Oh' my Lady 
Pliant, you were chaste as ice, bn^on are melted 
now, and false as water. Bnt Providence has 
been constant to me in disooyeriug this conspiracy; 
still I am beholden to Providence ; if it were not 
for Providence, sure, poor Sir Paal, thy heart 
would break. 

Re-enter Lady Pliant. , 

Lady P. So, sir, I see yon have read the letter. 
Well, now, Sir Paul, w)mt do you think of your 
friend Careless ? Has be been treacherous? or did 
you give his insolence a license to make trial of 
your wife’s suspected virtue? D'ye see here? 
{Snatches the letter as in any er.)* hook, read it? 
'Gad’s my life ! if I thought it were so, I would, 
this moment, renounce all communication with you. 
Uniprateful monster ! Eh ! is it so? A}, I see it ; 
a plot upon niy honour ; your guilty cheeks con- 
fess It. Oh ! where shall wronged virtue fly for 
reparation? I’ll be'divorced this instant 

Sir P. Gadsbud ! what shall I aay ? this is the 
strangest surprise. (i4sufe.) Why, I don’t know 
aoytliing at all ; nor 1 don't know whether there 
be anything at all in the worlitor no. 

Lady P. 1 thought I should try yon, false man. 
I, that never dissembled in my life ; yet, to mako 
triol of you, pretended to like that monster of ini- 
quity, Uareiess ; and found out that contrivance to 
let you see this letter, which now I find was of 
vour own inditing, I do, heathen, I do! See my 
face no more ; HI be divorced presently. 

SirP. Oh, strange! what will become of me? 
I'm so amazed, andso overjoyed, so afraid, and so 
sorry. But did you give me this letter on purpoee, 
eh? Did you? 

Lady P. Did I ? Do you doubt me, Turk, St- 
rooen f I have a cousin that’s a proctor in the Com- 
mons; I’ll go to him, instantly. (Going.) ^ 

SirP. Hold, stay! 1 beseech your ladyship! 
ITn so overjoyed — stay, I’ll confess all. 

LadyP. What will you confess, Jew ? 

Sir P. Why now, as I hope to be saved, I had 
no band in this letter. Nay, hear me, 1 beseech 
yonr ladyship, the devil take me now, if he did not 

S o beyond my commission. If I desired him to 
o any more than speak a good word only inst for 
me, gkdsbnd! only for poor Sir Paul, I'm an 
Anabaptist, or a Jew, or what yon please to call 
me. 

LadyP. Why, is not here matter of fact? 
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SirP> Aji but bjjonr omiTirtae ind oonti- 
Benoj, that mattar oi faot is all his own doing. I 
confess I bad a great desire to ha? e some bonoors 
cooferred opon mOi wbiob lay all in jonr ladyship's 
breast ; and he being a well-spoken man, 1 aesired 
him to intercede for me. 

LH^P, Did yon so, presumption? Ob! be 
comes, he comes ; I cannot bear his sight. [Beit. 

Be-enter Caueless. 

Core. Sir Paul, I’m glad I’ve met with yon. 
'Gad I I have said all I conld, bat can’t prevail. 
Then my friendship to yon has carried me a little 
further in this matter—*’ 

Sir P, Indeed ! Well, sir. I’ll dissemble with 
him a little. (Aside.) 

Care. Why, ’faith ! I have, in my time, known 
honest gentlemen abused by a pretended coyness 
in their wives, and I had a mind to try my lady’s 
virtue ; and when I could not prevail for you, ’gad! 
I pretended to be in love myseir; but all in vain, 
she would not hear a word upon that subject ; th^n 
I writ a letter to her; I don’t know what eflect 
that will have, lint I’ll be sure to tell you when I 
do; though,' by this light, 1 believe her virtue is 
imp^regnable. 

SirP. Oh, Providence, Providence! what dis- 
coveries are here mgde! Why, this is better, and 
more miraunlons than the rest. 

Care. What do yon mean ? 

Sir P. I can’t tell you. I'm so overjoyed ; come 
along with me to ray lady ; I can’t contain rayself ; 
come. Illy dear friend. 

Care. So, so, so! this diflicnlty’s over. (Aside.) 

lExeunt. 

Re-enter MellefonT, with Mask WELL. 

Mel. Maskwell, I have been looking for yon ; 
’tis within a quarter of eight. 

Mask. My lady is just gone into my lord’s clo- 
set; you had best steal into her chamber before 
she comes, and lie concealed there ; otherwise, she 
may lock the door when we are together, and you 
not easily get in to surprise us. 

Mel. Eh ! you say true. 

Mask. You had best make haste ; for, after she 
has made some apology to the company for her own 
and my lord's absence all this while, ehe’ll retire 
to her chamber instantly. 

Mel. I go this moment. Now, fortune, I defy 
thee. [Bait. 

Mask. I confess yon may be allowed to bo se- 
cure in your own opinion ; the appearance is very 
fair ; but 1 have an after-game to play that shall 
turn the tables ; and here comes the man that 1 
must manage. 


ooBcMded it as long m U wat but hefor- 

severes so in villany, that she has told me, evmi 
you were weary of disanading him. 

Mask. I am sorry, my lord, 1 can’t make you ea 
answer ; this is an oooaaion in which 1 would not 
willingly be silent. 

Lord T. I know yon wonld ezense him ; and I 
know u well that yon can’t. 

Mask. Indeed I was in hopes it had been ayontb- 
ful heat, that might have soon boiled over, bat— 

Lord T. Say on. 

Mask. I have nothing more to m,mj lord, but 
to express my concern ; for I think his frenzy in- 
creases daily. 

Lord T. How ? Give me bat proof of it, conlar 
proof, that I may justify my dealing with him to 
the world, and share my fortnnes. 

*Mask. Oh! my lord, consider that ia bard; be- 
sides, time may work upon him. Then for me to 
do it! I have professeo an everlasting friendship 
to him. 

Lord T. He is yoor friend— and what am I? 

Mask. I am answered. 

Lord T. Fear not his displeasure ; I will pat you 
oat of his, and fortune’s power ; and, for that thou 
art scrupulously honest, 1 will secure thy fidelity 
to hin^ and give my honour never to own any dis- 
covery that you shall make me. Can you give me 
a demonstrative proof? speak. 

Mask. I wish I conld not. To be plain, my 
lord, 1 intended this evening to have tried all argu- 
ment»4o dissuade him from a design, which I ana- 
pect ; and if I bad not socceeded, to have informed 
yonr lordship of what I kne^ 

LordT. 1 thank you. What is the villain’s 
pnrpose ? • 

Mask. He has owned nothing to me of late ; and 
what I mean now is only a bare suspicion of my 
own. If your lordship will meet me a quarter of 
an hour hence— there — in that lobby by my lady’s 
bed-chamber, I shall be able to tell you more. 

len-d T. I will. 

Mask. My duty to your lordship makes me do a 
severe piece of jnsfice. 

Lord T. I will be secret, and reward your ho- 
nesty beyond your hopes. [Bseimt. 

Scene II.— Lady Touchwoods Bed-ehasaber. 

Enter Mellefont. 

Mel. Pray heaven, my aunt keep touch with her 
.assignation. Ob! that her lord were but sweating 
behind this banging, with the expectation of whal 
I shall see! — HiatT she comes. Little does she 
thiok what a mine is jost ready to spring uuderher 
feet.— But to my post. (Betirts.) 


Enter Lokd Touchwood. 

Lord T. Maskwell, yon are the man I wished to 
meet. 

Mask. I am happy to be in the way of yoor lord- 
ship’s commands. 

LordT. I have always found yon prndentaod 
oarefttl in anything that has concemea me, or my 
family: 

Mask. I were a villain else. I am bound by duty 
and gratitude, and my own inclination, to be ever 
yonr lordship's servant^ 

Lord T. Enough ; yon are my friend ; I know it; 
yet there has been a thing in your knowledge, 
which has conoerobd me nearly, that yon have con- 
cealed from me. 

Mask. My lord!— 

Lord T. Nay, I exonse your friendship to my 
annatoral nephew thns ^ far ; but I know you have 
jjeqn privy to bis impious designs upon my wife, 
t Ills evening she has (old me all ; her good nature 


Enter Lady Todchwood. 

Lady T. Tia eight o'clock ; methinks I ahould 
have found him here* liVho does not prevent the 
hoar of love, outstays the time; for, to bedolj 
poDctual, is too slow. 

Enter Maskwell. 

I was accnsing you of neglect. 

Mask. I confess yon do reproach me when I see 
ou here before me ; but ’tis fit I should be still 
ehind-hand, still to be more and mure indehled 
to your goodness. 

Lady T. You can exonse a fault too well not to 
have been to blame ; a ready answer shews you 
were prepared. 

Mask. Guilt is ever at a loss, and oonfnslon waits 
upon it ; wheninnooence and bold truth are always 
ready for expreaaion. 

Lady T, Not in love ; words are the weak tup- 
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C rt o<4d indiffereooe ^ has no language to 

,lieard« 

Mask, Excess of joj has made me stupid . Thus — 
Ladat T. Hold! let me lock the door first. {Goes 
l9 the door,) 

Mask. That I did suppose. ’Twas well 1 left 
theiprivaie passage open, (jdstde.) 
iady T. So, thaf s safe. 

• Mask, And io may all your pleasures be, and 
secret as this kiss. 

Afe/. ( Leaps out,) And may all treacherys be 
thus disooyered* 


LadyT.Ahl (Shridss,) 

Me/. Villain I {Offers to draw.) 

,Mask. Nayfthbn there’s but one w ay .(Autu out.) 

Me/* Say>'OttBO? Were you protided for an 
escape ? Hold ! madam, you have no more boles 
to your burrow. I’ll stand between you and this 
sally-port. 

liMyT, Shame, grief, and ruin haunt thee for 
this deceit I Oh! f could rack myself, play the 
vulture to my own heart, and gnaw it piecemeal, 
for not boding to me this misfortufte. 

Me/. Be patient. 

iMdy T. Patient ! 

Mel, Consider, I have you on- the hook ; yon will 
but flounder yourself a-weary, and be, oevyrthe- 
less, my prisoner. 

Lady T, I'll hold my hreath and die, but I’ll be 
free. 

Mel, Oh, madam ! have a care of dying unpre- 
pared. I doubt you have some unrepented sios 
that may hang heavy and retard your flight. 

Ladtf T, What shaliq do? whither shall I turn? 
Hold in, my passion,* and fall, fall a little, thou 
swelling heart ! Let me have some intermission of 
this rage, and one minute’s coolness to dissemble. 
{Asido. Weeps,) 

MeL You have been to blame. 1 like those 
tears, and hope they are of the purest kind>-peni- 
tentid tears. 

Lady T, Oh! the scene was shifted quick before 
me; 1 bad not time to think ; 1 was surprised to 
see a monster in the glass, and now I find ’tis my- 
self. ^ Can you have mercy to forgive the faults 1 
have imagined, but never put in practice ? Oh ! 
consider, consider bow fatal you have been to me, 

J foo have already killed the quiet of this life. The 
ove of you was the first wandering fire that e’er 
misled my steps ; and while I had only that in view, 
I was betrayed into unthoughl-of ways of ruin. 

' Mel, May I believe this true 7 
LadyT. Oh ! be not oruelly incredulons. How 
ean you doubt these streaming eyes 7 Keep the se- 
verest eye o’er all my future oondnet; and iff 
once relapse, let me not hope forgiveness ; ’twill 
ever be in yonr power to ruin me. My lord shall 
sign to your desires ; 1 will my»?1f create your 
happiness, and Cynthia shall this night be your 
bride; do but oonoeal my failings, and forgive. 
(Kneels,) 

Mel, Upon anch terms, I Will be ever yours in 
every honest way. 

, LMy T, Eternal blessings thank you ! 


Ite-enter Maskwell, with Lord Touchwood. 

Mask. I have kept my word. He’s here ; but 
I most not be seen. (Apt^i to Lord T,) [ Exit, 

MadyT, Ha! my lord lisiening; il^n all’s my 
owm (Aside.) 

Mel, Nay, 1 beseech you, rise. 

Lady T, Never, never ! 1’1( grew to the ground, 
be Imned ^uiok beneath it, e’er 1*11 be consenting 
to snob ^in as incest ! unnatural incest ! (Aloud^ 

^JM ft! ^ 

LtdpT, Ob, eroel man ! will yon not let me go? 
I’ll forgive all ftt’s past. Oh, heaven! you wii] 
not fefoeiiie 1 


LardT, Mensterl dog! your life shall Onswer 
this. (Drams, and runs at Ms/Zq^/; is held by 
Lady T.) 

J^tdy T. Oil, my lord ! bold, hold! for mercy’s 
sake ! 

Mel, Confusion! my unolel Oh, the cursed 
sorceress ! 

Lady T, Moderate your rage, good my lord ; 
he's mad, alas ! he’s mad; indeed^e is,' my lord, 
and knows not what he does. See how wild be 
looks ! 

Mel, By heaven, ’twere senseless not to be mad, 
and see such witchcraft. 

Lady T, My lord, you hear him ; be talks idly. 

Lora T, Hence from my sight, thou living in- 
famy to my name ! ■ When next I see that face, 
I’ll write villain in’t with sword’s point. 

Mel. Now, by my soul, I will not go till I have 
made known my wrongs ; nay, till 1 have made 
known yours, which, if possible, are greater; 
though she has all the host of hell her servants. 

J^fidyT, Alas! he raves, talks very poetry I 
For heaven’s sake, away, my lord; tie’ll either 
tempt you to extravagance, or commit some him- 
self. 

Mel, Death and furies ! will you not hear me? 
Why, she laughs, grius, points at yon, makes you 
her mark of insult and aerisinii. {As Lady T. is 
going, she turns hack and smiles at him,) 

Lord T, I fear he’s mad, indeed. Let’s send 
Maskwell to him. 

Mel, Mend him to her. 

LadyT. Come, come, good my lord; my heart 
aches so, I shall faint if I stay. 

[Exeunt Lord and Lady T. 

Mel, Oh ! I could curse my stars, fate, and 
chance ; all causes and flociden'ts of fortnne in this 
life! But to what purpose? They talk of send- 
ing Maskwell to me; I never had more need of 
him. But what can he do 7 Imagination cannot 
form a fairer or more plausible design than this of 
his, which has miscarried. Oh, iny precious aunt ! 
I shall never thrive, without 1 deal with the devil 
or another woman. 

Women, like flames, have a destroying power, 

Ne*er to be quench'd, till they ihemseives devour. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. — The Gallery m Lord Touchwood's house. 
Enter Lady ToucinvooD and Maskwell. 

Lady T, W as’t not lucky ? 

Mask. Lucky! fortune is your own, and 'tis 
her interest so to be ; I believe you cad control 
her power, and she fears it ; though chance brought 
my lord, ’twas your own art that turned it to ad- 
vantage. 

Lady T, ’Tis true, it might have lieen my ruin ; 
but yonder’s my lord ; I believe he’s coming to 
find you ; I’ll not be seen. [&//. 

Mask. So ! 1 durst not own my introducing iny 
lord, though it succeeded well for her ; for she 
would have suspected a design, which I should 
have been puzzled to excuse. My lord is thought- 
ful ; I’ll be so too ; yet he shall know my thoughts, 
or think be does. 

Enter Lord Touchwood. 

What have I done ? 

ZiordT. Talking to himself! (^Aside,) 

Mask. 'Twas honest ; and shall I be rewarded 
for it? No, ’twas honest, therefore I sba'q’t. 
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Naj, rather, therefore I ovght not ; for it rewards 
itself. 

£ord I*. Unequalled virtue! (Aside.) 

Mast. But should it be known, then I hare lost 
a friend. He was an ill man, and I have gained; 
for half myself I lent him, and tliat I have recalled ; 
so I have served snyself; and what is better, 1 
have served a worthy lord, to whom I owe myself. 

Xord 7^ Excellent man! (jiside.) 

Maik. Yet I am wretched. Oh ! there is a se- 
cret burns within this breast, which, should it 
once blaze forth, would ruin all, consume my ho- 
nest character, and brand me with the name of 
villain. 

Lord T. Hal (Aside.) 

Mask, Oh ! should it once be knpwn I love fair 
Cynthia, all this that 1 Imve done would look like 
a rival’s malice, false friendship to my lord, and 
base self-interest. Let me perish first, and from 
this hour avoid all sight and speech; and, if I can, ‘ 
all thought of that pernicious beauty. (Seems to 
start at seeing Lord T.) ^ 

Lord T, Start not ; let guilty and dishonest souls 
start at the revelation of their thoughts ; but be 
thou fixed, as is thy virtue. Honest Maskwell, 
thy and my good genius led me hither ; mine, in 
that T have di.scovered so mucli manly virtue ; thine 
in that thou shalt have due reward of all thy worth. 
Give me thy hand ; my nephew is the alone re- 
maining branch of nil our ancient family ; him I 
thus blow away, and con.^titutc thee in his room, 
to be my heir. 

Mask, Now fate forbid — 

Lord T, No more ; 1 have resolved. The writ- 
ings are ready drawn, and wanted nothing but to 
he signed, and have his name inserted ; yours will 
flit the blank as well — 1 will have no reply. Let 
me command this time, for ’tis the last in' which 1 
will assume authoril v ; hereafter, you shall rule 
where I have power. ^ 

Mask. 1 humbly would petition — 

LordT. Is’l for yourself? (Maskwell pauses.) 
I’ll bear of nought for anybody else. 

Mask. Then witness, heaven, forme, this wealth 
and honour was not of niy seeking ; nor would 1 
build my fortune on another’s ruin ; I bud but one 
desire. 

Lord Tit Thou shalt enjoy it. If all I'm worth 
in wealth or interest can purchase CynAia, she is 
thine. I’m sure Sir Paul’s consent will follow for- 
tune ; I’ll quickly shew him which way that is 
going. 

Mask. You oppress me with bounty. 

LotdT, 1 will confirm it, and rejoice with thee. 

Mask. This is prosperous, indeed ! Why, let 
him find me out a villain ; settled in possession of 
a fair estate, and full fruition of iny love. I’ll bear 
the railings of a losing gamester. But should be 
find me out before ! ’tis dangerous to delay. Let 
me think — Should my lord proceed to treat openly 
of my marriage with Cynthia, all will be discovered, 
and Mellefont can be no longer blinded. It must 
not be. Nay, should my lady know it — ay, then 
were fine work, indeed ! ber fury would spare no* 
tiling, though she involved herself in ruin. No, it 
must be by stratagem ; 1 must deceive Mellefont 
once more, and get my lord to consent to ray pri- 
vate mimagement. tie comes opportunely. Now 
will I, in my old way, discover the whole and real 
Irutli of the matter to him, that he may npt suspect 
one word un’t. 

No mask, like open tnUh, to cover lUsf 
As to go naked u the best disguise. 

Enter Mellefont. 

Mel, Oh ! Maskwell, what hopes ? 1 am con- 


founded in a mane nf thoughts/ eaob leading Into 
one another, and all ending in perplexity. Mj 
uncle will not see nor hear me. 

Mask. No matter, sir ; don't trooble your faesd ; 
all’s in my power. 

Mel. How, for heaven’s sake ? 

Mask. Little do you think that your aunt has 
kept her word. How she wrought my lond into 
the dotage I know not ; but he’s gone to Sir Paul 
about my marriage with Cynthia, and has appointed 
mehia heir. 

MeL The devil he has ! What's to be done? 
Mask. I have it: it must be by stratapm ; for 
it’s in vain to make application to him. 1 think I 
have that in my bead that cannot afail. Where’s 
Cynthia? 

Mel. In the garden. 

Mask. Let us go and consult her. My life for 
yours I cheat my lord. [Exemi. 

Re-enter Lord and Lady Touchwood. 

Lady T, Maskwell your heir, and marry Cynthia! 
Lord T, 1 cannot do too much for so much merit. 
Lady T. But this is a thing of too great moment 
to be suddenly resolved. Why Cynthia? Why 
must he hemaified ? Is there nut reward enou^ 
in raiiSng his low fortune, but he must mix bis 
blood with mine, and wed my niece? How know 

J rou that my brother will consent, or she ? Nay, 
le himself, perhaps, may liave afiectiftps else- 
whertw 

Lord T. No; I am convinced he loves ber. 
LadyT. Maskwell loveOynthia? Impossible. 
Lord T. I tell you he confessed it to me. 

LadyT. Confusion! How’s this? (Aside.) 
Lord T. His humility long stilled bis passion, 
and his love of Mellelioiit would have made him 
I still conceal it ; but, by eneonragement, 1 wrung 
I the secret from him ; and know, he’s no way to be 
I rewarded but in ber. > I’ll defer my further pio- 
ceediiigh in it till yo‘i bavo considered it ; hot re- 
membei how we ana both indebted to him. 

Lady T, Both indebted iobiin! Yes, we are 
both indebted to him, if you knew all. Villain ! 
Oh, lam wild with this surprise of treaoberyl it 
is impossible, it cannot be. He love Cynthia I 
What, have I been dupe to his desigpis; his pro- 
perty only? Now I see what made him false to 
Mellefont, W hat shall 1 do ? How shall I think? 
1 cannot think. All my designs are lost, ny love 
unsated, my revenge unfinished, and fresh eaese 
^of fury firoiu unthought-of plagues. 

Enter SiR Paul Pliant. 

Sir P. Madam— sister, my lady, sister ! did yon 
see my lady, mg wife? 

LadyT. Ob, Torture I 

Sir P. Gadsbud ! I can’t find ber high nor low. 
Where can she be, think yon ? 

Lady T. Where she’s serving you as all your sex 
ought to be served, makiug you a beast. Don’t 
you know that you're a fool, brother? 

Sir P, A fool ! ba, ha, ha ! you’re merry. No, 
no, nut 1 ; I know no such matter. 

La^ T. Why, then, you dQn|t know half your 
happiness. 

Sir P. That’« a jest, with all my heart, foith, 
and troth. But faarkye ! my lord told mp some- 
thing of things ; I don't know what to make on't ; 
gad^ud ! I must oonsult my wife. He talks of 
disinheriting his nephew, and 1 don't know what, 
iiook you, sister; 1 must know what my girl has 
to truHt to, or not a syllable of a wedding, gads- 
bud ! ^ o shew you that I am not a fool. 

Lady T. Hear me consent to the. breaklni^ off 
thi.4 marriage, and the promoting any other, wtihe 
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ort MBMilttttgiiie, md 1*11 ranoanoe til blood, til 
reltiioB, tod oofiooro with joa for over; ntj. I’ll 
be yoor eneinjr, tnd poniae yoa to dostniotion; 
1*11 tetr yoar eyes oat« tnd tretd you under my ' 
feet. 

SUrP. yfhj, what’s the matter nowl Good 
Lord, what's all this for^ Pho ! here's a joke, 
indeed. W hy , where's my wife 1 

LaduT, With Careless, fool ! most likely. 

SirP, Oh, if she be with Mr. Careless, ^tis well 
enoogh. 

Lcmy T. Fool, sot, insensible ox! Bat remem- 
ber what I said to yoo, or you had belter see my • 
faoe no more ; by this li^ht, you had. [Exit. 

SirP. YoaVe a passionate woman, gadsbudl 
bnt, to say troth, all our family are oholenc ; I am 
the only peaceable person amongst ’em. [Exit. 

Re-enter Mellefont and Maskwell, with 
Cynthia. . 

Met. I know no other way but this he has pro- 
posed, if yoo have lore enough to run the venlnre. 

Cm. 1 don't know whether I have love enough, 
bat I find I have obstinacy enough to pursue what- 
ever I have once resolved, and a ^rue female cou- 
rage to oppose anything that resists my will, 
though ’twere reason itself. 

Mash That’s right. Well, I’ll secure the writ- 
ings, and run the hazard along with you. 

Cyn. 9ff‘ how can the coach be got ready with- 
out suspicion? 

Mash Leave it to my care ; that shall be so far 
from being sospeoted,<‘ that it shall be got ready by 
my lord's own order. 

JfW. How? 

Mash Why, I intend to tell my lord the whole 
matter of our contrivance, that's my way. 

Met. I don't understand yon. 

Maeh Why, I'll tell my lord I laid this plot 
with you on purpose to betray you ; and that which 
put me upon it, was the findinjg it impossible to 
gain the lady any other way biibm the hopes of her 
marrying yon. 

Mel. So— 

Meuik. So? why so: while you’re busied in mak- 
ing yourself ready, I’ll wheedle her into the coach, 
mod instead of you, borrow my lord’s chaplain, and 
so rdn away with her myself. 

Jfet^h ! I conceive you ; yog’ll tell him so^ 

Mad^. Tell him so ! ay. Why, you don't think 
I mean to do so? 

MeL No, no. Ha, ha! I dare swear thou wilt, I 
not. I 

Maeh Therefore, for onr farther security, I 
would have you. disguised like a parson, that, if 
my lord should have curiosity to peep, be may not 
discover you in the coach, but th'ok the cheat is 
carried on as he would have it. 

Mel. Excellent Maskwell ! 

Mash Well, get yourselves ready, aud meet 
me in half an hour, yonder in my lady’s dressing- 
room ; I'll send the chaplain to you with bis robes; 
I have made him my own, and ordered him to meet 
us to-morrow morning at St. Alban's ; there we 
will sum up this account to all our satisfactions. 

Mel. Should I begin to thank or praise thee, I 
should waste the little time we have. lExit. 

JfojX;. Madam, you will be ready? 

C^. I will be punctual to the minute. (Going.) 

Maeh Stay, i have a doubt. Upon second 
thooghts, we had better meet in the chaplain’s 
ebmnoer here; there is a back way into it. so that 
. yon need not come through this door, and a pair 
of private stairs leading down to the stables. It 
win ho more convenient. 

,1 am guided by you; but Mellefont wiU 


ii^ 


Madt. No, no ; I’ll after him immediately, and 
tell him. [Hidt Cynthia.'] Wjiy,- gvi vult decim ds- 
npiatwr. ’Tis no fault of mine ; I have told ’em 
in plun terms how easy ’tis for me to cheat ’em ; 
ana if they wilj not bear the serpent’s hiss, they 
must be stung into experience and future caution. 
Now to prepare my lord to consent to this. But 
first, I must instruct my little Levite ; bg promised 
me to be within at 'this hour. Mr. Saygrace, Mr. 
Saygrace ! ( Goes to the chamber-door, and knocks.) 

Say. (Within.) Sweet sir, I will but pen the 
the last line of an acrostic, and be with you in the 
twinkling of an ejaculation, or before you can — 

Mask. Nay, good Mr. Saygrace, do not prolong 
the time, by describing to me the shortness of 
your stay ; rather, if you please, defer the finishing 
of your wit, and let us talk about our business ; it 
shall be tithes in your way. 

Enter Saygraoe. 

Say. You shall prevail; I would break off in 
tbfi middle of a sermon to dayou a pleasure. 

Mask. You could not do me a greater, except 
the business in hand. Have you provided a habit 
for Mellefont? 

Say. I have; it is ready in my chamber, toge- 
ther with clean starched band and culls. 

Mash Good. Let them be carried to him. 
Have you stitched the gown sleeve, that be may 
be puzzled, and waste time in potting it on ? 

Say.* I have ; the gown will not be endued with- 
out perplexity. 

Mash Meet me in half an boor, here in your 
own chamber. When Cynthia comes, let there be 
no light, and do not speak, that she may not dis- 
tinguish you from Mellefont. I’ll urge haste, to 
excuse your silence. 

Say. You have no more commands? 

Mash None ; your text is short. 

Say. But pithy ; and I will handle it with dis- 
cretion. [Exit. 

Mask. It will be the first you have so served. 

Re-enter Lord Touchwood. 

Lord T. Sure, I was born to be controlled bv 
those 1 should command! my very slaves will 
shortly give me roles how I shall gnvernlhem ! 

Mash I am concerned to see your lordship dis- 
composed. 

Lord'T. Have yoo seen my wife lately, or dis- 
obliged her? 

Mask. No, my lord. What can this mean? 
(Aside.) 

Lord T. Then Mellefont has urged somebody to 
incense her. Something she has heard of you, 
which carries her beyond the bounds of patience. 

Mash This 1 feared. (Aside.) Did not your 
lordship tell her of the honours yen designed me ? 

Lord T. Yes. 

Mask. ’Tis that ; yoo know my lady has a spirit ; 
she thinks I am onwortby. 

Lord T. Unworthy ! ’tis an ignorant pride in her 
to think Bo. Honesty to me is true nobility. How- 
ever, ’tis my will it shall be so, and that shpnld be 
convincing to her as mocb as reason. I’ll not^be 
wife-ridden. Were it possible, it should be dona 
this night. 

Maw. Ha! be meets.mj wishes, (if sub.) Few 
things are impossible to willing minds. 

Lord T. Inslrnct me how this may be done, and 
yon shall see I want no inclination. 

Mask. I had laid a small design for to-morrow, 
(as love will be inventing,) which 1 thooght to oom- 
mnnioate to your lordsnip ; but it may be as well 
done, to-night. 

Idxrd 7. Here’s oompaoj ; con# this way» and 
tellnit. [ Exemt . 



SOEffB 1.] 


THE DOUEliS DEALER. 


If 


Xt-tnUr CYNTHIA, wHk Careless. 

Cars. Is not that he, now gone oat wHh mj lord ? 

Cyn, I am oonvinoed there's treachery. The 
eon&sion that 1 saw your father in, my Lady 
Touchwood's passion, with what imperteotly I 
overheafd between my lord and her, confirm me in 
my fears. Where's Mellefontl 

Care, Here he comes. 

Re-enier Mellefont. 

Cyn. Did Maskwell tell yoa anything of the 
chaplain's chamber ? 

Mel. No, my dear. Will yon get ready? The 
things are all in my chamber ^ X want nothing but 
the habit. 

Care. Yon are betrayed, and Maskwell is the 
Tillain 1 always thought him. 

Cyn. When yoo were gone, he said his mind 
was changed, and bid me meet him in the chap- 
lain's room, pretending immediately to follow yon, 
and give you notice. 

Care. 'There’s Saygrace tripping by with a boo- 
dle under his arm. He cannot be ignorant that 
Maskwell means to use his chamber j let's in, and 
examine him. 

Mel. *Tis loss of time, I cannot think him false. 

[Exeunt Carelesa and Mellefont. 

Re-enter Lord Touchwood. 

Cyn. My lord musing ! (Aside.) 

Lord T. He has a quick invention, if this were 
suddenly designed. Yet, he says, he had pre- 
pared my chaplain already. 

Cyn. How’s this? Now! fear, indeed. 

Lord T. Cynthia here ! Alone, fair cousin, and 
melancholy. 

Cyn. Your lordship was thoughtful. 

LordT. My thought were on serious business, 
not worth your hearin<;. 

Cyn. Mine were on treachery concerning yon, 
and may be worth your hearing. 

LotdT. Treachery concerning me! Pray be 
plain. What noise ? 

Mask. ( Will you not hear me? 

LadyT. (Within.) No, monster! traitor! No. 

Cyn. lady and Maskwell! This may be 
lucky, my lord, let me entreat you to stand be- 
hind this screen, and listen ; perhaps tliis chance 
will giveyou proof of what you never could have 
believed from iiiy suspicious. (They retire behind 
the screen.) 

Re-enter Maskwell, and Lady Touchwood wiM 
a dagger. 

LadyT. You want but leisure to inyent fresh 
falsehood, and sooth me to a fond belief of all your 
fictions but 1 will stab the lie that’s forming in 
your heart, and save a sin in pity to your soul. 

Mask. Strike, then, since you will have it so. 

Lady T. Ha ! a steady villain to the last. 

MaA. Come, why do you dally with me thus? 

LadyJT. Thy stubborn temper shocks me, and 
you knew it would. This is cpnniog all; I know 
thee well ; but thou shall miss tliy aun. 

JfosL.Ha, ha, ha! 

Lqdy T. Ha! do yoa mock my rage? Then 
this afafdl punish your fond rash contempt. Again 
smile 7^ And such a smile as speaks in ambiguity ! 
Ten thoiuabd meanings iurk in each corner of that 
y arietta face ; oh ! that they were written in thy 
heart, that I with this might lay thee open to my 
sight. But then 'twill be too late to know— Thou 
bast, thou hast found 4he only way to turn my 
rage;** too well ihoa knoweatmy jealoaa soul could 
never bear onoertaioty. Speak, then, and tell 
me I Yet are yoa silent? Ob ! I am bewildered in 
all paiiioni ! Bat thus my anger melts. ( fTs^ps.) 


Hnre, take this poniard ; Jbr mj very spiritaliMBt, 
and I want strength to bold it; ihoa hast diaomad 
my goal. (Oivee him the dagger.) 

Mask. So, 'tis well ; let year wild fnry have a 
vent ; and when yoa have tenmer tell me. 

Lady T. Now, now, now I am calm, and can 
bear yon. 

Mask. Thanks, my invention ; and now I have 
it for yon. (Aside.) First, tell me what nrged 
yon to this violence 1 for yonr passion broke in 
sud^mperfect terms, that yet I am to learn the 
cause. 

Ladg T. My lord himself surprised me with the 
news, yon were to marry Cynthia ; that yon had 
owned your love to him ; and his iiidulgenoe would 
assist yon to attain your ends. 

Mask. I grant you, io appearance, all is true ; I 
seemed consenting to my lord, nay, transported 
with the blessing; but could you think tW I. 
who had been happy in your loved embraces, conld 
e’er be fond of an inferior slavery? — No. Yet, 
though I dote on each lost favour more than all the 
rest, though 1 would give a limb for every look 
you cheaply throw away on any other object of 
your love ; yet, so far I prize your pleasures o'er 
my own, that all this seeming plot that I have laid, 
has been to gratify your taste, and cheat the world, 
to proV^ a faithful rogue to yon. 

Lady T. If this were true ; but how can it be? 

Mask. I have so contrived, that Mellefont will 
presently, in the chaplain's habit, wait for Cynthia 
in your^dressing-room ; but I have put the change 
upon her, that she may be otherwise employed. 
Do you muffle yourself, and meet him in her stead. 
You may go privately by the back stairs, and un- 
perceived ; there you may pfbpose to reinstate 
him in his uncle’s favour, if he'll comply with your ^ 
desires. His case is desperate, and I believe 
he'll yield to any conditions; if not, here, take 
this ; you may employ it better than in the heart 
of one, who is nothing when not years. (Gives her 
the daager.) 

LadyT. Thou o^st deceive everybody; oar, 
thou bast deceived itae. But 'tis as 1 would wish. 
Trusty villahi 1 1 could worship thee. 

Mask. No more. It wants but a few minatea of 
the time ; and Mellefont's love will carry him there 
before his hour. 

Lady T. 1 go, I fly, incomparable Maskwell ! 


1 ^- 

.if ask. So ! This was a pinch, indeed ! my in- 
vention was upon the rack, and made discovery of 
her last plot. I hope Cynthia and my chaplain 
#ill be ready. I'll prepare for the ezpedition. 

' [Enit. Cynthia and Lord T. come forward. 

Cyn. wow, my lord ! 

Lord T. Astonishment binds up my rage ! Vil- 
lany upon villaoy ! Heavens ! what a long track 
of dark deceit ifhs this discovered. I am oon- 
fbunded when I look back, and want a clue to 
guide me through the various mazes of aubeard^of 
treachery. My wife ! oh, torture ! my shame, 
my ruin! 

Cyn. My lord, have ‘ patience ; and be sensible 
how great our happiness is, that this discovery waa 
not made loo late. 

Lord T. I thank you. Yet it may be still too 
late, if we don't presently prevent the exeention of 
their plots. Shell think to meet him in that dreaa- 
ing-room ; was't not so? And Maskwell will ex- 
pect you in the chaplain’a chamber. Foronoe, 
I'll add my plot, too. Let ns haste to find out, and 
inform my nephew ; and do yoo, qoiokly as yoa 
can, biing all the company into this gallery. I'll 
expose the traitress and the villain. [Ezeamf. 

Re-enter SIR PAUL PLIANT, wiih LORD Froth. 

Lord F. By heiTeoa ! 1 have slept an age. Sir 
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Pftnl, wh«t o’clock ig it t Pwt eight, on mjr con- 
fotenoe! My iidy’s if the most inyiting oenoh, 
snd a Hlomber there ia the preitiegt amagement !— 
Blit where’s all the oompa^ I 

Sir P. . The company I Gadshud! T don’t know, 
my lord; hot hereto the strangest revolution! all 
tamed trasy-turvyi as 1 hope for Providence! 

..Lard P. Oh, heavens! what’s the matter? — 
there’s my wife 1 

Sir P, AH tnrned topsy-turvy, as sure as a gnn ! 

Xord F. How do you mean? My wiFel 

Sir P, The strangest postore of affairs ! 

X»ord F, What, ray wife? 

Sir P. No, no *, I mean the family. — Your lady ! 
1 saw her go inCo the garden with Mr. Brisk. 

XordF. How, where, when, what to' do? 

SkrP. I suppose they have been laying their 
beads toother. 

Lard F. How 1 

Sir P, Nay, only abont poetry, I suppose, my 
lord; making couplets. 

LardF, Couplets! 

Sir P. Oh ! here they come. 

Fit/sr JiADY Froth and Brisk. 

Brisk. My lord, yoiir humble servant ; Sir Paul, 
yours. — The finest night ! « 

Lady F. Mv dear, Mr. Brisk and 1 have been 
star-gazing 1 don’t know how long. 

iSir P. Does it not tire your ladyship ? Are you 
not weary with lookii^ np ? 

Lady F. Oh! no; | love it violently. My dear, 
you’re melancholy. 

Xford F, No, my dear. I’m but just awake. 

Lady F. Snuff some of my spirit of hartshorn. 

Zora F. I’ve some of my own, thank you, my 
dear. 

Lady F, Well, I swear, Mr. Brisk, you under- 
stand astronomy lik^an old Egyptian. 

Brisk. Nut comparable to yonr ladyahip: yon 
are the very Cynthia of the skies, and queen of 
stars. 

Lady F. That’s because I have no light, but 
what’s by reflection from yon, who are the sun. 

Bfccir. Madam, you have eclipsed me quite, let 
me perish 1 I can’t answer that. 

Lady F. No matter. — Harkye ! shall you and I 
mak*ai9 together? 

Jit)^< With all my soul. Your ladyship has 
the man in’t abready, I’m so full of the 
wouofla which you have given. 

F. Ob r finely taken ! I swear now yon are 
even with me. Ob, Parnassus ! you have an infi 
Bite deal of wit. 

ShrP. So he has, gadshud! and so has your 
ladyship. 

JU-enter Careless and Cynthia, with Lady 
Pliant. 

Lady P. You tell me most snrprising things,^ 


Bless me! who would ever trust a man? Oh I my 
heart aches for fear they shonld be idl deceitful 
alike. 

Cure. You need not fear, madam ; you have 
charms to fix inconstancy itself. 

' Lady P. Oh, dear ! you make me blush. 

Zora F. Come, iny dear, shall we take leave of 
my lord aud lady ? 

Cyn, Tbey'li wait upon yonr lordship presently. 

J^dy F. Mr. Brisk, my coach shall^ set you 
down. {Lady Touchwood shrieks from within.) 

All, Whars the matter? 

Lady Tqitchwood, nmfied up^ runs in affrighted; 

followed by Lord Touchwood, dreesed like a 

pareout with a dagger in his Itand, 

Lady T, Oh ! I’m betrayed.— Save me ! help 
me! 

Lord T. Now what evasion, wicked woman ? 

Lady T, Stand off*! let me go ! [Exit. 

Lord T, Go, and thy own infamy pursue thee ! 
You stare, as yon were all amazed. 1 don’t won- 
d^ at it ; bol too soon you will know mine, and 
that woman’s shame. (^Throws off his gown.) 

Re-enter Mellefont, dispuisedin a parson's habit, 
with two Servants, bringing in Mask WELL. 

Mel. Nay, by heaven ! yon shall be seen. (To 
Maskwell.) Careless, your hand. Do' yon hold 
down your bead? (To Maskwell.) Yes, t am your 
chaplain. Look in the face of your injured friend, 
thou wonder of all falsehood ! ( Throws off his dis- 
guise.) 

Lord T. Arey^on silent, monster? 

Met, Good lieavens ! how 1 believed and loved 
this man ! Take him hence, for he’s a disease to 
my sight. 

Lord T, Secure the manifold villain. (Servants 
take Maskwell off . ) 

Care. Miracle of ingratitude! 

Sir P, Oil ! Providence, Providence, what dis- 
coveries are here ! 

Brisk, This ie all very snrprising, let me perish ! 

Lady F. You know I tola you Saturn looked a 
little more angry than usual. 

LordT. We’ll think of punishment at leisure. 
But let roe hasten to do justice, in rewarding vir- 
tue and wronged iimooeoce. Nephew, I Lope I 
have yonr pardon, and Cynthia’s. 

Mel. We are yonr lordship’s creatnres. 

Lord T. And be each other’s comfort. Let me 
join yonr hands. ^ Uninterrupted bliss attend you 
both ! May circling joys tread round each happy 
year of yonr long lives 1 

Let secret villany from hence he warn'd. 
Howe'er in private mischiefs are conceiv'd. 
Torture ana shame attend their open birth. 

Like vipers in the breast, base treach'ry lies, 
StUl gmaring that whence first it did arise; > 
No sooner bom, but the vile parent iKes. j 

lExeunt. 
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CHARACTERS. 

MIRVAN I AMMON 

nERClDbS I PIIARON 

A LI I PALMIRA 


MAHOMET 

ALCANOR 

ZAPHNA 


ACT I. 

Scene I . — An Apartment in the Templmof Mecca. 
Enter Alcanor and Pharon. 

Ate, Pharon, no more! Shall I 
Fall prostrate to an arrocant impostor ; 

Homage, in Mecca, one! banish’d thence. 

And incense the delusions of a rebel ? 

tlo ! blast Alcanor, righteous heaven, if e’er 

This hand, jret free and uncontaminate. 

Shall league with fraud, or adulate a tyrant! 

Fha, August and aacred chief of Ishmaers se- 
nate. 

This zeal of thine, paternal as it is. 

Is fatal now ; onr impotent resistance 
Controls not Mahomet’s unbounded progress, 

But, without weak’ning, irritates the tyrant. 

When once a citizen, you well condemn’d him 
As an obscure seditious innovator ; 

Bqt now he is a conq'rer, prince, and pontiff. 
Whilst nations, numberless, embrace his laws. 

And pay him adoration ; even in Mecca, 

He boasts his proselytes. 

Ale, Sneh proselytes 

Are worthy of him ; low, untutor’d reptiles, 

Most credulous still 
Of what is most incredible. 

Pha, Besoch 

Disdain’d, my lord ! But mayn’t the pest spread up- 
wards, 

itnd setae the head '! Say, is the senate sound I 
1 fear some incinhers of that rev’rend class 
An mark’d with the oootagion ; who, from views 


Of higher power and rank. 

Worship this rising sun, and give a imetMMi 
To his invasions. ^ ^ 

Ale, If, ye powers divine 1 
Ye mark the movements of this nether world. 

And bring them to aocount, orush, omsh those 
vipers. 

Who, singled oat by a commonity 
To guard their right's, shall, for a grasp of ore 
Or pdtry ofiice, sell them to the foe ! 

Pha, Each honest citizen, f grant, is thine, 

And, grateful fSr thy boundless blessings on tliens. 
Would serve thee with their lives; out the qp- 
pToaoh 

Of this asur|»er to their very walls, 

Strikes them with such a dread, that even these . 
Implore thee to accept his profler’d peace. 

Ale. Ob ! people lost to wisdom, as to glory 
Go, bring in pomp, and serve opon your Icnoea 
This idol, that will crush you with its wei|^t. 
Mark ! I abjure him; by his savage band , 

My wife and children perish’d, wiulst in vengeiDoe 
1 carried carnage to hts very tent ; 

Transfix’d to earth his only son, and were 
His trappings, as a trophy of my conqneat. 

This torch of enmity, thus lighted ’twbet os, 

The band of time itself can ne’er extinguish. 

Pha. Extinguish not, but smother for awhile 
Its fatal flame, and greatly saorifioe 
Thy private son*'ringB to the public welfare. 

Aic. My wife and children lost, my countiy's 
now 

My family. 
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Pha, Then let not that be lost. 

Ak* Pharon» desist. 

Pha, My noble lord, I cannot, 

Must not desist, wiJHiot, since jon're possess’d 
or means to bring tlnl^iiBolent invader 
To any terms you’ll claiim. 

Ak, What means? 
jpha, Palmira, 

That blooming fair, the flow’r of all his camp. 

By thee borne^ oft’ in our last skii^ish with him. 
Seems the divine ambassadress of peace, r 
Sent to procure our safety. Mahomet 
Has, by his heralds, thrioe propos’d her ransom, 
And bade us fix the price. 

Ale. I know it, Pharon : 

And wouldst thou then restore this noble treasure 
To that barbarian, 

And render beauty the reward of rapine ? 

Nay, smile not, friend. 

Pha, My lord — 

Ate. This heart, by age and grief congeal’d. 

Is no more sensible to love's endearments. 

Than are our barren rooks to morn’s sweet dew. 
That, balmy, trickles down their rugged cheeks. 
Pha. My noble chief, each master-piece of na- 
ture 

^ Commands involuntary homage from us. ^ 

Ak. I own, a tenderness unfelt before, 

A sympathetic grief, with ardent wishes 
To make her happy, fill’d my widow’d bosom : 

I dread her being in that monster’s power. 

And burn to have her hate him, like myself.* 
’Twas on this hour, T, at her modest suit, 

Promis’d her audience^n my own pavilion. 

Pharon, go thou, meanwhile, and sec the senate 
Assembled straight ; I’ll sound them as I ought. 

[ExeutU. 

Scene II.— .4 Room of stale. 

Palmira discovered. 

Pal, What means this boding terror, that usurps. 
In spite of me, dominion o’er my heart? 

Oh ! holy prophet, 

Shall 1 ne’er more attend thy sacred lessons? 

. Ob,Zapbna! much- lov’d youth 1 feel for thee 
As for myself— But hold ! my iinal audit 
Is now athandi^ Ifxremble for th’ event! 

Here comes my judge. Now liberty, or bondage! 
^ ' ' ' ^Rater AlCanor. 

Ak. 'Ipimira, whepce those tears ? trust me, 
fair maid, 

Thon art not fall’ii iipto barbarians’ hands ; 

What Mecca can afford of pomp or pleasure, 

To call attention from misfortune's lap. 

Demand, and share it. 

Pal. No, my generous victor ! 

My suit’s for nothing Mecca can afford ; 

Pris’ner these two long months ben.iath your roof. 
I’ve tasted such benignity and candour. 

That oft I’ve call’d my tears ingratitude. 

Ak. If aught remains, that’s in raypow’r to 
smooth 

Tfae rigour of >our fate, and crown year wishes, 
Why, ’twoold fill 

The furrows in my cheeks, and make old age 
Put on its summer’s garb. 

Pal. Thus, low 1 bless thee. {Kneels.) 

^ It is on you, oMjpu alone, Alcanor, 

My whole of fmBre bgppiness depends ; 

Have pifypthflf 

Pity, Alcano^^ne who’s torn from all 
That’s dear or venerable to her soul ; 

Restore me, then, restore me to my country ; 
H^ore me to my father, prince, and prophet. 
^Ak. Isdlav’ry dear, then? is fraud venerable! * 
What country? a tumultuous wand’ring camp ! 

Pat, My country, sir, is not a single spot 
, Of soch a mould, or fix’d to such a clime *, 

’tis the sooifli circle of my friends , 


The lov’d oommnnity in which I’m link’d. 

And in whose welfare all my wishes centre. 

Ak, Excellent maid ! Then Mecca be thy conn- 
try. 

Robb’d of mv children, would Palmira deign 
To let me call her child, the toil I took. 

To make her destiny propitious to her. 

Would lighten the rough burden of my own : 

But no ; you scorn niy country ond my laws. 

Pal, Can I be yours, when not my own ? Your 
bonnties 

Claim and share my gratitude ; but Mahomet 
Claims right o’er me of parent, prince, and prophet. 
Ak. Of parent, prince, and prophet ! Heavens ! 
that robber 

Who, a scap’d felon, emulates a throne, 

And, scoffer at all faiths, proclaims a new one! 
Pal. Ob, cease, my lord ! this blasphemous 
abuse 

On one, whom millions, with myself, adore, 

Does violence to my ear ! such black profaneness 
’Gi^inst heaven’s interpreter, blots out remem- 
brance 

Of favours past, and nought succeeds but horror ! 

Ale. Oh ! superstition, thy pernicious rigours. 
Inflexible to reason, troth, ana nature. 

Banish humanity the gentlest breast ! 

Palmira, I lament to see thee plung'd 
So deep in error. 

Pal. Do you then reject 
My just petition ? can Alcanor’s goodness 
Be deaf to suff’ring virtue? 

Name but the ransom, 

And Mahomet will treble what you ask. 

A/c. There is no ransom Mahomet can offer. 
Proportion’d to the prize. 

-Bii/er Pharon. 

What wouldst thou, Pharon? 

Pha, From yon western gale. 

Which opens on Moradia's fertile plains, 
Mahomet’s general, Mirvan, bastes to greet thee. 
Ale, Mirvan, that vile apostate! 

Pha. In one hand 

He holds a scymitar, the other bears 

All olive branch, which to our chiefs he waves. 

An emblem of his suit — a martial youth, 

Zai>1inu by name, attends liim for our hostage. 

Pal. Zaphna! mysterious heaven! (Asiw.) 
Pha. Mirvan advances 
This wav, my lord, to render you liis charge. 

Ale. Palmira, thou retire — Pharon, be present. 

[Ezi/ Palmira, 

Enter Mirvan. 

After six years of infamous rebellion 
Against thy native country, dost thou, Mirvan, 
Again profane, with thy detested presence, X: 
These sacred walls, which once thy hands de- 
fended, 

But thy bad heart has vilely since betray’d ? 

Thou poor deserter of thy country’s gods ! 

'i'hou oase invader of thy country' ’s rights! 

'What wouldst thou have with me ? 

Mir. I’d pardon thee. 

Out of compassion to thy age and sufTrings, 

And high regard for thy experienc’d valour, 
Heaven’s great apostle oft era thee, in friendship, 

A band could crush thee ; and I come commis- 
sion’d 

To name the terms of peace be deigns to lender. 

Ale. He deigns to tender! insolent impostor ! 
Dost thou not, Mirvan, blush 
To serve this wretch, this base of soul, as birth? 
Mir. Mahomet’s grandeur’s in himself; he shinea 
not 

With borrow’d lustre. 

Plung’d in the night of prejudice, and bound 
In fetters of hereditary faith, 

My judgment slept; bat when 1 found him born 
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To moold anew the prostrate universe^ 

I started from my dream/ Join’d bis career,. 

And shar’d bis ardnoos and immortal labours. 

Come, embrace oar faith, reifj^ii with Mahomet, 
Aod-clolh’d in terrors, make the vnlaar tremble. 
Ak» ’Tis Mahomet, and tyrants like to Maho> 
met, 

’Tis Mirvao, and apostates like to Mirvan, 

I only would make tremble ! Is it, say’at thou. 
Religion that’s the parent of this rapine. 

This virolence, and r^e? No ; true religion 
Is always mild, propitious, and humane ; ^ 

Plays not the tyrant, plants no faith in blood ; 

But stoops *to polish, succour, and redress. 

And builds her grandeur on the public good. 

Mir. If clemency delights thee, learn it here. 
Though banish’d by thy voice his native city, 
Thongli by thy hand robb’d of his only son, 
Mahomet pardons thee ; nay, further, begs 
The hatred burning ’twixt yon be extinguish’d. 
With reconciliation’s gen’rous tear. 

Ale, 1 know thy master’s arts; his gen’rdbs 
tears. 

Like the refieshing breeze that previous fall 
To the wild outrage of o’erwhelining earthquakes. 
Only forerun destruction. 

Plia, Leagues he will make too — 

Ale. Like other grasping iyronts, till he eyes 
A lucky juncture to enlarge his bounds; • 

Tbeii he’ll deride them, leap o’er ev’ry tie 
Of-sacred guarantee, or sworn protection ; 

And when th’ oppress’d ally implores assistance. 
Beneath that mask, invade the wish’d-for realms. 
And, from pure friendship, take liiein to himself. 
Mir. Maboniet fights heav’n’s battles, bends the 
bow 

To spread heaven’s laws, and to subject to faith ’ 
The iron neck of error. 

Ak. Lust and ambition, Mirvan, are the springs 
Of all his actions; whilst, without one virtue,' 
Dissimulation, like a flattering painter, 

Bedecks him with the colouring of them all : 

This is thy master’s portrait— Hut no more, 

My soul’s inexorable, and my bate 
Immortal as tlie cau.se from whence it sprang. 

Mir. What cause? 

Ale. The difl'’reiice between good and evil. 

Mir. Tlioii talk’st to me, Alcanor, wifh an air 
Of a stern judge, that from liis dread tribunal 
Intimidates the oriniinal bcneatli bim : 

Resume tli; temper, act the minister, 

And treat with me as with tli’ ambassador 
Of heaven’s apostle, and Aiabia’s king. 

Ale, Arabia’s king! what king? who crown’d 
him? 

Mir. Conquest. 

Whilst to the style of conq’ror and of monarch, 
Patron of peace he’d add. Name, tiicii, the price 
Of peace, and of Palmira. 9ouiidles.s treasures, 
’J’lie ^oils of vanquish’d moiiarclis, and the stores 
Of rifled provinces, are thrown before tliee. 

Our troops with matchlesi ardour hasten hither, 
To lay in ruin this rebellious city ; 

Stem, then, the rushing torrent ; Mahomet, 

In per^n, comes to olaiiii a conference with thee 
Fof this good purpose. 

Ale. Who? Maliomel? 

Mir. Yes, be conjures thou’lt grant it. 

Ale. ’rraitor! were I sole ruler here, in Mecca, 
I’d answer thee with chastisement! 

Mir. Hot man ! 

I pity thy false virtue—But, farewell ! 

And since the senate share thy pow’r in Mecca, 

^ their serener wisdom I’ll appeal. [Exii. 

Ale. I’ll meet thee there. le snored pow’rs, 
My ooQiitry’s gods, that for three tbonsand years 
Have reign’d protectors of the tribe of Ishmael ! 
Oh ! BQpport my spirit 
Id that firm purpose it has always hold,— 


S 

To combat violence, frami, and asai^ation ; 

To plnok the spoil from the oppressor* s jaws. 

Ana keep my country as I found it — free! [RxetmL 

ACT II. 

Scene I.— Pa/mira’s A/Nirtmefif. 

Rnler Palmira. 

Pal. Cease, cease, ye streaming instrameots of 
woe. 

From your jgnoble toil ! Take warmth, my heart I 
Collect thy scatter’d pow’rs, and brave misfortnne. 
In vain the storm-lost mariner repines ; 

Impatience only throws 

Discredit on mischance, and adds a shame 

To our affliction. 

Enter Zaphna. 

Ha I all-gracions heaven ! 

Tlioa, Zaphna! is it thou? what pitying angel 
I Guided thv steps to these abodes ofbondi^e? 
Zaph. Thou Hov’reign of iny soul, and all its 
pow’rs, 

Object of every fear, and ev’ry wish, 

Friend, sister, love, companion, all that’s dear! 
Du I once more behold thee, iny Palmira? 

Ob I T will set it down the whitest hour 
That Zaphna a'A* was bless’d with I 
Palp Say, niy hero. 

Are my ills ended, then ? They are, tliey are ! 
Now Zaplina's here, I am no more a captive. 
Except to him — Oh ! bles.s’d captivity ! 

'Fhose smiles are dearer to my raptur’d 
breast. 

Sweeter those accents to m>list’ning heart, 

Than all Arabia’s spices to my sense ! 

Pal. No wonder that my soul was so elate, 

No wonder that the cloud of grief gave way, 

W ben thou, my sun of comfort, wert so nigh. 

Zaph, Since that dire hour, when on Sabaria’s 
strand 

The barb’rons foe depriv’d me -of Palmira, 

In what a gulf of horror and despair 
Have tliv imagin’d perils plung’d my soul ! 
Stretch’d on expiring corses, for awhile, 

To the deaf stream 1 pour’d out iny complaint, 
And begg’d 1 might be number’d with the dead 
That strew ’d its banks; then, fiarling from de- 
spair. 

With rage I flew to Mahomet for voBg qMioo. 

He, for some high mysterious purpose, 

To heaven and him alone, at length despatch’d 
The valiant Mirvan to demand a truce 
^Instant, on wings of lightninf^, I pursu’d him, 
*Aiid enter’d as his hostage ; fix’d, Palmira, 

Or to redeem, or die a captive with thee. 

Pal. Heroic youth ! 

Zaph, But how have these barbarians 
Treated niy fuit^ 

Pal. With liigli humanity. 

I in iny victor found a friend : Alcanor 
Has made me feel captivity in nothing 
But absence from iny Zapliiia and ray friends. 

Zaph, I grieve, a soul so gen’rous is our foe: 
But now, presented as a ho.stage to bim. 

His noble bearing and bamanity 

Made captive of my heart: I felt, methoaght, 

A new ullectioii lighted in my breast. 

And wonder’d whence the infant ardonr sprang. 

Pal, Yet gen’rous as he is, not all niy pray’rs. 
Not all the tears 1 lavish at his feet, 

Can move him to restore me. 

Zaph. But be shall ; 

Let the barbarian know he shall, Palmira. 

The god of Mahomet, our divine protector, 
Whose still trinmpliRnt standard I have borne 
O’er piles of vanquish’d infidels ; that pow’r 
Which brought unnumber’d battlements to earth. 
Will 1. amble Mecca, too. 

Enter MiRVAN. 

Well, noble Mirvan, 


HAHOMlEfit. 
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[Act II. 


Do mj JftlmMu ohains ait loose upon her ? 

Say, » it freedom 1 This presumptuoos seuate— 
jiftr. Has graoted all we ask*d,,all we ooald 
wish. 

The trooe obtain’d, the gates to Mahomet 
FldW open. 

Zaph* Mahomet in Mecca, say’st thon? 

Oaoe more in Mecca?' 

PaL Transport ! bid him welcome. 

Zmph, Thy soff’rings then are o'er, the ebb is 

And a fn^de of hope flows in npon us. 

Pal. But where’s the prophet? 

Mir, Reclin’d in yonder grot, that joins the tem> 
pie. 

Attended by his chiefs. 

Zaph, There let us haste, 

'With dnteons step, and bow ourselves before him. 

[fixeunt. 

Scene II. — A spacious Groiio, 
Mahomet discovered unth the Aleorttti before him, 
Mah. Glorious hypocrisy ! what fools are they. 
Who, fraught with lustful or ambitious views. 
Wear not Ay specious mask : thon, alcoran ! 

Hast won more battles, ta’en more cities for me, 
Thu Arice my feeble numbers had achiev’d^ 
WiAout the succour of thy sacred impulse.' 

Enter Hercides, Ammon, and Ai.i. 
Invincible supporters of onr grandeur ! 

My faithful cliiefs. Hercides, Ammon, Ali ! 

Go, and instruct this people in tny name ; * 

That faith may dawn, and, like a morning star, 

Be herald to my rising! — Lo ! Palmira, 

[Exeunt Hercides. Ammon, and Ali. 
Her anjg;el-face, with nnfeign'd blushes spread. 
Proclaims the purity that dwells within. 

Enter MiRVAN, Zaphna, and Palmira. 

The hand of war was ne’er before so barbarous, 
Never bore from me half so rich a spoil. 

As thee, my fair. ^ ( To Palmira.) 

Pal. Joy to my heavenly guardian ! 

Joy to the world, that Mahomet’s in Mecca! 

Mah, My child, let me embrace thee. How’s 
tlus? Zaphna! 

T)mu here 7 

Z^h, {Kneels.) My father, chief, and holy pon- 
tiff! 

The goA, Aat thou’rt inspir’d by, inaroh’d before 
ne. 

Ready, for thee, to wade through seas of danger. 
Or cope with death itself, 1 hither hasten’d 
To yield myself an hostage, and with zeal 
Prevent thy order. 

Mah. ”lwas not well, rash boy ! 

He Aat does more than I command him, errs 
As much as he who falters in his duty. 

I obey 

My god— ipplicitly obey thou me. 

Pa/* Pardon, my gracious lord, his well-meant 
ardour. 

Brought up from tender infancy, beneaA, 

The shelter of Ay sacred patronage,, 
flhipfana and I’ve been animated still 
By Ae same sentiments. 

Mah. Palmira, ’tis enough *, I read thy heart — 
Be not alarm’d ; thongh burden’d wilh the cares 
Of thrones and altars, still my guardian eye 
'Will watch o’er thee, as o’er An universe. 

Follow my gen'rals, Zaphna. Fair Palmira, 

' Retire, and pay your pow’rful vows to beav’o, 

' lAnd dread no wrongs, but fropi Aloanor. 

[Exeunt Zaphna and Pedmira. 


nd Aon here. ’Tis time, my trusty soldier, 

. Mj lung-tried friend, to lay unfolded to thee 
^V^iTne dose resolves and councils of my heart. 
Ptepeieef sion, friend, 

Jlctffo# mmnA of tbo million : Meooa’e crowd 


Gaze at my rapid victories, and think 
ISomd awful pow’r directs my arm to conquest ; 

But whilst our friends once more renew Aeir ef- 
forts 

To win the wav’ring people to our interest, 

What think’st thou, say, of Zaphna and Palmira? 
Mir. As of thy most resign’d and. faithful vas- 
sals. 

Mah, Oh ! Mirvan, they’re the deadliest of my 
foes ! 

Mir, How? 

Mah. Yes, they love each other. 

Mir. Well, what crime? 

Mah. W bat crime, dost say ? learn alrmy frailty, 
then — 

My life's a combat : keen austerity 
Subjects my nature to abstemious bearings: 

Or on the burning sands, or desert rocks. 

With thee I bear tbe^ioclemeocy of climate, 
Freeze at the pole, or scorch beneath the line. 

For all these toils love only cau retaliate, 

Tb? otily consolation or reward,^ 

Fruit of my labours, idol of niy incense. 

And sole divinity that 1 adore ; 

Know, then, that I prefer this young Palmira, 

To all the ripen’d beauties that attend me. 

Dwell on her accents, dote upon her smiles. 

And am not mine bat bers. Now judge, my 
, friend. 

How vast the jealous transports of thy master, 
'When, at his teet, he daily nears this charmer 
Avow a foreign love, and, insolent, 

Give Mahomet a rivd ! 

Mir. How I and Mahomet 
Not instantly revenge — 

Mah. Ah! should he not? 

But, better to detest him, know him better: 

Learn, Aen, that both iny rival and my love. 
Sprang from the loins of this audacious tyrant. 

Mir. Alcanor ! 

Mah. Is their father ; old Hercides, 

To whose sage institution 1 commit 
My captive infants, late reveal’d it to me. 
Perdition! I inyselflit up their flame, 

And fed it till 1 set myself on fire. 

Well, means must be employ'd: but see, the 
father ; 

He cornea this way, and launches from his eye 
Malignant sparks of enmity und rage. 

Mirvan, see all ta’eu care of ; let Hercides, 

With his escort, beset yon gate ; bid Ali 
Make proper disposition round the temple \ 

This done, return and render me account 
Of what success we meet with ’mongst the people: 
Then, Mirvan, we’ll determine or to loose 
Or bridle in our vengeance as it suits. 

[£jri/ Mirvan. 

Enier Alcanor. 

Why dost thou start, Aleaiior? whence Aat hor- 
ror? 

Approach, old man, without a blush, since heav'o, 
For some high end, decrees unr future union. 

Ale. I blush not for myself, but tliee, thou ty- 
rant 1 

For thee, bad man ! who oom’st, with serpent guile. 
To sow dissention in Ae realms of peace. 

Tby very name sets families at variance, 

’Twixt son and faAer bursts the bonds of nature, 
And scares eodeaTmeut from Ae nuptial pillow ! 
And is it, insolent dissembler! thus 
Thou com’st to give the sons of Mecca peace. 

And me an unknown god? 

Mah. Were I to answer any but Alcanor* 

That unknown god should speakin Annder for me; 
But here with tliee I’d parley as a roan. 

Ale. What canst thon say? what urge in Ay 
defence ? 

What right hast thou receiv’d to plant new faitbta 
Or Jay a claim to royalty ggd pries Aood ? 
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Mdh» The right that a reiolr’d and tow’ring 

Has o'er tEe grcfrelling instinct of the vnlgar— 

Ale. Patience, goodheajF'nsl Have I not known 
' iKee, Malioniet, 

When void of wealth, inheritance, or fame, 

Rack’d with the lowest of the low at Meccat 
Mah. Host thou not know, thou haughty, feeble 
vnan. 

That the low insect, lurking in the grass, 

And the imperial eagle, which aloft 
Plonghs the ethereal plain, are both alike 
In the eternal eye? 

Ale. What sacred truth! from what polluted 
lips! {Aside.) 

Mah. Hear me: thy Mecca trembles at my 
name ; 

If, therefore, thou wouldst save thyself or city. 
Embrace my proffer’d friendship. What to-day 
1 thus solicit, I’ll command to-morrow. 

Ale. Contract with thee a friendship ! frontless 
man ! 

Know’st thou a god can work that miracle? 

Mah. I do— necessity— thy interest. 

Ale. Interest is thy god, equity is mine. 

Propose tile tie of this unnatural union ; 

Say, is’t the loss of thy ill-fated son, 

Who in the field fell victim to my rage ; 

Or the dear blood of my poor captive children, 

Shed by thy butchering hands? • 

Mah. Ay, His tliy children. 

Mark me, then, well, and learn the important se- 
cref, 

Which I’ni sole master of : — thy children live. 

Ale. Live! 

Mah. Yes; hoth live. 

Ah. What say ’bt thou? Both? 

Mah. Ay, both. 

Ale. And dost thou not beguile mo? 

Mah. No, old man. 

Ale. Projiitioub heav’ns ! Say, Mahomet, for | 
now, I 

Metlilnks, I could bold endless converse with thee, 
2>ay what’s their portion, liberty or bondage? 

Mah. Bred in my camp, and tutor'd in my law, 

1 hold the balance of their destinies, 

And now ’tis on the turn — their lives or deaths — 
'Tis thine to say which shall preponderate. 

Ale. Mine! can 1 save them? ii^me^he mighty 
raiisom : 

If I must bear their chains, double the weight, 

And I will kiss the hand that puts them on ; 

Or, if streaming blood must be the purchase, , 
Drain every sluice and channel of my body; 

My bwellinv veins will burst to give it passage! 
Mah. I’ll tell thee, then: — renounce thy pagan 
faith. 

Abolish thy vain cods, and — 

Alc.llfil 
Mah. Nay, more: 

Surrender Mecca to me, quit this temple, 

Assist me to impose upon the world, 

I'hiinder my koran to the gazing crowd. 

Proclaim me for their prophet and their king. 

And he a glorious pattern of credulity 
To Kbrah’s stubborn tribe. These terms per- 
form’d, 

Thy son shall be restor’d, and Mahomet’s self 
Will deign to wed thy daughter. 

Ale. Hear me, Maliomet : 

I am a fathdr, and this bosom boasts ^ 

A heart as tender as e’er parent bore. 

After fiflcen years of anguisli for them. 

Once more to view my children, clasp them to 
me, 

And die in their embraces— Melting thought! 

But were I doom’d or to enslave my country. 

And help to spread black error o’er the earth. 


Or to behold these blood-embmed hands 
Deprive me of them both, know me, then, Ma- 
homet, 

I’d not admit a donbt to clond^j choice. 

{Looks eamtsily at MaJwnistfor some funs 
before he tmeaks.) , 

Farewell 1 , [Ew? . 

Mah. Why, fare thee well, then, oharlish do- 
tarul 

Inexorable fool 1 Now, by m^rms, 

1 igill have great revenge : I’ll meet thy scorn 
With treble retribution 1 


Re-enter Mirvan. 

Well, my Mirvan, • 

What say’st thou to it now ? 

Aftr. Why, that Alcanor, 

Or we, must fall. 

Mah. Fall, then, the obdurate rebel! 

Mir. Tlie truce expires to-morrow ; when Al- 
canor 

Again is Mecca's master, and has vow'd 
Destruction on thy head : the senate, too, 

Have pass’d thy doom. 

Man. Those beart-chiH’d, paltry babblers. 

Plac'd on the liench of sloth, with ease can nod. 

And vote a mAi to death. Why don’t the cowards 
Stand me in yonder plain? With half their onm- 
bers, ' 

I drove them headlong to their walls for shelter. 
Perish Alcanor! ^ • 

He lyarbled up, the pliant populace, 

TiiOiie dupes of novelty, will bend before us, 

Like osiers to a hurricane. * 

Mir. No time 
Is to be lost. 

Mah. But for a proper arm— 

Mir. Wbat think’st tbou, then, ofZiaplina? 

Mah. OrZaphna, say’st thou? 

Mir. Yes, Alcanor’s hostage. 

He can in private do thee vengeance on him : 
lie’s a slave 

To tby despotic faith ; and, urg’d by tliee. 

However mild bis nature may appear. 

Howe’er humane and noble is bis spirit, 

Or strong his reason, where allow'd to reason, 

He would, for heaven's sake, martyr half man- 
kind. 

Malt. The brother of Palmira? 

Mir. Yes, that brother, 

The only son of tliy outrageous foe, 

And the incestuous rival of thy love.^ 

Mah. 1 hate the stripling, loathe his very name; 
The manes of my son, too, cry for vengeance 
On the curs'd sire; but, then, tbou know’st my 
love; 

Know'st from whose blood she sprang : Ibii itag- 
gers,iMirvan ; 

And yet I’m here surrounded with a gnif 
Ready to swallow me ; come, too, in quest 
Of altars and a throne! What mast be done? 

My warring passions, like contending clouds, , 
Wheh fraught with thunder's fatal fuel, burst 
Upon ^enlselves, and rend me with the shock. . 
Mirvan, sound this youth. 

Touch not at once, upon the startling pnrpose, 

Bnt make doe preparation. 

Mt'r. I’ll attack him 
With all the forces of enthnsiasm. 

There lies our strength. 

Mah. First, then, a solemn vow 
To act whatever heaven by me enjoins him ; 

Next, omens, dreams, and visions, may be plsaded ; 
Hints, too, of black designs by this Alcanor 
Upon Palmira’s virtue and his life. 

I But to the proof. Be now propitions, fortone; 
Then love, ambition, vengeance, jointly triomph*. 

lExeunU 
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ACT HI. 

Scene I.— A ^nmd Apartnmt, 

Enter Zaphna and Palmira. 

Aloanor olaims a priTato oonferenoe with 
as. 

What has he to unfold t 
PaU I tremble, Zaphna. 

Ziqift. Time press'd too, did he saj? 

Pal, lie did ; thei.*; mst 

A look so piercing on me, it o'erwhelm’d , 
Mj face with deep oonfasion: this he mark'd; 
Then, starting, left me. 

Zmh, Ha! this gives me fear 
That Mirvan's jealousies are too well gronuded; 
But I mast not distract her tender bosom 
With visionary terrors. {Aside*) Both in private? 
Pal, In private both. 

25aph, Her virtue, and mj life ! 

It cannot be; so reverend a form 

Conld ne’er be pander to snob black devices. 

{Aside.) 

Pal. But let ns shon it, Zaphna ; much I fear 
Alcanor has deceiv'd us : dread the treachery 
Of this blood-thirsty senate. TruSi me, Zaphna, 
I'hey have sworn the extirpation of oar faith, 

Bor care l^ what vile means — ' 

Zafh. My soul’s best treasure, * 

For whose security my every thought 
Is op in arms, regardless of my own, 

Shun thou Aloanor’s presence. This hour, Palmira, 
Mirvan, by order of our royal pontiff, « 

Prepares to solemnize some act of worship. 

Of a more hallow’d and mysterious kind 
Than will adiiiit of vulgar eye ; myself 
Alone am honour'd to assist. 

Pal. Alone! 

Zaph. Yes, to devote myself by solemn vow. 
For some great act, of which my hiir’s the prize. 
Pal What act? 

Zoph. No matter, since my lav'd Palmira 
Shall be the glorions recompenae. 

Pal. Obi Zaphna, 

Methinks 1 do not liki4bis secret vow. 

Why must not I be present? Were I with thee, 

1 shoold not be so anxious ; 

For trust me, Zaphna, my affection for thee 
Is of that pure, disinterested nature. 

So free from passiob’s taint, I have no one wish 
To have Sioa^ more than thus, have thee my friend. 
Share thy lo^d converse, wait upon thy welfare. 
And view thee with a sister’s spotless eye. 

Zaph. Aflgalic excellence I 
Pal. And let me tell thee. 

This Hirvan, Uiis fierce Mirvan, gives me terrors. 
So far from tend’ring consolation to me, 

Kis theme is blood and slaughter. As I met him, 
His eyes flam’d fury, whilst in dabioi'<8 phrase 
Ho thus bespoke me : The destroying angel 
Must be let loose. Palmira, heav’n ordaimt 
Some glorions deed for thee yet hid in darkness ; 
Learo an implicit rev'rence lor its will ; 

And ohove all, I warn thee, fear for Za|d|ui," 

What could he mean? Gau UNielleve, 
Alcanor, 

Thy Hair deportment but a treaoh'rona maiA? 

Yet, spite of all the rage that ought to fire me 
Against this rebel to our faith and prophet, 

J have held me happy in his friendship. 

And bondage wore the livery of choice. 

Pal. How has heaven fraught our love-link’d 
hearts, my Zaphna. 

With the same thoughts, aversions, and desires. 

for thy safety and our dread religion. 

That thunders hatred to all infidels. 

With mat.remorse 1 should accuse Alcanor. 
Zupk. liet.us shake off this vain remorse, Pal- 
mira, 

lleslgD ourselves to hettven, and act its pleaiarc. 


The .hour is oosse that I mast pledge my lowt . 
Doubt not but the Supreme, who olaims tfais^- 
vioe, * ./ 

Will prove propitious to oar chaste endearments. 
Farewell, my love ; I fly to gain the summit 
Of earth’s felicity— to gain Palmira. [Bxi/. 

Pal. Where'er I torn, ’tis all suspicion, 
like one benighted midst a place of tombs, 

I gaze around me, start at every motion, • 

And seem hemm’d in by visionary spectres. 
All-righteons power, whom trembling 1 adore. 

And blindly follow, oh! deliver me 
From these heart-rending terrors ! Ha ! who's here? 
Elder Mahomet. 

'Tis he! *tis Mahomet himself! kind heaven 
Has sent him to my aid. My gracious lord ! 
Protect the dear, dear idol of my soul ; 

Save Zaphna; gnard him from — 

Mah, From what? why Zaphna? 

Whence this vain terror? Is be not with us? 

Pal. Oh! sir, you double now my apprehensions: 
Those broken accents, and that eager look, 

Sbe^ yoo have anguish smoth’ring at the heart. 
And prove for once that Mahoroers a mortal. 

Mah. Ha! shall I turn a traitor to myself! 

(Aside.) 

Oh! woman, woman ! Hear me : ooght I not 
To be enrag’d at thy profane attachment? 

How conld thy breast, without the keenest sting, 
Hai6oar one thought not dictated by me? 

Is that young mind, I took such toil to form, 
Turn’d an ingrate and infidel at onoe? 

Away, rebellious maid ! 

Pal. What dost thou say. 

My royal lord! Thus, prostrate at your feet. 

Let me implore forgiveness, if in aoght 
I have ofl'ended : tiOk not to me thus; 

A frown from thee, my father and my king, 

Is death to poor Palmira. Say, then, Mahomet, 
Didst thou not, in this very place, permit him 
To render me his vows? 

Mah. How the soft traitress racks me! (Aside.) 
Rise, Palmira — 

Down, rebel love! 1 must be calm. (Aside.) Como 
hither: 

Beware, rash maid, of such imprudent steps: 

They lead to guilt. What wild, pernicious errors 
M^n’t the heart lead to, if not greatly watch’d ! 
Pal. In l^ing Zaphna, sure it cannot err. 

Mah. Zaphna again 1 Furies! 1 shall relapse, 
And make her witness of my weakness! ( Asiie.) 
Pal. Sir! 

,Wfaat sadden start of passion arms that e^jre? 

Mah. Oh\ nothing; pray, retire awhile: -take 
courage : 

I'm not at all displeas'd : ’twas but to sound 
The depth of thy young heart. 1 praise thy choice : 
Trost, then, thy dearest int’rest to my bosom ; 

But know, your fate depends on your obedience, 
in have been a guardian to your youth. 

If all my lavish bounties past weigh aught, 
Deserve the future blessings which await you. 
Howe'er the voice of heaven dispose of Zaphna, 
Confirm him in the path where duty leads. 

That be may keep liis vow, and merit thee. 

Pal. Distrust him not, my sovereign; noble 
Zaphna 

Disdains to lag in love or glory’s coarse. 

Mah. Enoogh of words— 

Pal. As boldly I’ve avow’d 
The love { bear that hero at your feet. 

I’ll now to him, and fire bis gen’rous breast. 

To prove the dnty be has sworn to thee. [Exit. 

Mah. What could I a^? Such sweet simj^ioity 
Lur’d down my rage, anainnocently wing’d 
The arrow throngh mj heart. And aball I bear 
this? 

Be made the sport of nurs’d Alcanor’s bouse? 
Check’d in my rapid progress by the sire, 
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SoralaDted io mjr l6f« by tfaii raib boy, 

An/ttado a gentle pander to the dangnter! 
Perditido. on tbe whole detested raoei 

Enter Mirvan. 

Jfir. Now, Mahomet, is the time to seize on 
Mecca; 

Crush this Alcanor, and enjoy Palmira. 

This night the old enthusiast oflers incense 
To his vafn gods, in sacred Caaba : 

Zaphna, who flames with zeal for heaven and thee, 
May be won o’er to seize that lucky moment. 

ifali. He shall ; it must be so ; he’s born to act 
The glorious crime ; and let him be at once 
The instrument and victim of the murder. « 

My law, itly love« my vengeance, my own safety. 
Have doom'd it so. But, Mirvan, dost thou think 
His youthful courage, nurs’d in superstition. 

Can e’er be work’d — 

Mir. I tell thee, Mahomet, 

He’s tutor’d to accomplish thy design. 

Palmira, too, who thinks thy will is heaven’s. 

Will nerve his arm to execute thy pleasure. • 
Mah, Didst thou engage him by a solemn vow ? 
Mir. 1 did, with all tlr enthusiastic pomp 
Thy law enjoins ; then gave him, as from thee, 

A consecrated sword, to act thy will. 

Oh! he is burning with religious fury! 

' Mah. But, hold ! he comes. [£jrit Mirvan. 

Enter ZapHNA. • 

Child of that awful and tremendous power, 

'Whose laws I publish, whose behests proclaim. 
Listen whilst I unfold his sacred will : 

’Tis thine to vindicate his way to man, 

^Tis thine his injur’d worship to avenge. 

Zaph. Thou lord of nations, delegate of heaven. 
Sent to shed day o’er the benighted world, 

Ob ! say in what can Zaphna prove his duty. 
Instruct me how a frail earth-prison’d mortal 
Can or avenge or vindicate a god. 

Mah. By thy weak arm he deigns to prove his 
cause. 

And launch his vengeance on blaspheming rebels. 
Zaph. What glorious action, what illustrious 
danger 

Does that Supreme, whose image thou, demand f 
Place me, oh! place me in the front of battle, 
'Gainst odds innumerable! try me there; 

Or, if a single combat claim my might, 

The stoutest Arab may step forth, and see 
If Zaphna fail to greet him as he ought. 

Mah. Oh! greatly said, iny son; ^is inspiration! 
But heed me: ’tis not by a glaring act 
Of human valonr heaven has will’d to prove thee; 
This infidels themselves may boast, when led 
By ostentation, rage, or briite-like rashness. 

To do whate’er heaven gives in sacred charge. 

Nor dare to sound its fathomless decrees. 

This, and this only’s meritorious zeal. 

Attend, adore, obey ; thou sbalt be arm’d 
By death’s remorseless angel, wbieb awaits me. 
Zaph. Speak out, pronounce ! what victim must 
1 offer? 

What tyrant sacrifice? whose blood requir’st thou 7 
Mah.^hv blood of a detested infidel; 

A ninrderer, a foe to heaven amd me ; 

A wretch who slew my ohild, blasphemes my god, 
And, like a huge Colossus, bears a world 
Of impious opposition to my faith : 

The blood of cursed Alcanor! 

Zaph. 1! Alcanor! 

Mah. What! dost thou hesitate? Rash youth, 
beware ! 

He that deliberates, is sacrilegious. 

Far.'far from me, be those audacious mortals, 

Who for themselves would impiously judge, 

Or see with their own eyes; who dares to think. 
Was never born a proselyte forme. 

Kniew who 1 am ; know, oh this very spot, 


Pvo charg’d thee with the juft decree of heaven* 
And when that heaven requires of thee no more 
Than the bare offT’ring of its* deadliest foe, 

Nay, thy foe, too, and mine, whj^ dost thou halanee 
As thy own father were the victim claim’d? 

Go, vile idolater! false Mussulman! 

Go, seek another master, a new faith ! 

Zaph. Oh, Mahomet ! 

Mah. Just when the prize is ready. 

When fair Palmira’s destin’d to thy arms— 

Bui what’s Palmira ? or what’s heaven to thee. 
Thou poor weak rebel to tby faith and love? 

Go, serve and cringe to our detested foe. 

Zaph. Ob! pardon, Mahomet; methinks I bear 
Tbe oracle of heaven. It shall beMone. ^ 

Mah. Obey, then, strike! and, for bis impious 
blood, 

Palmira’s charms and paradise be tbine. [EsU, 
Zaph. Soft, let me think — This duty wears tbe 
face 

Of something more than monstrous. Pardon, 
heaven ! 

To sacrifice an innocent old man, 

Weigh’d down with age, unsuccour’d, and unarm’d! 
When 1 am hostage for his safety, too! 

No nAtter — heaven has chose me for the duty; 

My vow is past, and must be straight fulfill’d. 

Ye stern, relentless ministers of wrath. 

Spirits of vengeance! by whose ruthless bauds 
The haughty tyrants of tbe earth have bled. 

Come to niy succour, to my flaming zeal 
Join 3r3ur determined courage! 

And thou, angel 

Of Mahomet, exterminating^ngel ! 

That mow’st down nations to prepare his passage. 
Support my falt’ring will, harden my heart. 

Lest nature pity, plead Alcanor’s cause, 

And wrest the dagger from me. 

Ha! who corner here? 

Enter Alcanor. 

Ale. Whence, Zaphna, that deep gloom. 

That, like a blasting mildew on the ear 
Of promis’d harvest, blackens o’er tby visage? 
Grieve not that here, through form, thou art otm- 
fin’d; 

I hold thee not as hostage, but as friend. 

And make thy safety partner with my own. 

Zaph. And make my safety partner with thy 
own ! (Aside.) 

Ale, The bloody carnage, by this truoe sus- 
pended 

For a few moments, like a torrent, check’d 
*ln its full flow, will with redoubled strength 
Bear all before it. 

In this impending scene of public horror, 

Be then, aear youth, these mansions thy asylum; 
I’ll be thy hostage now, and, with my life. 

Will answer IbM no mischief shall befall thee. 

1 know not why, but thou art precious to me. 
Zt^h. Heaven! duty! gntitude! humani^^^ ^ 

What doat thou say, Alcanor? Didst thou say 
That tbj^g^^roof should shield me from the 

That thy own life stood hostage for my safety? 

Ak. Why thus amaz’d at my compassioa for 
thee? 

I am a man myself, and that’s enough 
To make me feel the woes of other men, 

And labour to redress them. 

ZapA, What melody these aoeents make! 

(Aside.) 

Can, then, a foe to Mahomet’s sabred law 
Be virtne’s friend? 

Ak. Thoa know’st bat little, Zaphna, 

If thou dost think true virtue is confin’d 
To climes or systems; no, fit flows spontaneous. 
Like life’s warm stream, throughout the whole 
creation. 
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And betts the palse ofeyerj healthful heart. 

How oanst thou, ZapfaAa, worship for thy god 
A being olaiming oraeltr and murders 
From 018 adorers? Such is thy master’s god. 
Zaph. Ob! my relenting soul! thou’it almost 
thaw’d 

From thy resolre. (Aside.) I pray you, sir, no 
more. 

Peace, reason, peace! 

Ale. The more 1 view him, talk with him, ob- 
serve ^ e 

His understanding towering 'bove his age, 

The more my breast takes int’rest in his welfare. 

{Aside.) 

Zaphna, come ne&r : I oft have thought to ask thee 
To whom thou ow’st thy birth, whose gen’rous 
blood 

Swells thy young veins, and mantles at thy heart? 
Zi^h, That dwells in darkness ; no one friendly 
beam 

E'er gave me glimpse from whom I am descended. 
The camp of godlike Mahomet has been 
My oradfe and my country; whilst, of all 
His captive infants, no one more has shar'd 
The sunshine of his clemency and care. 

Ale. 1 do not blame thy gratitude young Aan : 
But why was Mahomet thy benefactor? ^ 

Why was not 111 envy him that glory. 

Why; then, this impious man has been a father 
Alike to thee and to the fair Palmira. 

Zaph. Oh! 

Ate. What’s the cause, my Zaphna, of thaksigh. 
And all that language of a smother’d anguish? 
Why didst thou snatclf away thy cordial eye. 

That shone on me before! 

Zaph. Oh ! my torn heart ! 

PalmVa’s name revives the racking thought 
Of my near-blunted purpose. {Aside.) 

Ale. Come, iny friend, 

The flood-gates of destruction soon thrown ope. 
Will pour in ruin on that curse of nations. 

If 1 can save but thee and fair Palmira, 

Froifl this o’erflowing tide, let all the rest 
Of his abandon’d minions be the victims 
For your deliverance. I must save your blood. ^ 
Ztmh. Just heaven ! and is’t not I must shed his 
blood? {Aside.) 

Ale. May, tremble if thou dar’st to hesitate. 
Follow me straight. 

Enter Pharon. 

Pha. Alcanor, read that letter. 

Put in my hands this moment by an Arab, 

With utmost stealtli, and air bespeaking somewhat 
Of high importance. 

416* Whence is this? Hercides! 

Gautious, my eyes ! be sure you’re not mistaken 
In what you here insinuate. Gracious heaven ! 
Will then thy providence, at length o’ermle 
My wayward fate, and by one matchless blessing. 
Sweeten the saflT’rings of a threescore years? 

. (Looks for some time earnestly atZty^hna.) 
Follow me. 

ZoepA Thee! But Mahomet— 

Ale. Thy life. 

And all its future bliss, dwells on this ‘moment. 
Follow, 1 say. [^ExU with Pharon. 

Be-enter Ml RVAN, with his Attendants, hastily, on 
t/ie other side of the stage. 

Mir. Traitor, turn back : what means 
This conf ’renee with the foe 1 To Mahomet 
'Away this instant : he commands thy presence. 

' (ro Zaphna.) 

Zaph. Where am I! Heavens! how shall 1 now 
resolve? 

How sotl ' A preoipioe on every sidb 
Awaits mOi and the first least step’s perdition. 

V', (Aside.) 


Mir, Young mao, our prophet brooks not such 
'delay ; ' 

Go, stop the bolt that's ready to be laonebM 
On thy rebellions head. 

Zaph. Yes, and renounce 
This horrid vow that’s poison to iny sonl. {^Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I.— TVie Temple. 

Enter Zaphna, with a drawn sword in his hand. 

Zaph. Well, then, it must be so; 1 must dis- 
charge 

This cruel duty : Mahomet enjoins it. 

And heaven, through him, demands it of my hands. 
Horrid, though sacred act! my soul shrinks back. 
And won’t admit conviction. 

Oh ! dire obedience ! 

Why, duty, art thou tlius at war with nature? 
Enter Palmira. 

Thou here, Palmira! Oli! what fatal transport 
Letrds thee to (his sad place, these dark abodes. 
Sacred to death! Thou hast no business here. 

Pal, Oh ! Zaphna, fear and love have b'een my 
guides. 

What horrid sacrifice is this enjoin'd thee! 

What victim does the god of Mahomet 
Claim from thy tender hand? 

Zaph. Oh! my guardian angel. 

Speak, resolve me; 

How can assassination be a virtue! 

How can the gracious Parent of mankind 
Delight in mankind’s Bufl‘’rings? Mayn’t this pro- 
phet. 

This great announcer of his heavenly will, 

Mist^e it once? 

Pal, Oh ! tremble to examine. 

He sees our hearts. To doubt is to blaspheme. 
Zaph. Be steady, then, my soul, firm to thy pur- 
pose. 

Come forth, thou foe to Mahomet and heaven. 

And meet tlie doom thy rebel faith deserves : 

Come forth, Alcanor. 

Pal. Who! Alcanor? 

Zaph. Yes. 

Pal. The good Alcanor? 

Zaph. Curse on his pagan virtues! he must die; 
So Malioidet coiiimands : and yet, metbiiiks. 

Some other deity arrests my arm. 

And whispers to my heart — ** Zaphna, forbear!” 
Pal. Distracting stale ! 

Zaph. Alas ! my dear Palmira, 

I’m weak, and shudder at this bloody business. 
Help me, oh! help, Palmira; 1 am torn. 
Distracted, with this conllict. 

Zeal, horror, love,* and pity, seize my breast, 

And drag it different ways. Alas! Palmira, 

You see me tossing on a sea of passions; 

’Tis thine, my angel, to appease this tempest. 

Fix my distracted will, and teach me— 

Pal. What! 

What can 1 teach thee in this strife of passions ! 
Oh ! Zaphna, I revere our holy prophet. 

Think all his laws are register’d in heaven,^ 

And every mandate minted in the skies. 

Zaph, Hat then to break through hospitality,' 
And mufder him by whom we are protected ! 

Pal. Oh! poor Alcanor! gen’rons, good Aloanor ! 
My heart bleeds for tbee. 

Zaph. Know, then, unless I act this horrid scene. 
Unless I plunge ibis dagger in the breast 
Of that old man, 1 must-^ must — 

Pal. What? 

Zaph. Mast, Palmira— 

(Oh! agonizing thought!) lose thee for ever! 

Pal. Am I the price of good Aloaior’a blood! 
Z<^h, So Mahomet ordains. 

Pal. Horrible dowry ! 
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Z^K Tboo know’it (be onrse our prophet Inu 
ideoeiuic’d. 

Of endlesB tortares oo the disobedient ; 

Thou know'st with what an oath Vre bonnd njraelf 
To vindicate his laws, extirpate all 
That dare oppose his progress. Say, then, fair one, 
Thou tutoress divine, instract me bow, 

How to obe^ in^ chief, perform mj oath. 

Yet list to mercy's cull. 

Pal. This rends ujr heart. 

Zqph. How to avoid being banish’d thee for 
ever. 

PaL Oh ! save me from that thought ! most that 
e’er be? 

Zaph. It must not: thou hast now pronounc’d 
his doom. 

Pal. What doom ? Have I ? 

Zaph. Yes, thou hast seal’d bis death. 

Pa/. I seal his death? Did I? 

Zaph. ’Twas heaven spoke by thee ; thou’rt its 
oracle ; 

And ril fulfil its laws. This is the hour • 

In which he pays, at the adjoining altar, 

Black rites to his imaginary gods. 

Follow me not, Palmira. 

Pal. 1 must follow ; 

1 will not, dare not, leave thee. 

Zaph. Gentle maid, 

I beg thee fly these walls; thou caiist not bear • 
This horrid scene. Oh! these are dreadful mo- 
ments! 

Begone! quick — this way — 

Pal. No, 1 follow thee. 

Retread thy every footstep, though they lead 
To the dark gulf of death. 

Zaph. Thou matchless maid! to the dire trial, 
then. \^Esttunt. 

Scene inner part of the Temple, with a 

pagam altar and images. 

Alcanor discovered, addressing himself to the idols. 
Ale. Eternal powers ! that deign to bless these 
mansions. 

Protectors of the sons oflshmael. 

Crush, crush this blasphemous invader’s force. 
And turn him back with shame. Ifpower beyour’s, 
Oh ! shield your injur’d votaries, and lay 
Oppression bleeding at your altar’s foote 
Enter Zaph N A and Palmira. 

Pal. Act not this bloody deed : oh ! save him, 
save him ! {Apart to Zavhna.j 

Zaph. Saveliim, and lose both paradise and thee! 

(Apart.) 

Pal. Ha! yon he stands. Oh! Zaphna, all my 
blood 

Is frozen at the sight. (Apart.) 

Ale. ’Tis in your own behalf that I implore 
The terrors of your might ; swift, swiftly 
Pour venraance on this vile apostate’s head. 

ZqpA. Hear how the wretch blasphemes ! So, 

now — (Apart.) 

Pal, Hold, Zaphna! (Apart.) 

Zaph. liOt me go. (Apart.) 

Pal. I cannot — cannot. (Apart.) 

Ale. But if, for reasons which dim-sighted mor- 
• tals 

Can’t took into, you’ll crown this daring rebel 
With royalty and priesthood, take my life ; 

And if, ye gracious powers I you’ve aught of bliss 
In store for me, at my last hour permit me 
To see my children, pour my blessing on them. 
Expire in their dear arms, and let them close 
These eves, which then would wish no after sight. 
Pal. His children, did he say? (Apart.) 

Zaph. I think he did. (Apart.) 

Ale. For this I’ll at your altar pay my vows, 
And make it smoke with incense. 

( Retires behind the altar.) 
Ztgfh. (jDrmof its sword.) How let me strike! 


PaL Stgj hot qne moment, Zeplmg. 

Zaph. It mast not be — onbaod me. 

Pal. What to do? 

Zaph. To serve my god and king, and ment them 
(Breaks from Palmira, m going toward 
the tutor, he starts, and stops short.) 
Ha! wbat are ye terrifying shades 1 
What means this lake of blood that lies before me? 
Pal, Oh! Zaphna! let ns jly these horrid roofs. 
^aph. No, no. Go on, ye ministers of death ; 
Lead me the way; I’ll follow ye. 

Pal. Stay, Zaphna; 

Heap no more horrors oo me; I’m expiring 
Beneath the load. • 

Zaph. Be hush’d — the altar trembles! 

W bat means that omen ? does it spnr to murder, 

Or would it rein me back? No, ’tis the voice 
Of heaven itself, that chides my ling’ring hand. 

Now send up thither all thy vows, Palmira, 

Whilst I obey its will, and give the stroke. 

(Goes behind the altar, after dUcanor.) 
Pal. What vows? Will heaven receivi a mur- 
d’rer’s vows? 

For, sure. I’m mucIi, whilst I prevent not ranrder. 
Why beats my heart thus? what soft voice is this 
That’s waken will my sonl, and preaches meroy 7 
If beiWen demands bis life, dare 1 oppose? 

Is it iny place to judge? Ha ! that dire groan 
Proclaims the bloody business is about. 

Zaphna! oh.Zwbnal 

Re-enter ZAPHNA from behind the altar. 

Zaph. Ha! where km t? 

Who calls me? Where’s Pnlmira? She's not here. 
What flend has snatch’d her from me 7 
Pal. Heavens ! he raves ! 

Dost thou not know me, Zaphna? her, who lives 
For thee alone? Why dost thou gaze thus on me? 
Zaph, Where are we? 

Pal. Hast thou then discharg’d 
The horrid duly? 

Zaph. What dost thou say? 

Pal. Alcanor — 

Zaph. Alcanor! what Alcanor? 

I Pal. Gracious heaven, 

I Look down upon him ! 

Let’s be gone, my Zaphna ; 

Let’s fly this place. 

Zaph. Oh! whither fly? to whom? 

D’ye see these bands? who will receive these 
hands? 

Pal. Oh ! come, and let me wash them with my 
^ tears. 

Zaph. Who art thou? let me lean on thee: I 
find 

My powers retorniog. Is it thou, Palmira? 
Where have I been? what have 1 done? 

Pal. I know#iot. 

Think oo’t no more. 

Zaph. But I must think, and talk on’t, tao^ 
Palmira. 

I seiz’d the victim by bis hoary looks — 

(Thou, bqaveii, didst will it)— 'J’ 

Then, sfauddering with horror, buried straight 
The poniard in bis breast. 1 bad redoublm 
The bloody plunge — , .» 

But that the venerable aire pour'd forth 
So piteous a groan ! — look’d so, Palmira-- 
Ana with a feeble voice cried—** Is it Zaphna?” 

I conld no more. Ob ! hedat tbon soen,‘my love. 
The fell, fell dagger in bis basam^jew’d 
His dving face, where sat aaok OifBity, 

ClothM with compassion tow’jrdsbisbaseaasassio — 
( Throws kmoelfou the ground.) 
The dire remembranoe weighs me to the earth: 
Here 'et me die. 

Pal, Rise, my lov’d Zaphna, rise, 

And let ns fly to Mahomet lar proteoUon : 

If we are found in Ibese abodes of slanghter. 
Tortures and death attend os: let os fly* 
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Zaph» (SUuimg i^.) I did fly at that blaiting 
light, Palmira, 

TIThen, drawing oat the fatal steel, he cast 
Eaeh tender looks ! I fled — the fatal steel, 

The voice, the tender looks, the bleeding victim. 
Blessing his murderer — I coold not fly : 

No, they clang to me, riv’d iny throbbing heart. 
And set my brain on fire ! What have we done? 
PaL Hark! what’s that noise? 1 tremble for thy 
life! 

Oh ! in the name of love, by all the ties. 

Those sacred ties, that bind Uiee mine for ever, 

I do conjure thee, follow me. 

Re-enter Alcanor from behind the altar, leaning 
against it, with the bloody sword in his hand. 
Zayth. Ha! look, Palmira! see, what object’s 
that, 

Which bears upon my tortured sight? Is’t he, 

Or is't his bloody manes come toliaunt ns? 

Pal, he himself, poor wretch ! struggling with 

death. 

And feebly crawling tow’rds us. Let me fly. 

And yield what help I can : let n^e support thee. 
Thou much-lamented, injur’d, good, old man! 
Zaph. Why don’t 1 move? my feet are rooted 
here. 

And all niy frame is struck and wither’d up 
As with a lightning’s blast. 

Ale, My gentle maid. 

Wilt thou support me? 

Weep not, my Palmira. 

Put. I could weep tears of blood, if that would 
serve thee. 

Ale. {Sitting down.) Zophna, come hither; thou 
bast ta’en my life. 

For what oftence, or what one thought towards 
thee. 

That anger or malevolence gave birth, 

Heaven knows I atn unconscious. Do not look so. 
I see thou dost relent. 

Rnler PharoN, hastily. 

Pha, (Starting back.) Ha! ’tis ton late, then! 
Ale. Would 1 could see Hercides! Pharon, lo! 
Thy martyr’d friend, by his distemper’d hand. 

Is now expiring. 

Pha. Dire, unnatural crime! 

Oh ! wretched parricide ! Behold thy father ! 

(Pointing to Alcanor.) 

Zaph. My father! 

Pof. Father! ha! 

Ale. Mysterious heaven ! 

' Hercides, dying by the hand of Mirvan, 

Ww slew him lest he should betray the secret. 
Saw me abroach, and in the pangs of death. 

Cried, Fly, and save Alcanor ; wrest the sword 
From Zaphna’d bands, if ’lis not yot too late. 
That’s destin’d for his death ; then let him know 
That Zaphna and Palmira are his children.” 

Pal. Dost hear that, Zaphna? 

Zqpih. 'Tis enough, my fate ! 

Const thou aught more? 

Ak. Oh, nature! oh, my children! 

By what vile instigations wert thou driv’n. 
Unhappy Zaphna, to this bloody actioa? 

Zopn. (JPalling at his fatlwrs feet.) Oh ! I can- 
not speak : 

Restore me, sir, restore that damned weapon, 

That 1, for once, may make it, as J ought,. 

An instrument of justice. 

Pal. (Kneels.) Oh! my father, 

Strike here ; the crime was mine : ’twas I, alone. 
That work’d his will to this unnatural deed ! 

ZmiA. Strike your assassins — 

Aw. I embrace my children. 

And joy to' see them, though my life’s the forfeit. 
Rise, children, rise and live V live to revenge 
Your fether’s death. But in the name of nature, 
By the remains of this paternal blood, 


[AuT Y. 

That’s ooaing from my wound, raise not your bands 
’Gainst your own being. Zaphna, woolM thou do 
me 

A second deadlier mischief? 

Self-slaughter can’t alone for parricide. 

Thy undetermin’d arm ha’n’t quite fulfill’d 
Its bigot purpose ; I hope to live, to animate 
Our triends ’gainst this impostor; lead them, 
Zaphna, 

To root out a rapacious, baneful orew. 

Whose aeal la frenzy, whose religion, murder! 
Zaph. Swift, swift, ye hours, and light me to 
revenge ! 

Come, thou inlernal weapon, 

(Snatches the bloody sword.) 
I’ll wash oft' thy foul stain with the heart’s blood 
Of that malignant sanctified assassin. 

Enter Mirvan and his Followers. 

Mir. Seize Zaphna! 

Help you the good Alcanor. Hapless man ! 

Our prophet, in a viKioii, learn’d to-night. 

The mournful tale of thy untimely end. 

And sent me straight to scize^the vile assassin. 
That he might wreak severest justice on him : 
Mahomet comes to vindicate the laws. 

Not sufl'er with impunity their breach. 

Ale. Heav’iis ! what accumulatecl crimes arc 
« here ! 

Zaph, Where is the monster? bear me instant 
to him, 

That 1 may blast him with my eye 1 — may curse 
him, 

With my last hesitating voice ! 

Pal, Thou traitor! 

Did not thy own death-doing tongue enjoin 
This horrid deed? 

Mir. Oft’ with him, ( To the Soldiers.) 

And see him well secur’d ! 

P(d. Let me go with him ; I will share thy fate. 
Unhappy Zaphna, for I share thy guilt! 

Mir. No more — you must to Mahomet: 

Our great prophet 

Will take you under his divine protection. 

Pa/. Oh, death ! deliver me from such protection ! 

(Aside.) 

M^r, Away I ( To the Soldiers who hold Zaphna) 
You, tbi^ way. (To Palmira.) 

Zaph. Pardon ! 

Pal. Oh! pardon! 

[They are led off by degrees, looking alter- 
nately at their Father and each other. 
Ale. Oh! insupportable! 

Both from me torn, then when I wanted most 
Their consolation ! shout.) 

Pha. Hark! 

The citizens are rous’d, and ail in arms 
Rush on to your defence. 

Ale. Pharon support me 

Some moments longer. Help, conduct me tow’rds 
them ; 

Bare this wound to them ; let that speak the cause. 
The treaoh’rous cause, forewords begin to fail me; 
Then, if in death I can but serve my country, 

Save my poor children from this tyrant’s gripe ! 
What patriot, or parent, but would wish, 

In BO divine a cause to fall a martyr ! [Eseunf. 

- ACT V. 

Scene I, 

Enter Mahomet and Mirvan. 

Mah. Wrong will be ever nurs’d and fed with 
blood — 

So this boy bigot held his pious purpose ? 

Mir. Devontly. 

Mah. What a reasonless machine 
Can superstition make the reasoner, man ! 

Alcanor lies there, on bis bed of earth ? 
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Mir^ This momettt be expir'd; and Meoea's 
yootb 

In fain fluneot their cliief. 

The silent and despondiiiff crowd, 

Broke out in marmnrs, plaints, and last, in shouts ; 
And each mechanic grew a Mnssulman. 

Mah. But, say, is not our army at their gates? 
Mir, Omar commands 

Their nightly march, through unsuspected paths, 
And with the morn appears. 

Mah, At sight of tliem. 

The weak remaining billows of this storm 
Will lash themselves to |^eace— But where is 
Zaphna? 

Mir, Safe in a dungeon, where be dies apace. 
Unconscious of his fate ; for well thou know'st. 

Ere at the altar's foot he slew his sire, 

In his own veins he bore his guilt’s reward, 

A deadly draught of poison. 

Mah, 1 would be kind, and let him die deceiv’d. 
Nor know that parent blood defiles his soul. 

Mir, He cannot know it : if the grave be sileM, 
I’m sure Hercides is— - 
Mah, Unhappy Zaphna! 

Something like pity checks me for thy death. 

My safety claim *d bis life. 

And all the heaven of fair Palmira's charms 
Shall be my great reward. 

Mir. My noble lord, 

Palmira is at hand, and waits your pleasure. 

Mah, At hand ! bow, Mirvan, couldst thou let 
me talk 

On themes of guilt, when that pure angel’s near? 
Mir, The weeping fair, led on by flatt'ring 
hope 

Of Zaphna's life, attends your sacred will: 

A silent pale dejection shrouds her cheeks« 

And, like the lily in a morning show’r, 

She droops her head, and locks up all her sweets. 

Mah. Say Mahomet awaits, and then 
Assemble all our chiefs, and on this platform 
Let them attend me straight. [Exit Mirvan, 

Enter Palmira. 

Pal, Where have they I**d me? 

Methinks, each step 1 take, the mangled corpse 
Of my dear father, by poor Zaphna mangled. 

Lies in my way, and all I see is blood. (Slartt.) 
’Tis the impostor’s self! — Burst, heart, in silence! 

{Aside.) 

Mah, Maid, lay aside this dread. Palmira’s fate. 
And that of Mecca, by my will is fix’d. 

This great event, that fills thy •soul with horror. 

Is myst'i^to all, but heaven and Mahomet. 

Pal, Uh! ever righteous heaven, oanst thou 
suiTer 

This sacrile^ous hypocrite, this spoiler. 

To steal thy terrors and blaspheme thy name. 

Nor doom him instant dead? (yfside.) 

Mmh, Gbil<^ of my care, 

Atlehgth from galling chains I’ve set thee free, 

And made thee triumph in a just revenge : 

Think: then thou’rt dear to me, and Mahomet 
Regards thee with a more than father's eye ; 

Thed jenow, if Aon 'It deserve the mighty boon,' 

A higher name,% nobler fate awaits thee. 

Pm, What would' the tyrant? 

Mahi Raise t^ thoughts to glory; 

And swdhp this Zaphna from thy memor}', 

"With all that’s past: let that mean flame expire 
Before the blaze of empire’s radiant sun. 

Thy grateful heart must answer to my bounties. 
Follow my laws, and share in all my conquests. 
Pal, What laws, what bounties, and what con- 
qnestss tyrant? 

Fraud is thy law, the tomb thy only bounty : 

Thy cononests, fatal as infected air. 

Dispeopling half the globe! — See here, good hea- 
ven! 


The venerable prophet I rever'd. 

The king I serv’d, the god that I ador'd ! 

Mah, {Approaches her,) Whence this unwonted 
languaj^e, this wild frenzy? 

Pal, Where IS the spirit of my martyr’d father?. 
Where Zaphna’s? where Palmira's iniiooeuoe? 
Blasted by thee — by thee, infernal monster! 

Thou found’st ns angels, and bast made ns fiends! 
Give, give us back our lives, our fame, oar virtue! 
Thou oanst not, tyrant! — yet thou seek’st my love : 
Seel^st with Alcanor’s blood, bis daughter's love ! 
Mah, Horror and death ! the fatal secret’s known ! 

(Aside,) 

Ee-enter Mirvan. 

JIfir. Ob, Mahomet! all’s lost, thy glory tar- 
nish'd. 

And the insatiate tomb ripe to devour os ! 

Hercides’ parting breath divulg’d the secret. 

The prison^B forc’d, the city all in arms : 

See, where they bear aloft their murder'd chief. 

Pell Zaphna in their front, death in liis looks. 

Rage all his strength. Spite of the deadly drimg|it. 
He holds in life, but to make sore of vengeantU# 
Mah, What dost thou here, then? Instant with 
our guards. 

Attempt to stenMheir progress, till the arrival 
Of Omar with the troops 
Mir, 1 haste, my lord. [jRn'f* 

Pal, Now, now,* my hour's at band! 

Hear’st thou those shouts that rend the ambient 
air? 

See’st tliou those glancingfires that add new horrors 
To the night's gloom ?— Fresh from thy murd’ring 
poniard. 

My father’s spirit leads the vengeful shades 
Of all the wretches whom thy sword has butcher'd ! 
Mah, What terror’s this that bangs upon her 
accents? 

I feel her virtue, though I know her weakness. 

(AsMfe.) 

Pal, Thou ask’st my love; go, seek it in the 
grave 

Of good Alcanor — Talk’st of grateful minds ; 

Bid Zaphna plead for thee, and 1 may hear thee : 
Till then thou art my scorn — May’s! thou, like me. 
Behold thy dearest blood spilt at thy feet. 

Mecca, Medina, all our Asian world. 

Join, join to drive the impostor from the earth. 
Blush at bis chains, and shake them off in ven- 
geance ! 

Mah, Be still, roy soul, nor let a woman’s rage 
Ruffle thy wonted calm. (Aside, ) Spite of thy hiRe, 
lliou'rt lovely still, and charming even in madfl||jlf^ 
(A shouit and noise of 
My fair, retire — nor let thy gentle soul 
Shake with alarms ; thou ’ft my peculiar care : 

I go to quell thisdrait’rous insurrection. 

And will attend thee straight. 

Pal, No, tyrant, no! 

I’ll join ray brother, help to head our friends. 

And urge them on. ^ (A shoM,) 

Roll, roll your thunders, heaven, and aid the storm! 
Now, hurl your lighlniog on the guilty head. 

And plead the cause of injur’d innocence ! [Exiim 

Enter Au, 

Mah, Wlience, All, that surprise? 

Ali, My royal chief, 

The foe preva'ils : thy troopa, led on by Mirvan, 

Are all cut off, and valiant Mirvap’s self. 

By Zaphna slain, lies welt’ring i.i kis blood : 

The guard, that to our arms should ope the gates. 
Struck with the common phrenzy, vow thy ruin ; 
And death and vengeance is the gen’ral cry. 

Mah. Can Ali fear? Then, Maliomet be thyself? 
Ali. See, thy few friends, whom wild despair 
hath arm’d, 

But arm’d in vain, are come to die beside thee. 
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Haft. Ye beuileit tfiHere! Mibcniiet tlene 
Shall be hie ^wb defeader, god voor gfatrd 
A|iuiiet the erowds of Meoca^F^lleo^ me ! 

JSa-tllterPALMIRA, wUhZkFHSk, PHARON, Cili- 
t€H$, md Cfte 6o(4f qf Alcanor, on a hier, 

Ha! 

Zepft. See, my iHends, where the impostor 
stands, ' 

With bead erect, as if be knew not anilt ; 

As if BO tonRue spake from Aloanor^ wonnd, 
Norcairdfor rengesnoeon him ! 

Mahk Impious man ! 

Is’tnot enongli to have spilt thy parent's blood. 

Bat with atroclohs and blaspheming lips, 

Dar'sttlion arraign the substitnte of heaven? 

Ztqth. The substitute of heaven ! so is the sword. 
The pestilence, the famine — such art thou ! 

Such are the blessings heaven has sent to man, 
thee its delegate T 
Ifow oonldst tboo damn ns thus ? 
ftfoft.^* Babbler, avaunt! 

IhpA Well tiion upbraid’st me, for to parley 
with thee. 

Half brands me coward. Oh U revenge me, friends. 
Revenge Aloanor*a massacre! revenge 
Palmira's wrongs, and crush the rancorou* mon- 
ster! 

Mah, Hear me, ye slaves ! boru to obey my 
will — 

Pa/. All ! hear him not — fraud dwells upon his 
tongue ! 

Zaph, Have at thee, fiend' — Ha! heaven! 

(Advances, reels, and reclines on his suaord.) 
What cloud is this 

That thwarts upon my sight 1 My head growii diszy» 
My {oints unloose — sore, 'tis the stroke ofnlel 
Maik* The poison works: then trinmpli, Maho- 
met ! (Aside.) 

Zapk, Off, off, base lethargy ! 

PaL Brother, dismay’d ! 

Hast thou no power but in a gnilW cause. 

And only strength to be a parricide? 

Zaph, Spare that reproach. Come on— It will 
not be. 

(Hangs down his sword, and reclines on Pharon.) 
cruel power uonerves my williog arm. 

Blasts my resolves, and weighs me down to earth. 

Haft. Such be the fate of ul who brave ^ur law 1 
Mature and death have heard my voice, a^ now 
Let heaven be judge ’twixt Zapuoa and myself. 
And instant blast the guilty of the two. 

, Brother! Oh, Zapbna! 

jdSqpft. 2»phna, now no more. 

^ (iSAdtsdown by Alcanor's bo^, and leans 

OH the bier; Pharon kaeeu down with 
him, and supports him.) 

Down, down, good Pharon! Tlnm, poor injnr’d 
corse, 

I embrace thee? Won't thy pallid wound 
Biinle anew at the unnatural touch, 

AbX ooze fresh calls for vengeance ? 

PoL Ob I my brother! 

Zapk. In vain’s the gniltless meaning of my 
heart ; « 

Higjh heaven detests th’ involantary crime, 

* And dooms for parricide. Then trembly ^ont ! 
the Supreme can punish error thus, ^ 

^ WhsA new-invented tortnres must await 

Thy 8onl,igrowii leprons with inch foul ofTanoes I 
But soft — now &la and natnre are at strife*— 
Sister, farewell 1 isitfa transport should I quit 
This toilsome, perilous, delusive stage. 

Bat that I leave thee on’t^leave thee, Palmira, 

> J^poa’d to what is worse than^lear con image— 


[AdY V. 

ThaCtynnit’aiBerey. Look oo heTi hoaraa I 
Goide her, an d-Oh!- __ JPi"-) 

PaL Think not, ye men of Meooa, ^ 

This death inflicted by the band of heavob; 

”ris be — that viper ! 

Mah. Know, ye faithless wretches! 

'TSs mine to deal the bolts of angry heaven. 

Behold them there ; and let the wretch who doubts. 
Tremble at Zaphna’s fate, and know that Mahomet 
Gan read his thoughts, and doom him with a look. 
Go then, and thank your pontiff and your prince. 
For each day’s sun be grants you to behold. 

Heooe, to your temples, and appease my rage ! 

IThe people go off. 
Pal. Ah ! stay : my brother’s mnr^r’d by this 
tyrant f 

ftfoft. 'Tis done. Thns ever he onr law receiv’d ! 

(Aside.) 

Now, fair Palmira — 

Pal. Monster ' is it thns 
Thon mak’st thyself a god, by added crimes, 

Apd murders, fustify'd by sacrilege? 

Mah, Think, exquisite Palmira, for thy sake— * 
Pal, Thou’st been the murderer of all my race. 
See where Alcanor, see where ZaphnaUesf 
Do they not call for me, too, at thy bands? 

Ob ! that they did! But I can read thy thoughts; 
Palmira sav^ for something worse than death ; 
IVThjji^to prevent — Zaphna, 1 follow thee. 

' (Stabs herself with Zaphna' s sword.) 

Mah, What hast thou done ? 

Pal. A deed of glory, t 3 rant! 

Thou’st left no object worth Palmira's eye, 

And when I shut out light, I shutout thee. (Hies.) 
Mab. Farewell, dear victim of my boundless 
; passion ! 

Oh! justiito, justice! 

Id vain are glorf , worship, and dominion ! 

AU cenq’ror as I am, I am a slave, 

And»,hy the world ador'd, dwell with the damn’d! 
My oiimeB have planted scorpions in my breast: 
Here, here I feel them ! ’Tin in vain to brave 
The host of terrors that invade my soul — 

I miglkt deceive the world, invselrl cannot. 

AmV Be calm awhile, my lord; think what J 6 ll 
arc.* 

Mah, Ha ! wliat am I ? ( Turns to the bodies,) 

Ye breathless family! 

Let yoor loud-crying wounds say what I am! 

Oh ! snatch me from mat sight . quick, qnick, trans- 
port me 

To nature’s loneliest mansion, where the sun 
Ne’er enter’d: wbefe the sound of human tread 
Was never heard. But wherefore? still, 1 thisre. 
There still shall find myself. Ay, that ’9 im MH 
I'll none on’t. ( Draws kShA^d . ) 

Alt. Heavens! help, hold him ! . 

(Ad and tdhqrs du 
JIfaft. Paltry dastards! ^ 

You fled the foe, but can dijNfrm ydhipiaster. 
Angel of death, whose poW^ I’Ve lonf^prdcli 

Now aid me, if thou canst a now, if thou 

Draw the kind onrtain of eternal night, 

me from the hoplora ^mj^set 

Pha, Ob! what a'carBaivif ti^jRdMn 

' viction - ^ 

Flings onr offences hoat;1ir loopriiitBB* « * < .' 
And tarn^gintincatblWer to itself! 

Here Idit'ffie mad enthusiast turn his eyes, 

And see, from bigotry, what horrors t^M. 

Here, in the hlaokesl colours, let him read. 

That zeal, by craft misled, may act a deed, 

By which both innooenoe and virtue bleed. 

[BSiMlfi 
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CIJARACTEHfi, 

SAINT VALORI I MONTGOMbRI I RAYMOND 

LORD HILDEBRAND GYFFORD ^ I MATILDA 

lord DB COUROl I FITZ-ALLAN | ATTENDANTS i 


ACT I. 

Scene 1. — A rocky Shore t with a view of the eea, 
at In eak of day, 

Enter Fit7-Ali an atid Raymond, meeting, 
Baym, Well met, Fitz-Allau ; what’s the time of 
day? 

* Fitz~A, iaroad morning by the hoar.^ 

Huym, Sleeps the son jet) ipi 
Or has the storm j south, thatllfcls so 1oii(l» 
Blown out his untriram'd lamp, and left ns here 
To be witch-ridden by this hag of night, 

Out of time’s natural ooursel 
Fttz-A, Methinks, the winds. 

Which peal’d like thunder thro’ Glendarlook’s 
towers, [clouds, 

Haye lower’d their note a pitch; the flecker’d 
Lifling their mist^ ourtaiii in the east, 

Oumask the weeing day. 

JSnIer UoNTOuMbRi, kosliVy. 

Ifonl. Oh ! are you men? 

Hare you less meroy than the winds and waves. 
That yon stand here aloof? 

PitZ‘A. Why, what has chanc’d? 

Honi% A noble vessel breaks upon the rocks. 
That jnt firom old Dnnnose's ragged base; 

And, M the floating fragments drive ashore, 

Our pwd’ring islauders (convert their liearts. 
Holy ot. Mionaell ) dash the drowning wretches 
From the uoor wreck they cling to, and engulf 
, wiiR fme’ 

Quick in the boiling waves : by heav’o that made 
Icould forswear my nature, when I see 
Man so degenerate! 

Maum. liO ! we are ready : 

L^d to the beach. 

Alas! ’tis now too late; 
left it but that all was Idstt 
iBiSieot had mercy, man had none. H 


Two I hare sav’d ; the one a Carmelite, 

Noble the other in his mien and habit; ^ 

I left them in the outskirts of the grove; 

Jjet us go forth, my friends, and bring them in : 
You to that quarter, I to this. Away4 lEzeuni, 
Enter Lord Hildebrand and Saint Valori. 
Saint V, Bear op. Lord Hildebrand ; tliere’s hope 
in view. 

Sees! thou yon turrets, that o’ertop the wood? 
There we may shelter from the stonn, and men 
,More merciless than rooks and winds, that wreck’d 
Our strong-^ibb’d galley in the foaming surge. 

LordH, I see the towers you point at, but 1 fear 
My limbs will fail their burden ere we reach thMD* 
Let me ne dow n beneath tliehe oi^h, and die. 

Saint V, If thus jon shake with the sonl’s agua» 
fear. 

Back to the sea, and death yon fled from ; 

Make not a coward’s grave on English ground; 
Your life is stak’d, your gauntlet is ex^ang'd. 
Each diop of blood slmot yon is in pledge 
To meet the champion of Saint Valori, 

A lady’s champion, in King Henry’s lists : 

There fight ^or if you needs roust die, die UmMm; 
Fall aaw Norman knight should fall, in artim. 

Lora n. Father, your words accord not with 
your weeds. 

Sand V, Our ancestors w^e holy mqn, and they 
Ordain’d the corabgt, as the of truth j 

Let them who made the law defspd the law, 
Oiirpait is to obey it. Hark! who comes? 

The islanders wiirbe upon us. Stand ! 

Jte-enter Fitz-Allan and RAYMOND. 
Fif2~A, AVhat, ho! Montgomeri! the RHHi «o 
found. 

Saiitt V. InhamanEn^Aimrn ! Will yon dfAri^ 
I Your brethren? We are Normans. 
i:i3 
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JU-enier Momtoomeri* 

Mbnf. Ye are uen, 
that Huflioe ; we are no savagea. 

Saint r , ’Tis the hrave youth who sav’d us. 
Mont, Heav’n hath sav’d you, [death : 

To heav’n give thanks, oh! men redeem’^ from 
All else have perish’d. ’IJis a barbarous coast. 
Saint V. How is your island nam’d? 

Mont, The Isle of Wight. [fatal ! 

Saint V» Ala^ ! that isle so fair should prove so 
And you our benefactor, by what name 
Shall we record you in our prayers? 

Mont, I am caird 
Montgomeri. 

Saint y, ’Twill be our grateful office, 

Generous Montgomeri. to make suit to heaven 
To bless, reward, and from distress like ours 
Protect yon ever. 

Mont, Now declare thjrself, [dumb. 

And this tbjr mournful friend, whom grief makes 
Say who he is. a 

A wretch without a tame. 

Saifit 'V, A gentleman of Normandy he is. 

One who has seen good days. ’Tis now no time 
To tell you further: he has wounds about him. 

And bruises dealt him on the craggy beach. 

That cry for charity. Whose is that castle 
Mont, A lady’s, whom we serve, of Norman 
birth. [Normans ; 

Saint V, The% lead us to her gates, for we are 
Poor, helpless men, fainting with want of food ^ 
And over-watching : tedious nights and dayt^ 

We struggled with the storm : the greedy deep 
Has swallow’d op our ship, our friends, our alt. 
And left us to your mercy. Sure, your lady. 

Who owns so fair a mansion, owns withal 
A heart to give us welcome. You are silent. 
Fitz-A, To save you, and supply your pressing 
wants 

With food and raiment, and what else yon need. 
We nrumise, nothing doubting : more than this 
Stands not within our privilege : no stranger 
Enters her castle. 

Saint V, Wherefore this exclusion? 

Whnt can she fear from us? 

Filz-A . Ask not a reason ; 

We {question not her orders, but obey them. 

Saint V, Then lay us down before her castle- 
gates. 

And let us die : inhospitable gate.s ! 

Your roofs shall echo with our famish’d shrieks. 

A Norman she ! impossible : our wolves 
Have hearts more pitiful. < 

illbfif. Your saints in bliss, 

Your calendar of martyrs does not own 
A soul more pure, a virtue more sublime : 

Her very name will strike defamers dumb. 

Saint V, Speak it. 

JUbnf. Saint Valori. 

Samt y, I^hold me, heaven ! 

The ways of Providence are full of wonder. 

And all its works are mercy. How now, sir! 

Will yon betray yourself? wliat shakes you thus? 

.Lord H, I sicken at the heart : let me go hence. 
And make myself a grave. 

Smnt V, Be patient : stay ! 

And has your Imv here consum’d her youth 
In pensive solitude ? Twenty long years, 

And still a widow? 

MtmU Still a mournful widow. [yet 

Saint V, she such sorrows of her own, and 
' No heart to pitvours? It cannot be: 

I’ll not believe but she will take us io, 

And comfort her poor countrymen. 

Jfonl. Forbid it. heav’n, 

Jhit misery thus should plead, and no friend found 
To speak in its behalf! I’ll move her for you. 

\ Smi F* The mother of our Lord reward you 
be a Christian deed. , [for it! 


JVfe-A. Montgomeri, tarn: « 

Have you yonr senses? the attempt is madMhss. 

Baym, Where is thevmaii, native or foreigner, 
(Inmates excepted,) ever pass’d her doors? 

Who dares to ask it? 

Mont, I; Montgomeri. 

Raym, So dare not I. 

Fitz-A, Nor I : success attend you! 

But share the attempt I dare not ; so, fafewell I 

with JRaymor^. 

Mont, Farewell to both ! Strangers, be not dis- 
may’d, 

I’ll soon return ; the place will be your safeguard. 

[E'xiY. 

Saint Vi Lord Hildebrand, stand not -a^ast: 
you see 

The youth is confident : look up and live ! 

JjordH, By my soul's penitence, I’d rather die 
Vnpitied, starv’d, and to her castle dogs 
Bequeath my'untomb’d carcass, than receive 
Life from her hands ; the widow of Saint Valori! 
That brave, heroic champion of the cross, 

Who. from the holy wars returning home. 

Within the ragged Pyrenaiaii pass — 

Saint V, No more of that : 1 have your full con- 
fession; 

Yon slew Saint Valori, and now his widow 
Provokes you by her champion to defend 
The rights you seiz’d, the title you inherit, 

Afld hold by bloody charter. What’s your fear? 
Saint Valori’s dead ; he cannot rise again. 

And beard you in the lists. 

LordH, Oh! that he could; 

So I were not a murderer. 

Saint V, Grant you slew him, [wound 

Twenty long years have stanch’d the bleeding 
Of him you slew, and laid his angry ghost. 

Have you not rear’d his stately tomb, endow’d 
Tlie abbey of Saint Valori, and purchas’d 
Perpe^at masses to reclaim his soul 
From purgatory’s bondage? Have yon faith 
.In absolution’s power, and do you doubt 
If yet atonement's made? 

Lord H. I do perceive 

The hand of heaven hangs o'er me ftnd my house: 
Why am I childless else? seven sons swept ofl* 

To their untimely graves ; their wretched mother . 
By her own band in raging frenzy died ; 

And last behold mahere, forlorn, abandon’d. 

At life’s last houlQIerore her surly gate. 

Deaf to my bun^y cries : and shall we rank 
Such judgments in the casual course of things? 

To me ’tis palpable that bcav’nly justice 
Puts nature by, and to the swelling sum 
Of my uncaneell’d crimes adds all the lives 
Of them who sunk this morning. 

Sinnt V, What know’st thou. 

Blind or obdurate man? Shall we despond, 

On whom the light of this deliverance shines? 

No, let us boldly follow: there’s a voice 
Augurs within me wondrous things, and new. 

Now on the moment’s point : for, of a certain, 

I know tiiis la^ shall set wide her gates 
To give ns joyful welcome : sable vKeds 
Shall turn to bridal robes, and joy shall ring 
Thro’ all her festive mansion, where of late 
Deep groons and doleful lamentations howl’d. 
Therefore no more: from my prophetic lips 
Receive beaven’s mandate — and behold ’tis here! 
Enter Montgomery 

Mont, Health to yoar hopes, that were but now 
so sick ! 

Ye sons of sadness, cast off yonr de.spair; 

Heav’n has Touchsaf’d deliverance, and sends 
Its angel messenger in person to you. 

Saint V» Then let me kneel, and hail.tbe heav’nlj 
vision ! (Rnsf^f.) 

Enter MATILDA. 

^ Him, to Him alone, who, by the band,^ 
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Leads his nnseeing oreaiares thro* the vale 
Of sorrow, to the dajT'spriof of their hope. 

Be praise and adoration ! A poor monk, (^Rising.) 
Who has trod manj a weary league, as far 
As there was, Christian ground to carry him. 

Asks for himself, and for this mournful man. 

Newly escap’d from shipwreck, food and rest. 
Warmth, and the shelter of your peaceful roof. 

Mat. Are ye of Normandy ? 

Saint V. "We are of Normandy : 

But were we not your countrymen, distress 
lake ours would make us so. Two of your servants 
Spoke harshly, and had thrust us from your gates. 
But for this charitable youth. 

Mat, Alas ! 

I am a helpless solitary woman, 

A widow, who have lost — Oh, God! oh, God ! 
’Twill turn my brain to speak of what I’ve lost: 

It is amongst the lightest of my griefs 
That 1 have lost myself. 

Saint V. Thyself! 

Mat, My senses : • 

At best they are but half my own, sometimes 
1 am bereft of all. Therefore, I lead 
On this lone coast a melancholy life. 

And shut my gate, but nut niy charity. 

Against the stranger. 

Saint V. Oh I support me, hcav’n ! 

’Tis she, ’tis she! that woe-tun’d voice is hers; ^ 
Those ej'es, that cast (heir pale and waning fires 
With such a melting languor thro’ my soul, 

Those eyes are lier’s and sorrow’s. Heart, be still! 
She speaks again. (Aside,) 

Mat. You shall have food and clothing; 

I’ll bring you i^iedicinus for your bruised wouuds. 
What else you need, declare. 

Saint V, U1 speak now, 

She cannot bear it, it will turn ber brain, [men — 
What shall 1 say? (Aside.) — We are vour oountry- 
Oh ! my full heart! Oli I anguish to dissemble ! 
Mat. Nay, if you weep — 

Saint V. Let us hut touch your altar: 

We are the sole sad relies of the wreck. 

Lei us but kneel and oiler up one prayer 
For our soul's peace, then turn us forth to die. 

Mat. Mercy forbid it! Oh! approach and enter. 
If you can weep, we will converse whole days. 

And speak no other language ; we will si4. 

Like fountain statues, face to face oppos’d, 

And each to other tell our griefs in tears. 

Yet neither utter word. Pray you, pas^ on ; 

1 had not been thus strict, hut (hat 1 hear 
. Lord Hildebrand is on the seas : 1 hope 
Y'ou are not of his friends. 

Lord H, Death to iiiy heart ! 

Ob! father Carmelite, I must have leave— 

Saint V, On your salvation, peace! 

Mat, What would he say ? [awaj ; 

Saint V, His brain begins to tuin: take him 
I pray you, lead him hence. 

^Montgomeri leads off Hildebrand, 
Mat. Alas! I pity him. 

Why dost thou stay behind? Whence that emotion? 
What wonldst thou more? 

iSointkF'. I would invoke a blessing, 

Bui that each sainted spirit in the skies 
Will be thy better advocate. 

Mat. Keiuember, 

When you converse with heav’n, (here is a wretch 
Who will he glad of any good man’s prayers. 
Farewell. • 

Saint F. Oh! tell me, have you, then, endur’d 
Twenty long years of mournful widowhood ? 

Mat. They say ’tis twenty years ago he died : 

I cannot speak of time; it may be so; 

Yet 1 should think ’twas yesterduy. 

SaiM V, I saw you — ' 

Yon saw me! When? 

Aunt F, When you did your lord. 


The paragon of all this world yoo was. 

Grier has gone o’er you like a wintry doud. 

You’ve beard this voice before. 

Mai. I think I have : 

It gives a painful sense of former days: 

Fve heard such voices in my dreamt; sometimes 
Convers’d with them all night; but then, they told 
me 

My senses wander’d. Pray you, do not harm me : 
Leave me, good monk; indeed I know you not. 

Shint V. 1 wore no monkish cowl in that gay hour 
When you wore bridal white. On Pagan ground, 
Beneath the banner of the Christian cross, 

Faithful I fought ; I was God’s soldier, then, 

Tbo’ now his peaceful servant. 

Mat. You have fought 

Under the Christian cross? You jshake my brain. 
Saint V. Peace to your thoughts ! 1 will no far- 
ther move you: 

Shall I not lead you hence? 

Mat. Stand on ; stand ofl‘! 

The murderer of Saint Valori is abroad; 

The bloody Hildebrand is on the seas. 

Rise, rise, ye waves! blow from all points, ye Winds, 
And whelm th’ accursed plank (hat wafts bun over 
In fathomless perdition ! Let him sink, 

He and bis hateful crew I let none escape, 

Not one; or if one, let him only breathe 
To tell his tale, and die ! Away, begone ! 

You’ve made me mad. 

Saint V, I w'as Saint Valori’s friend : 

He ndVer yet bled with the battle’s wound. 

But 1 shed drop for drop : when o’er the sands 
I Of sultry Palestine with panting heart 
He march'd, mj' panting heart with bis kept time, 

I And number’d throb for throb. 

Mat. Where are my people? 

What, ho! Montgomeri ! ^'Lead, lead me hence. 

Re-enter MONTGOMttt^^ hastily^ witk GyfFORD. 
Give me thine arm ; sSpport me. Oh ! ’tis well. 

To horse, to horse! 1 have a champion now, 

W^liose hand, heart, soul, are mine, and mine are his ; 
One who has valour to assert my cause, 

And worth to wear the hoQpi|r8 be defends. 

Mont. W hat bast thou old man ? 

Gtff. Stay not to questiqw 
Look to the lady: leave the monk with me. 

Mat, Como, let us hence ; I do not live without 
thee. [Rjrit with Mont. 

Saint V, AmaReroant! Speak, what kindred, what 
aflection. 

What passion binds her to that youth ? Resolve me, 
*Who and whsit is he? 

Oyf, You are curious, father. 

’ 'Who he may be 1 know not ; what he was 
I well remember. 

, Saint V, What was be? 

Gyf, Her pN^; 

A menial thing, no better than myself. 

Saint V* Heavens! can it be? Will she so far 
de.sceiid 

From her great name, to wanton with her page? 
Saw you (he look she gavo him? 

Gyf, 1 did see it. [tbani, 

Samt V. ft seem’d as tho' his eyes had magb in 
That charm’d away her madness. Ha! you siSh: 
What means that pensive movement of jour head? 
Answer. 

Gyf* Good father, question me no more. 

Fortune can level all. things in this ?rorld. 

Pull down the mighty and exalt the mean : 

But you and f , methinks, have outUv^d wonders. 
Now to the castle: shot both ears and eyes: 

Hear without noting ; see, but not observe. [RmimI. 
ACT II. 

Scene I. — An .^parhnent in MatUda'a caaUe* 
Enter Saint Valori and Gyfford. 

Gyf. With awful wonder I survey snd hear jOQj 
• Whilst thro’ the veil of t^t disgoisefal habil, 
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The lineamentu of my moBt houoar’d lord. 

Sahii V. Awake from this aorprise, and hear me, 
Gjftbrd. 

I am no spectre, bat thy livinfjr master : 
liVoandea and breathless, on (he ground I lay 
Welt’ring in blood : th* assassins fled and leR me ; 
There 1 bad soon expir’d, but that a oompanv 
Of merchants, journeving from Venioe, found me, 
And charitably stanch’d my bleeding woniids. 

To their own homes they bore me : heal’d, restor’d, 
In a Venetian galley 1 embark’d. 

And yail’d for Gepoa ; but ere we reach’d 
Our destin’d port, a Saracen assail'd 
And master’d our weak crew. To tell the tale 
Of my captivity, escape, return, 

Would ask more leisure, and a mind at ease. 

Gfif, But why does brave Saint Valori appear 
A bearded Carmelite 1 
Saint V. This holy habit, 

Thro’ a long course of dangerous pilgrimage. 

Has been iny saving passport: thus attir’d, 

I reach’d my native castle, found it lorded 
By the usurper Hildebrand ; with zeal 
I burn’d to call my faithful people reond me, 

And throw olT my disguise ; tliis I had done, « 

But straight arriv’d a herald from King Henry 
To warn him to the lists against the champion 
Of my supposed widow : the pale coward 
Shrunk, yet obey’d the summons. The thought 
struck me 

To join his train, and in my sovereign’s presence. 
At the last trainpet’s signal, to come forth 
Before the king, the lords, and armed knights. 

And strike confusion to the oaitifl:'’s soul. 

The rest needs no relation. 

Gy/. ’Tis resolv’d 

To-morrow for Sonthampton we depart ; 

There Henry keeps his court. 

Saint V, Why, then, to-morrow 
Truth and the morning-snn shall rise together. 

And this black night of doubt shall be dispell’d: 
Till, then, lock fast my secret in thy heart, 

And know me for pone other than I seem. 

Lo! where they come. Yet, yet I will be patient; 
Time will bring all things forth. Gy fiord, withdraw. 

{Exeunt. 

Enter Matilda and Montgomcri. 

Mai, I think he said he was my husband’s friend ; 
If BO, I’ve been too harsh : reason forsook me. 

For be did speak of things that rent my heart : 

But let that pass. Dost thou observe, Montgomeri 1 
Mont, With fix’d attention and devoted heart 
I bear, and note your pleasure. 

Mat. I am oalm^ 

L >e^t I am, and not about to speak, 
f Xndsgmimes, when my thoughts otmy no order : 
Therefore, I pray thee mark : llioo must have noted 
With what a tenderness I’ve train’d thee up 
From helpless infanoy to blooming inanhooa : 

Hast thou not noted this? 

Mont, I were most vile 
Did I forget it. 

Mat. 1 am snre thon dost not; 

For from the moment of thy birth till dow 
I’ve nurs’d thy opening virtues, mark’d their growth. 
And gloried in the fruit of iny adoption : 

I’ve register’d each movement of thy soul, 

< And find it tun’d to honour’s loftiest pitch, 

'{‘To soft affection modell’d, and to love, 

'k The harmony of nature : my best hopes 
Are satiafted, and thou art all I pray’d for.. 

Afoul. What thou hast made me, that I truly am. 
And vill^ ever: hands, head, heart, are j^our’s. 

liter a night of twice ten tedious years ) 
length is coming on : Justice is granted : 
Henry’s court ; Lord Hildmiraod 


Is summon’d to the lists: and where’s the IniiB 
To avenge the widow's cause T 
Mont. Where is the man ! 

And can yon want a champion? Have I liv’d 
The creature of your care; the orphan child 
Of your adopting charity, the. thing 
Your plastic bounty fashion'd from Uie dust 
or abject misery ; and does iny heart 
Utter one drop of blood that is not your’e^ 

One artery that does not beat for yon? 

Mat. Know, then, I have a champion, noble, 
brave, 

Heir of the great Saint Valori, my son. [liv’d, 
Mont, Wnat do I hear? thy son ! Where has ha 
That 1 have never seen him? never known 
There was a living hero of the name? 

Oh ! tell me where he is, that 1 may fly 
To do him faithful service, on my knee 
Brace on his glittering armonr, bear his shield, 

The glorions badge of hie nobility> 

And shout with triamph, when his oonqu’ring sword 
Clegves tho assassin’s crest. Oh 1 send me hence. 
To hail his v iotory, or share his fail. 

Mat, Thon art son. 

Moni. Merciful God I thy son! 

Mat. Thon art my son ; for thee alone I’ve liv’d. 
For thee I have surviv’d a murder’d husband; 

For thee — bnt it would break thy filial heart 
To hear what I have snOer’d ; madness seiz’d me. 
And many a time, (sweet Jesus intercede, 

For I was not myself!) yes, many a time 
In my soul’s anguish, with my desperate hand 
Rais’d for the stroke oj death, a thought, a glance 
Of thee, my child, has smote niy shatter’d brain, 
And stopp^ til’ impending blow. 

Mont, Oh! spare thyself, ^ 

Spare me the dread description. 

Mat. Thou hast been 

Thy mother’s guardian angel ; furions once. 

In the mind’s tever, to Glendarlock’s roof 
Madd’ning I rush’d; there, from the giddy edge 
Of the projecting battlements, below. 

Measuring the fearful leap, 1 oast my eye: 

Thy cherub form arrested it; my child 
Upon the pavement underneath iny feet 
Sported with infant playfulness ; my blood ^ 

Drove back npon my heart; suspended, pois’d, 
High bun{ 9 ,in air, with outstretch’d arms I stood. 
Pondering the dreadful deed; thy fate prevail’d, 
Nature flew up, and push’d me from the brink : 

I shrank, recoil’d, and started into reason, [ror. 

Mont. Ob ! terrible to thought. Oh! pictur’d nor- 
It pierces to my brain ; there s madness in it. 

Mat, Yes, sorrow had o'ertum’d thy mother’s 
brain : 

I have been mad, my son ; and oftentimes 
I find, alas! all is not yet compos’d, 

Sound, and at peace : it takes a world of time 
To heal the wounds of reason; even now. 

When I^would fain relate my life’s sad stoiy, 

I oannot range my scatter’d thoughts in order 
To tell it as I should. I pray thee, pardon me; 
I’ll do my best to rocolleot myself. 

If tbou’lt be patient. 

Mont, Patient! Oh! thou sufferer! 

Oh ! thou maternal softness ! hear thy sen, 

Thus kneeling, bathing with his tears thy feet. 
Swear to oast ofl' each fond, alluring thought,^ 

The world, its bonemrs, pleasures, and ambition ; 
Here in this solitude to five with thee, 

To thee alone devoted.# 

Mat, No, my son: 

Tho* in this solitude I have conoeal’d thee, 

Ev’n from thyself conceal’d thee, to evade ' 

A fell nsurper’s search, and slemm’d the tide 
Of nature, gushing to a mother’s heart ; 

Still I have done it in the sacred hopo 

Of some auspicious hour, when I might shew then 

BKght as thy father’s fame* 
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And know bow wktSiSSiT tiiU bungry v«ltiiro 
fill hoTor'dl d*er tbeo on nis felon winge. 

Now I ean solve this solHnde troand ns, 

Wb V tboa blit bnilt thine terie in tbii oreg, 

And with n nother’s eire oonoenVd tbj jonng. 
Mai. Another dej« end then— m eeawhife be 
jieoret ; 

Bisooverj now would hot distnib the honse 
From its scriwietj, end mer the time 
Of Bwfnl prepereiion. Pass tp-morrew ! 

<Oh{ all ye saints and angels, make it happy !) 
Then, if toon 00 ffl*st a Uviog oonqneror home. 

This roof, that still has eohoed to my groans. 

Shall ring with triumphs to Saint Vslori's name : 
Bat if— 

Jfonf. Avert the sad, ill-omon’d word I 
Thou shalt not name it : my great father’s spirit 
Swells in my |»osom» WhM my felobion gleams, 
'When the rra cross darts terror from my shield. 
The ooward’s heart shall qaail, and heaven’s own 
arm, . ^ 

Ere mine can strike, shall lay the murderer low. 
.Mai. Thv father stirs within thee: bark! me- 
thlnks 

1 hear the shrieks of his nnbnried ghost, [me ' 
Screaoling for vengeance. Oh! support, defend 
Sea where he gleams, he bursts upon my sight! 
’Tie be, ’tis he 1 1 elasp him to my heart ; 

My hero! my Saint Valori! my husband! 

{Embraeet him.) 
Re-aaiar Gyfford, tiiMeai. 

2 |/. Husband ! oh, fatal word! undone for ever! 
at. I will array thee in a sacred suit. 

The very armour my Saint Valori wore, 

When in the single combat he unhors'd 
And slew the Lord Fitz-Osbom. On that helm 
High plum’d victory again shsll stand, 

And clap her wings exulting; from that shield 
Vengeance with gorgon terrors shall look forth. 
Awfully frowning. Ha! what man art thou? 

{Discovarimg Ovfofd,) 
Gyfford, what wouldtft thoul wherefore this in- 
trusion 1 

A noble messenger from Henry’s court 
Is lauded on the isle. 

Mai. From the kiny;, say'st thonl 
Gfff, A mnner of his train, whose utmost speed 
Scarce distanc’d him on hour, is now arriv’d. 

And gives this warning. 

Mat. Did you not inquire 
His master’s name and title 1 
Oaf, Lord De Courci. 

Mai. A generous and right noble lord he is : 

Our Noimmy boasts not a worthier baron, 

Nor one affianc'd to our house more kindly : 
Prepare to give him welcome. Follow me. 

[Eric with Montgomeri. 
Ogf* Ves, to destmotion: for that way thou 
lead'st. 

Husband! her husband! her Saint Valori! 

It cannot be. Without (he oharoh’s rite. 

Wed him she oonld not: to conceal tliose rites. 
And wed by stealth, is here impossible. 

What must 1 think? That be is yet her husband 
In medjtation only, not in form. 

™hrMing, too 1 Oh ! mortal stab to honour ! 

Oh. shame, shame, shame! that I should live to 
see it. 

_ . Saint Valori, Lucifp. 

ffiriaC V. What hart thou seen? My mind is on 
^ the rack; 

tj^’st been In oonferenoe with thy lady ; speak ! 
If thM hast ai^t diaoover'd ^at affects 
My honour, teu it. 

Ogf. Hwd task you eaifoin ; 

Wo3d rather 1 were in my graye, than living 
To utter what I’ve seen. ® ® 

Friri V. Nay, noovaeion. 


QM* For the world’s worth I wbuld toot with 
my knowledge 

Add or diminish of the truth one tittle. [tmlll 
ffisinC V. Gyflbrd, os thou dialt render up the 
TothegreatJndge of hearts, say what then know 'st 
Of my unhappy wife; nor more nor less, * 

Give me the proof UDvarnuh’d. 

. C^. 1 soTpris’d 

Her and Montgomeri heart to heart embracing— 
Aomf V. Death! Heart to heait embraoingt 
’ Woman, woman! [1^; 

Ogf> Fond and entranc’d within his arms she 
Then with nplifted, rapturous eyes exclaim’d, 

** My hero! my saint valori! my bneband!” 
SamtV. Hnsband! reflect. Art sure she call’d 
him husband? 

Ggfl If there be faith in man, Fve spoke the 
troth. [psst* 

AsmC V. Why, then, the truth is out, and all is 
I have no more to ask. 

Ggfl Hear me with favour ; 
ril not abuse the license of old age 
And faithful service with too many words. 

SabU V. What oanst thou tell me? I have eoe 
within 

That is my nfbmtor: not nnprepar’d 
I meet this fatal stroke, nor with reviliojgs 
Or impious curses (be my witness, Gyflord ') 

Do I pro&ne heav’n's ear, tho’ ha^ and painful 
This bitter visitation of its wrath. 

Ggf. Tho’ to the sure conviction of my senses 
I saw^nd heard what I have now reMilra, 

Yet, circumstances weigh'd, I must nelieve 
As yet, she is not wedded. 

Saint V. Ha' not wedded'' 

Perish the mao who dares to breathe a doubt 
Of her unspotted chastity. Not wedded ! 

Yet heart to heart embracing ! dreadful thought! 
Death in bis direst sba|)e approach me rather 
Than that dishonest thought I 
Qtrf. Would I had died 
Erel had seen this day ! 

Stnat Y. Wretch that I am. 

Why was I snatch'd from slaughter? whv deliver'd 
From barbarous infidels? why, when o^^belm’d 


That outs my heart asunder ; set in view 
Of all my soul held dear; and now, ev’n now. 

As I reaioh forth my hand to seiaothe goal. 

The resting-plaoo and haven of my hope,' 

Dash’d in a moment back, and lost for ever? 

Qvf. Snob is the will of heaven ! For me, thus 
old. 

And blighted with misfortune, I’ve no strength. 

No root to hear agunst this second storm ; 

There, where I fall. I’ll make myself a grave. 

Sami V. No tdore of this : you’ve heard my last ' 
complaint ; 

For I must soon put off these monkish weeds. 

And what a consecrated knight should do, 

Fitting the cross he wears, that most be done. 

How stands your preparation for to-morrow? 

Will she depart? 

Qyf. I think she will *, for now 
The Lord D<e Courci, from King Henry sent; 

Bears courtly salntation to your lady. 

With formal samroons to her challenger. 

Saint V. If it be that De Courci wto was aigb 
My youth's companioo, and my bosom friend, 

A more acoompbsh’d knight ne'er oarried arms: 

His coming is most timely. Tell me, Gyfford, 
Rememberest thou the armour wbioh 1 wore 
When in the lists I oombattad Fitn-Oriioim^ « * 

1 gave it to my wife. 

Qgf. I well remember. \ 

Smat V. And hath she kept it, tbink’st IhMfPl^ 
Ggf.Shehathkhptft. v 
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Samt K *tif well ; for ttiai’g tbe fuit, fbe rerj 
Whieh I molt wear to-morrow. [iiiit. 

Ablnjlord. ^ 

She ^h bestow’4 that armour on her ohammon ; 
And jonog Montgomeri, with to-morrow'a dawn. 
Starts, like another Phmton, array’d 
In snbstitated splendour : on bis arm 
He bears tbe shield of great Saint Valoii, 

A golden branch of palm, with this device, 

** Another, and the same 1" ’Twill be a pagean* 
Guttering as yanitv and love can make it. [take? 

Saiif V. Monrntul as death. My armour will she 
My shield, my banners, to array her champion? 

Let them beward how they divide the spoil 
Before the lion’s kill’d, tih ! fdl of virtue. 

Oht all ye matron powers of modesty; 

How time's revolving wheel wears down the edge 
Of sharp affliction! Widows’ sable weeds 
Soon turn to grey ; drop a few tears upon them. 
And dusky grey is blanch’d to bridal white ; 

Then comes the sun, shines thro’ tbe drizzling sbow’r. 
And the gay rainbow il* coloors.XBjrett»t. 

SCENis T. — Aft Aparimeni in the Caatle* 

Eater 1/>rd Hildebrand and Saint Valori. 
Lord H. Ah ! father Carmelite, ^here hast thou 
been? « 

Was it well done to leave thy wretched friend 
To be devour’d by beart-oonsuming anguish? 

Saiiit y. I left you to repose. 

LordH, I know it not: 

Sleep is my horror ; then the furies rise ; ^ 

Then pale Saint VaJori appears before me : 
Trembling I wake, cold damps bedew ray limbs. 
And my oouoh floats with tears. Is this repose? 
Saint V, No yet it moves iny wonder wny your 


Mote for so many years, should on the sudden 
Break into voice, and ory so loud against you, 

J found yon lull'd in a Insurious calm, 

Peasting upon the spoils of him you stabb’d ; 

Your castle flow’d with revelry and wine. 

And you the loudest of the sons of riot : 

Where was your conscience then? 

Lord H. With you it came ; 

Yon are the father of my soul’s repentance: 

Your fasoioating eye pervades my breast; 
Consoioas, abat'd, uncover’d to the heart, 

1 stand before you ; to your ear confide 
Things uureveal^d to man. Now, as 1 see yon, 
Tbo’ in religion’s peaceful garment oloth'd. 

Saint Valori, motninks, appears befoie me. 
Dreadful in arms, and braves me to tbe lists. , 
Saint V, Take food and rest, recruit your body’s 
And yon’ll forget these fears. [strength, 

Lord H, I’ll die with famine 
Before I’ll eat the charitable bread 
t>/ her 1 made a widow ; and for sdeep, 

I tell thee once again, sleep is my horror. 
Methoogbt but now by sbipwreok 1 was plung’d 
Into the foaming ocean ;.oh tbe shore 
You^ figure stood with beok’niog baud outstretob’d 
To snatch me from the waves; obeer’d with the 
sight. 

Thro’ the white snrf 1 struimled ; with strong arm 
You rais’d me from the guff; joyful 1 ran 
T* enbraoejny kind preserver, when^it once 
Oft* fell yonr habit, bright in arms you stood, 

And with a voice of thunder cried alond, 

** Villain, avaunt! 1 am Saint Valori!” 

Then push’d me from tbe cliff: down, down I fell, 
FaUioma on fathoms deep, and sunk for ever. 

Smut F*. This was your dream. 

^ Lord ff. Now bear my waking terrors. 

Em ift i s’d by this dream 1 started, to tbe wall 
UMobb 1 rush’d, to dash my desperate brains i 
iHtSi with tbe force, a secret door flew open, 

, wbere full In view a lighted altar blaz’d 
^ With holy tapers bright ; aroufld it bung 


The fimersl troplilas df Sabi Valori ; 

Red gleam’d the banner of the bloody oross. 

And on a tablet underneath was written. 

Pray for the peupe of his departed sonH** 

Upon my knees 1 dropp’d, and would have pray’d. 
When soon, behold, the l^y widow enter’d, 

Led by the gederous youth who sav’d ear lives: 

1 rose, made low ebeisaqoe, and retir’d. • 

Saint P. You left them there. Did all Ibis pate 
in silence? 

Lord H. All ; not a word was spoken. 

Sidnt V. Did you note 

Her look, her action ? How did she dbrnlss yon? 


Abrnptly, eagerly ? 
LordE. With II 


matron grace. 

Her hand thus gently waving, she dismiss’d me; 
The other hand most lovingly was look'd 
In his on whom she leaii’d. 

Saint V, No more of this. 

Hark ! yon are summon’d : rouse from this despair; 
Shake off yonr lethargy. ( TWmipsfo,) 

Lord H. What trumpet's that? * 

Saint V, To yon, or to yonr ofaaHenger, tbe last; 
Death sounds the knell, and justice seals the doom. 
Lord H, My soul sinks down abash’d : 1 cannot 
ftght ; [murder. 

What would yon more? I have oonmas’d the 
Saint V. Yon have oonfess'd yon know net what ; 
, retire! 

Go to your chamber ; I will quickly follow. 

And bring you comfort. [ExetmL 

Enter Matilda and her EomeeHes, Lord De 
CoURCl and Me train* 

Mat, My noble lord, thrice welcome' you are 
come [senoe 

To glad the mourner’s heart, and with yonr pre- 
Make her poor cottage rich. 

Lord I)e C, Most noble lady , 

Henry of Normandy, tbe kingly heir 
Of England’s mighty ooBqneror, of bis grace 
And piincely courtesy, by me bis servant, 

As a most loving father, kindly greets you ; 

Which salutation past, I nm to move you 
Upon the matter of yonr suit afresh. 

Its weight and ciroomstance; how many years 
It hath keen let to sleep ; what forfeiture 
And high default yon stand in, should it fail: 
Conjuring you, as fits a Christian king. 

By the loPd memory of your honour’d lord 
Who now hath tenanted the silent grave 
These twenty years and more, not to proceed 
In this high matter on snrmise, or chaige 
Of doubtful circumstance ; the crime aliedg’d 
Being so heinous, the appeal so bloody. 

And be whom you attaint so brave and noble. 

Mat. I know, my lord, in properto tbe law 
Can plead prescription nnd the time's delay ; 

But justice, in an inquisition made for blood, 

Wltn retrospective eye thro’ ages past, 

Moves her own pace, nor hears tbe law’s demur. 
Why 1 have let this murder sleep thus long. 
Necessity, and not my will, must answer. 

The conqueror William, and his furious son. 

With iron band upheld th’ oppressor’s power. 

And stimp’d their ears against the widow’s cries. 

In painful silence brooding o’er my grief, « 

On this lone rock, upon tbe ocean’s brink. 

Year after year 1 lahgnish’d,in my dreanm 
Conversing oft with imadowy shapes and horrors. 
That scar’d me into madness. On ! my lord, 

Bear with my weakness : priy,*regard mo not; 

I have a remedy at hgid— my team. ( IV^pimy 

Lord J)e C, iSad relict of tbe bravest, best of mea^ 
Tell not thy griefs to me, nor let my words 
( Which by oommission, not of oboioe, I speak) 
Shake thy firm purpose ; for on Englsiid's throne 
No tyrant sits, dear to the widow’s oause, 

But neav’n'b vicegerent, meroifat and just. 

If stedfast thou art fin'd in thy appeal, 
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Sledfait in Jutio» MraieigBr 

Bring forth thy knight nppellnht, fbr «ho liito 

Expeot bln, and nny hmT’n dofhnd the right I 

Mat. Thanks to thy royal aeodar! on my knee 
I offer prayers to heaven for length of days. 

And blessings shower'd on his anointed bead. 

Now, gallant lord, yon shall behold n^ champion, 
My shepherd boy, who, like the son of Jesse, 
Unskilled in arms, most combat this Philistine. 
Montgomeri, come forth ! 

Enter Montoombhi. 

Lord DeC, la this your knkhtl [st^gth 

Mat. This is my knight. I trnst not in the 
Of mortal man ; heayen wHl ophold my canse. 

And to a mnrderer's heart will gaide the blow, 
Tho’ from an infant’s hand. 

liordDeC. Of what degree 
Mast 1 report him? In the r^al lists, 
gainst so proud a name as Hildebrand, 

The warlike forms of knighthood will demand 
That noble shall to noble be oppos’d. 

Mat, Not unprepar'd 1 shall attend the lists 
And, at my sovereign’s feet, prefer the proofs 
Which hononr’s forms demand. 

Lord De C. You know the peril, 

If you fall short. 

Med, 1 take it onmy head. 

LordDe C. Where have you serv’d? what bat- 
tles have yon seen? 

Mont, Few and nnfortnnate have been tho fields, 
Where I have fought. 1 serv'd a sinking cause} 
Robert of Normandy was my liege lord. 

For I am Nonnan born. 

Lord De C* Have yon been train’d 
in tournaments 1 

Mont, I never broke a lanoe. 

Nor shall I, as I hope, but in bis heart 
Who stabb’d tiaint Valori. 

LordDeC, Noble lady, 

I would iiffport sometliing of nearest import 
To your more private ear. 

Mat. Let all withdraw : ( They wUhdram.) 

Leave us. And now, my lord and honour’d guest. 
Impart your noble thoughts ; for sure 1 am 
^ None oUiers can be native of a soul, 

' Where courtesy and valour are enshrin’d. 

As in a holy altar, under guard 
Of consecrated keepers ; therefore, speak. 

Lord De C. Let infamy fix on me, whan I wrong 
A confidence so generous. Heav’n bestow’d 
One friend, the pride and blessing of my life 
Heav’n, when you lost a husband, from mo also 
Took that one friend away, and in hie grave 
Buried my heart beside him. 

Mat, Ves, ray lord, 

We both have cause to mourn him : I remember 
The day he parted for the holy wars, 

His manly bosom struggling to repress 

Its bnrstmg psssion, in those racking moments. 

When stern religion rent him from my arms, 

Then, even then, in bis oapaoious soul 
Friendship had part— you shar’d it with Matilda. 
Need I proceed t Ah 1 no, for you was present. 
You took him from me, on your neok lie fell; 

1 parted, sunk, and never saw him more. 

Lord De C. *Twas in those parting moments he 
committed 


/ A sacred charge, the very test of friendship. 
Your soft, unsWter’d bMuty, tojny care. 

* ' \ oonaol’il yM lov'd yon as a biotlier ; 

in Saint VaMK call’d me from my ohargCj 
r and sickness badtjlposum’d our host, 


I serv’d, consol’ll 
Bntsoon Saint Vi 
For war _ 

And Palestine was drench^ with Christian blood. 
Wefoortt, we conquer’d, and from Pagan bands 
Rescued the captive oross: aud now ooraniand 
My r^ealous heart, you are its mistress still. 

Mat, There neede not this, mvlord *, for 1 can read 
Your zeal witbout^a preface : freely then, 

M a friend shoukl, and plainly apeak yonr thoughts. 


Xerd C. When rnmoiif of thU eMdNd Mcli'd 

Without delay, I sent a trusty pome, [uj earg, 

OfTering myself as your devotM EuA t 
He brought for enswer, that you had a ohampioB; 
Yon thahk’d me for my offer} cold repolae 
Tenmer’^oourteone phrase! still I submittid 
la silenoe, as became me, to your pleasure, , 
Musing who this might 
Mai, And now you find him 
A stripling yonth unknown, in erm 
Ana you condemn my choioe } 1 
thoughts. 

LordDe C, I dooonfess it. Oh! refleotintime; 
Think not, beoaose natnre hath osgt a form 
In fair proportion, strong his yonthfol joints 
With nerves that bear him bonoding to the obaoe. 
Or burl the wreatler in the sbooting ring. 

That you have train’d a obamnion to enooonter 
A combatant so praoUs’d in^e lists. 

So valorons in fight as MinfSbrand. [my lord* 

Mat. What I have done, I’ve done. Your leal. 
May start new terrors for my hero's danger. 

Shake me with new alarms, but change it caaiiot. 
Lord De C. Tam not away, but still with pa- 
tience hear me. 


Think what yoi|are, neat in yoorself, yet greater 

As brave Saint Valeri’s widow: oh! preserve 

. ^ . 1 ■ - 



Lo ! I am tam’d to hear. Proceed. 

Loatf De C. I was his friend, 

I am jour’s also; and as snob, I warn you 
Against a deed so fatal, that the steel 
Of Hildebrand gave not a stab more mortal 
To life than this to fame. 

Mat, My lord, my lord ! 

You rise too fast upon me, and advanoo 
Too strongly on so weak a disputant. 

So ranch to seek for reason as I anu 
Lord De C, May 1 not then demand, what id 
this boy,^ 

Whom yon thus dignify ? this page, this laoqney. 
The very topmost pitch of whose promotion 
Had been to touch the stirrup of Saint Valori? 
Mat, What is be!— but you question me too 
banbly ; 

I’ll answer to the King ; bnt to a friend 
Who treats me with suspicion, 1 am silent. 

You bid me call to memory what I am : 

1 hope, when thns you school me, yon yourself 
In your own precepts need no monitor. 

I tliink 1 am as humble as 1 abonld be 
Under such hard correotion. I acknowledge 
Two powerful duties: to my husband one. 

The first and strongest ; to yoorself the next. 

As my mueb-honoor’d guest ; but I oppose 
The tyranny of friendship, which wonld stamp^ 
Dishonour on tie worthy, and forbid 
My free affections to direct their choice 
where natnre warrants, and my sool approvea. 


[EhsL 
ifeown m 


Lord De C. Why, then, there’s no perfm 
the sex. 

Or I bad found it here. Farewell to grief; 

So much for tears I though twenty yean they flow 
They wear no channels in a widow’s obecks; 

And still the ambush'd smile lurks uudemeith 
The watry surface, ready to start op ^ 

At the next lover’s summons ; now to greet 
A hero’s passion, now to wed hpage. 

Enter Saint Valori. 

Saint V. My Lord De Conroi, doth yonr ncmorv 
To recollect a oertaio pledge of love, fservo 

A jewel, which the lady of this house ^ 

Gave to her husband by your hands 1 
Lord DeC, A bracelet ; 

She took it from her am when they did part: 
t well remember it. 



S MB CAWifiLfrK. lA&r IV. 


Mil r. Wm it lik« thill [Vtl«ri 

LBHniD$C, The Ter? luna; 1 gar# it to Slut 
When ho embathM fbrFateitiiie. 

Mbf F. Yon did : 

I had it thoB ; v 6ar memory ii perfoot. [of this ? 

LtrdJDt C. Yea hadittheni What mvt I think 
Samt F. Can yoothis Uttle token keep in mind. 
And not remember him yon gareit to? 

Lord Do C. Explain yonraelfi yon ipeak in 
• myfMei. [aormiie 

SoAod F. Be temperate, then ; let not yonr load 
Betray me to the home : I’m here unknown. 

Lord Do C. Imposiiblel thoogh the dead rose 
Yet tbii oannot be he. [again, 

Saioi F. My friend ! my fnend ! 

Come to my arms ! let tbia embraoe oonrinoe yon. 
Lard Do €• Oh, earth and heaven ! he Uvea. 
Swod F. He livei, indeed. 

To a new life of miaery. Bo atill ! 

Forbear to qneation me : another time 
Tboa ihalt hear all, bat let thia hoar be aaored 
Tofriendihip'i presaing call. My wife! my wife! 
lard Do Oh ! my prophetic feara. 
dfoMif F. Unhappy woman ! 

For why ihoald I aocnae her? twenty yean 
A moarndil widow, and at laat to atort 
So wide from all propriety ; and now. ^ 

After ao brave a atruggle, now to sink 
Herbenoar, which still ^re ao proad a aail 
Hiroagb the rough tide of time. Oh! bitter 
Oh! aggravating aname ! [thooght! 

LoraDo C. Alaa ! my friend, ' 

How ahall 1 comfort you 1 I see yon point 
At young Montgomeri: in friendahip’a right 
1 aak’d her private ear, and boldly urg’d 
The peril or her fame. 

Anml F. And what reply? [I touch’d 

Lord Do C. Patient at mrst she heard ; but when 
The master-string, and set to view how base 
The choice of such a minion, such a page, 
Then-^ut ’twere painful to describe the scene. 
Vain to conceal : slie loves him to distraction. 
Mod F. Can it be doubted? She has married 
lard Do C* Indeed! [him. 

Stood F. 1 have a trusty servant here, 

Who saw her clasp him in her wanton arms, 

Twine, like pale ivy round the polish’d bark 
Of the amootubeeoh, whilst rapt’rous ahe exclaim’d, 
** My hero ! my Saint Valori f my hosband t” — 

Oh ! she is lost, beyond redemption lost. 

Lord Do C. Who now shall dream of eonstanoy 
in woman ? [bat. 

What’s to be done 1 Your life dissolves the oom- 
Saiod V. That shame I’ve sav’d her from : Lord * 
Is dying in this house. [Hildebrand 

VordDo C. Lord Hildebrandl 
How many strange events are here combin’d 
Of sorrow and anrprise ; so thick they crowd. 

So swift they change, I know not where to turn, 
Hor what to ooonim. j 

Mod F. What can ooonael give ? 

Can words revoke, can wisdom reconcile, { 

Tb’ indissolnble web which fate baa wove ? 

And shall I stay and harbour here with shame ? 
Walk, like a disooDteoted moping ghost. 

To bannt and hover round their nuptial bed. 

When I ovi die, as 1 have Uv’d, m ams7— I 
OIF, holy counterfeit 1 begone, disguise ! j 

lofdDo C. Stop, 1 conjure you; rush not on 
demir. [so long | 

Mnf F. Despair! And have I worn the cross I 
Bot as the mask and mockery of religion ? I 

HOi'tia the armour of a Christian knight. 

And with this gauntlet 1 defy despair. 

MairdDiC* Then by that sacred symbol, by our 
^ .fttondship 

^ Asd (billlliil brotheibood in God s holy servioo, 

I dobiniwrtfthoe to persist in hope ; 

For wkjM M oironmsianoo of doubt remains, 


One, though the slii^stt fragment is afloat. 

That fond oredidity ror oking to, still, 

StiU wiU I keep some happy ohanoO in view 
To save thy la^’s honour. 

SabU F. GaUant friend, 

Thy oouniel shall prevail ; I will persist; 

And as misrortnoe is the world’s beat aohool 
For true philosophy, I will extract 
The cordial patience from the bitter root 
Of thia implanted pain. Come, brave De Cooroi ! 
Pleaauro’a gay scene, and hope’s delusive dream. 
Are vanish’d^i lost ; love's fairy palace sinks 
In the false fleeting sand on wuibh ’twas buQt ; 
Whilst thy immorSd oonataaoy slono v 
Stands in the waste, a solitoireolomD, 

To tell life's monrnfnl traveUer where onoe 
Joyrevell’d, and a sto^^^f^rio rose. [BeeiiNf. 

Scene I.— Apartmetd in tho raotlo* 

Enter Matilda atSd Lord Hildebrand. 
Maim Stop, stranger 1 wherefore have you left 
m, yourchomW? 

Will yon go forth with all yoor woaadaaboot you? 
Retnrn, nor rashly oountersot onr oire. 

That labours to preserve yon. 

Lord Hm Shall I make 

Your bouse a grave ? The woonda you see are no- 
thing, I menta ; 

Their pain may be aianag’d by drugs and oiot- 
NiAure abonnda in airoplea, that can heal 
These tumonra of the body. 

Mat. If the cure 

Be, as yon say, ho easy, why oppoa e it 7 
Is pain yonr choice, that you leaist our medicinea. 
And tbna expoae yonr rankling woonda nndrcsa’d 
To the raw, feat’riog air 7 
Lord H. Ah ! generous lady, 

’Tis but a superficial flattering art 

To heal the akin, and make the aurfaoe whole, 

When an nnaearohable und mortal sting* 

Has pierc’d the nobler part. 

Mai. That sling is grief: 

Yon mourn a wife, perhaps, or some dear friend. 
In your late ahipwreok lost : if it be ao. 

I’ll not arraign your sorrow ; yet remember. 
Though abort of their allotted time they fell, 
’TwaabeBv’n that atruck them abort, they were 
not murder’d. 

As my Saiist Valori, by vile treaoh’rous man. 
LordH. Ob, horror! horror! 

Mdf. Have I touch’d the oanae? 

Was there a friend ? a wife? 

Lord H. Nor wife, nor friend ; 

And yet— 

Mai. What yet 7 Your heart perhaps was fix’d 
Upon your frei^led treaaares, hoarded np 
By carking oare, and a long life of thrift ; 

Now, without interest or redemption, swallow’d 
By the devouring bankrupt waves for ever: 

What then? your cares have perish’d with your 
fortune. ^ail 

Lord H. The wreck of friends and fortune i be- 
Aa things heav’n gives and takes away at pleasure; 
Couditional eiqoyments, transient loans, 

Bliss that aocomulatea a debt of pain : 

Swift their saooeaion, sudden their reverse. , 
To-day the setting sun descends in tears. 
To-morrow’s dawn breaks forth, and all is joy : 

But guilt involves me in perpetual night; 

No morning star, no glimmering ray of hope; 
Eternal tossings on abed of thorns, 

Consoience, that raven, knelling in my ear. 

And vulture faries plucking at my heart! 

Mof. Then 1 eonjectur'd i^ht, and 'tip remorse 
Wbiob tortures you ; 1 read it in your eyes ; 

Did that deaoending virtue oome on earth. 

To set at large the captive or the free 7 
’Twas to redeem the oaptive : turn to him, 

Turn then, and seek your saving hope, ropeotanoa; 
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Scene l.] TAB GSAMBliITB. 


00 toyonrGamriito, ooofeM to him, 

FIt to jonr ooBro pbjnoian for a core ; 
w bother with soft emoflieoto he assutge. 

Or with oorroftire penanoes conaame 

The cank’rooB gangrene that now jj^nawa your heart. 
Lord H, 1 hare confeaa’d to him, he knowa my 
; 

But what can he, klaa! there Uvea bat one 
Under Jteav’n’a oanopv, who can abaolve* 

Hither th’ immediate hand of heav’n has led me. 
Hopeless of pardon, to expire before you. 

And cast your huaband^s mnrdefer at your feet. 
MaU An! scorpion! is it thoa? 1 shake with 
horror. 

Thee have I pitied? thee have I preserv’d? 
Monster, avaunt ! Go to the rocks for food. 

Call to the winds for pity 1 lay thee down 
Beneath some blighted yew, whose pois’noas leaf 
Kills as it falls ; there howl thyself to death ! 
Hangs the roof o’er ns yet 1 1 am astonish’d. 

Art not asham’d, oh! earth, to bear him yeti 
Oh ! sea, to cast him np again ? Begone f « 
Lord H» 1 do not wait for pardon, but rar death; 
Call to your servants ; whelm me with their swords. 
Heav’ii throws me on yonr mercy ; you reoeiv’d 
And gave me shelter; hospitably tender’d 
Food and restoring med’cines ; I refus'd them : 
My thirst is nnallay’d, my wounds undress’d. 

No particle of food has past my lips, 

For 1 disdain a fraud upon your pity ; 

And, where I can’t have pardon, scorn support. 
The only mercy T implore is death. 

MaU Mercy ! and dare thy tongue pronounce 
the name! 

Mercy ! thou man of blood, thoo hast destroy’d it, 
It came from heaven to save Saint Volori: 

You saw the cherub messenger alight 
From its descent; with outspread wings it sate. 
Covering his breast ; you drew your cursed steel. 
And through the pleading angel pierc’d his heart. 
Then, then the moon, oy whose pale light you 
struck, 

Turn’d fiery r^, and from her angry orb 
Darted contagious sickness on the earth ; 

The planets in their courses shriek’d for horror; 
Ueav’n dropt maternal tears. Oh ! art thou come? 
Eutur Montgomeri. 

Mont. Why dost thou tremble? sWby this 
ghastly terror 7 

Mat. Save me, support me ! In thy arras I fall : 

1 mov’d not till thou cam’st, lest I had sank 
Upon the floor, and oatohing at the band 

That stabb'd Saint Valori, his touch had kill’d me. 
Mont. That stabb’d Saint Valori ! Is this the 
wretch? 

Is this Hildebrand before me 1 Draw, thou traitor I 
Stand to defence, or die ! 

Lord H. Behold my heart ! 

Strike ! I expect no mercy. 

MaJt. Stop thine hand : 

Black though he be, as infamy can make him, 

He is defenoeless, wounded, and expiring. 
LordM. Wilt thon not add, repentant? lam 
vanqnish’d. 

Body and soul laid prostrate by despair. 

1 do confess mj crime ; what can 1 more? 

Castle, demesne, and treasure, all the spoil! 

Of my accursed avarice, 1 resign : 

Take my life too ; disniss me irom a world 
Where I have none to mourn me, no kind band 
To close my eyes ; of obildren, wife, and friends, 
(Save only this poor Carmelite) bereft ; 

Be meroiful to mm, he is not guilty. 

If 1 dare ask a little earth to cover me 
For Christian deceo^, 1 would— but that, 

That were too much— my tears will sink a grave. 

JfoNt. He’s deeply penitent : you’ll not refuse 
What he petitions for : ’twere most unohristian 
• To Itt him die wltbout the ohuroh’s rites. 


Malt. Forbearl . 

Moni. He*s dylng—see, he faiets— liafalU 

(UUddbrand Mu on the aroimd,) 
’Twill give him oomfort in^the hour of death ; 

And that I’d give ev’n to a roorderer. 

Mat. .You never knew your father, and in you 
Pity is natural ; in me Mis treason 
To breathe the air which his pollution taints ; 

A crime to look upon his eyes and live. [fall i 
Mont. 1 feel, 1 feel your cause ; there let him 
Dih where be lists, but give his coipse a grave* 
And see, the Carmelite approaches.^ 

Mat. Ha! 

The Lord De Courci, too ! Staqd by the body ; 
And if the wretch has breath to speak Main, 

Call them to witness bis confession. Mark ! 

In heav’n’s own presence, mark this awful scene. 
And write it on thy heart. Farewell 1 Be ooa- 
slant 1 [JSmf. 

Enter Saint Valori and De Courgi. 

Mont. Noble De Courci, and thon, reverend fa- 
ther, 

From whom the penitent in life’s last hour 
Draws holy comfort, look upon that wretch. 

Visit his sonl with peace at its departure) 

And take confessioa from bis dying lips. 

S^nt y. Withdraw, and stand apart then, dot 
of hearing. [ Then 

Lord Hildebrand, if thon hast sense and motion, ' 
Reach forth thine hand. So ! If thon caust) look 
I am the Carmelite. [up ! 

LUrd H. Oh ! save me, save me ! 

I am a sinful man. 

i^oint V. But not a.mnrderer : 

He who speaks to you is Saint Vriori* 

Lord H. God of my hope ! is it some blessed 
Or living man that speaks? [spirit, 

SamjtV. A living man, 

Saint Valori himself ; no spirit. Mark ! 

I grasp your hand in token of forgiveness : 

Dost thou perceive it ? « 

Lord H. At my heart I feel it. 

Can yon forgive me? May 1 die in peaoe? 

Sant K. Lo i thns with friendly band 1 close 
thine eyes : 

Sleep, sleep! and be at rest from thy affliclions; 
Would mine were laid beside thee in the grave I 
Lord H. Ob I balmy comfort ! oh ! bow sweet 
to die ! 

Farewell for ever : do not quit my band ; 

Let it not go, till I am dead. Farewell! {Dies.) 
Saint V. He’s dead; his soul forsook him with 
that sigh. 

Now, sirs, retorn — ’tis past ; 1 have beheld 
Religion’s triumph, a repentant death. 

Re-enter De CoiiRCi and Montgomeki. 

Call to your servants, aod remove the body. 

Mont. There is a charitable house hard by, 
^liere, on the ocean’s edge, a few poor monke^ 

A slender brotherhood of Mercy awell ; 

For bumsn misery a small asylum; 

There often from the foundering bark escap’d. 

The honseless wretch finds shelter, and hiswnonds 
With balsams by the fathers call'd, are dress’d: 
There we’ll entomb the body. 

Saint F.'^Be it so. [wfcck : 

Mont. You now done survive the morning’! 
Yon by peculiar providence are saV'd 
From a devoted vessel, which the sins 
Of its dire owner sunk ; still I must wonder 
How God’s own servant with a demon leagu’d. 
And piety with m order oonld embark. [oare 

Saint y. You think he was a murderer ; have e 
How you incline too rashly to such tales. 

Let not yoor vassals triomph and rejoice 
Too much o’th’ auddeo ; let your oastle keep 
Some remnant of its old propriety : 

And von, the champion, nong not np your lanee 
In token of a bloodless Tiotory» 
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CARMSUTE. 


Bat keep it fherpen’d for a firesh enoooDter ^ 

And Btick yoar ^oar to the te^t, young knight, 
Ijest haply some new qnestioner shonld eome, 

And daen your feast with horror. 

Mont, Reverend stranger, 

It will become your order to desist [ing, 

From threats, which cover some mysterions mean- 
And speak wilhontdis|^ise. Yon boast yourself 
Noble Saint Valori’s friend, yet plead the cause 
Of Hildebrand, defend him from the crime 
Of murder, and with gloomy menace bid me 
Expect some new appellant. Lo ! I*m ready. 

SImni V. Away, vain boy, away ! 

Jlfont. Vain let me be. 

Not of myself, bat of the cause I stand for : 

The lady of Saint Yalori accounts me 
Worthy to be her champion, by that title 
I do impeaoh the memory of Lord Hildebrand ; 

And in the presence of this lord, whose person 
Stands for the king, arraign him as a murderer : 

If any love his memory so well 

As to adopt his cause, let him stand forth, 

1 pledge myself to answer. 

Saint V. Lord De Courci, 

Shall I reveal myself 1 l*m strongly tempted ? 

{Aside.) 

Lord De C. I do protest against it ; and^oi jure 
Whilst he is thus in train, leave it to me [you. 
To draw confession np. 

Saint V, I am content. 

Lord De C. Montgomeri, in virtne of mj charge 
I*ve noted your defiance : shonld there come ' 

A knight of known degree to challenge it, 

Say, by what stile and title wilt thou answer? 

Mont. Ask that of her in whose defence I stand. 

Lord De C, We know thee for her champion; 
but declare. 

Hast thou no nearer name, no closer tie ? 

iS'aint V, Answer to that. Tis palpable, 'tis gross : 
Yoar silence is confession. 

Mont, Ah ! good father, 

Have you so ns’d confession as an engine 
To twist and torture silence to your purpose. 

And stain the truth with colouring not its own ? 

SaintV. The roan who flies to silence for evasion, 
When plainly questioned, aims at a deception 
Which candours self will construe to condemnbim. 

Monl. Thyself a stranger, dark, iiiscrntable. 
With Hildebrand associate, thon to question me ! 
First answer for thyself. ^ 

Saint V, For myself then — 

Lord De C. Stop, re-oollectyonr thoughts. 

Saint V. Thanks, noble lord T 
For myself, then, I own I am yoor debtor 
For no less gift than life ; and though that life 
Makes what yon gave a gilt of misery. 

Yet is the gift uiicanceird. « 

Afoul. Set it down 

For nothing but the mutual debt of nature, 
Common from man to man. To-morrow's sun. 
With favouring winds to aid us, shall transport 
This castle's noble mistress and myself^ 

Across the streight that severs this fair isle 
From its maternal shore ; there to renew 
At Henry’s feet, against this bloody mgn 
Newly deceas’d, our criminal appeal, 

Arraigning him for murder. 

Samt V. Ha ! beware ! 

Mont. Who shall oppose it? 

Saint V. I ; this noble witness; 

^ ^ Truth, and the living evidence of sight. 

MonU To yon, my Lord De Conrei, not to him> 

^ " Wbeis a son of peace, to you, a knight 
Seal'd with the cross, and militant for truth. 

Thus I impeal. What say you to«our charge ? 

LordJbe C. False, false ; 1 pledge my life upon 
the proof. [dare 

Mont. Ha 1 by my father’s sou), if thou sbolt 
whisper that to-morrow— 


Lord Do €* If I dare 

To whisper It! My herald shall prodeim it; 

I'll ory it in the lists. There is myjrauntlet. 

{Throws it down.) 

Saint V. Hold! I forbid it. 

{Takes up Lord De CoureVs gamdlei,) 
Brother of the cross. 

Upon your knightly honour 1 coniure yon. 

Put up your gauntlet : 1 revoke the combal. 

Hear me, young sir, yon tread upon your grave ; 

Fate waves the sword of vengeance o^er your head; 
I’ve paus’d it by, and paid you life for life. 

Lo! I provoke yon to a gentler combat ; 

Behold my peaceful gauntlet ! Take this jewel ; 

(Gives the bracelet.) 

And an hour henoe, when I am on my way. 

Shew it to her ( what shall I call your lady ?) 

To her that own’d it once. 

Mont. I will obey yon. ^ 

What more have you in mind? 

Saint F. Tell her the monk, 

Thrc ugh all his pilgrimage from Holy Land 
Preserv’d it sacred ; journeying night and day. 

By sea, by land, in shipwreck, in the waves, 

Still guarded it with reverence more devout 
Than holy relics of departed martyrs. 

Now ’tis'no longer worth ; ’tis lier’s, ’lis yoirr’s, 

'Tis the next favourite’s prize, a transient bauble. 

The fleeting emblem of a woman’s love. 

No more : farewell ! Come, gallant lord, lo horse. 

[Exit with Jjordpe Courci, 
Mont. To horse ! why so a warrior would have 
call’d; 

With sucli a step a warrior would have trod : ^ 

A monk ! — Mysterious man ! I’ll not believe it. 

This jewel may unfold the labyrinth — 

What theu ? Shall I commit the clue 
To sorrow’s trembling hand, or firmly hold it 
Till more shall be discover’d ? Time direct me ! 

ACT V. 

Scene !. — A Chapel with an altar decorated with 
the funeral trophies of Saint Valori. Matilda 
is discovered hneeliny at the altar. Montgomeki 
enters, and after a pause, speaks. 

Mont. Still at the altar ! Ever on her knees ! 
Nothing but peace ! peace to her husband’s soul ! 
Perpetual requiems. If, as we believe, 

Tb’ uncircu^JiBcribed spirit of a man 
Walks after death, till it can find a grave. 

Or holy church, with soul-oompelling hymns, 

Shall chant it to repose, I am amaz’d 
My father’s ghost, whilst unappeas’d by prayer. 

Ne’er took its shadowy journey to this spot. 

Why, when De Courci and the monk outfac’d me. 
Did be not then arise with all his wounds. 

And scare them to confession? I am lost, 

Bewilder’d, and perplex’d. But see! she moves. 
(Matilda arises, and comes down from tlte altar, ) 
Mat. l^son! inyjoy! my blessing! 

Mont. Whence is this? 

What sudden transformation ? By my hopes. 

There is a joyful emanation round thee. 

That strikes a gleam of rapture to my heart. 

Wliat angel of good tidings hath been with thee? 

Who hath exorcis’d thy despair, and breath’d 
This beam of placid pleasure in thine eyes? 

Mat. Tliy rather hath been with me. 

Afonf. Heav ’ns! my father? [with him 

Mat, I’ve seen him in my vision ; commun’d 
Before the altar: soft his acoeiits fell, 

Like voices ofdeparted friends heard in onr dreams. 

Or music in tiio air, when the night-spirits 
Warble their magic minstrelsy. 

Mont. Indeed! 

Would I had seen him, too ! 

Mat, Would beav’e* thou baflst. 

Mont. What was bis form ? 

Mat, Majestically sweet ; 

Ho smil’d upon mo; straight through all my veins ' ^ 
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MMoogbt I felt a thrilling virtiie ran, 

Healing, where'er it oonrti'd, both hewt and brain. 
Moni. Saw jon no wounds aboot him 7 
Mat, None, no wounds; 

Nor was he in his ^outb, or when he died. 

But gr^y jears, and muoh transform'd by 
time : 

At first I knew him not, and as he spoke, 

So chanf d methought he was, with pain I trac'd 
The faded record. 

Mont, Spoke he of his murder? 

Mid, Oh ! not a word ; but as it ne'er had been. 
And he were living now, so look'd and spoke. 
Mont, 'Tie strange — one question more^ Saj, 
^ did this form 
Ne’er visit you before? 

Mat, Never, till now. 

Mont, Nor this, nor any other shapel 
Mai, Oh! never, never. 

Mont, Then, I own my confidence is shaken; 
And fit it is no longer to conceal 
What I have newly heard so boldly vouch'd, « 
That ray faith reels. 

Mat. Speak, I conjure thee, speak! 

Mont, I came this Instant from the Carmelite 
And Lord De Coorci : on the floor was stretch'd 
The breathless oor|i8e of Hildebrand ; the monk 
In his last moments had been private with him : 

1 urg'd the murder, to bis own confession 
'Appealing in my accusation's proof ; 

Wnen, strange to tell, his confessor the monk 
Boldlv denied that he had kill’d Saint Valeri. 
Rous'd at this during insult, and indignant, 

I turn’d upon De Cnurci, and demanded 
If be would vouch the falsehood ; he, more hot 
And no less confident than t’other, hurl’d 
Defiance in my teeth, and to the ground 
Threw down hiq gauntlet, pledging to the truth 
Of what the monk affirm'd. 

Mat* 1 am amaz'd ; 

There is a trembling expectation in me, 

That by some secret impulse draws me on 
To the -great revelation of my fate : 

Theretbre proceed ! 

^ Mont, Before I could reply. 

The Carmelite had seiz’d De Conrei's pledge. 

And with a tone and gesture more beseeming 
A haughty warrior than a sou of peace, « 

Sternly forbade the challenge to proceed : 

Then with a mournful action turning tow’rds me. 
And sighing, drew from forth bi.s bosom ibis. 

This pearly chain. {Produces the breicelet,) 

Mat, An I Do my eyes betray me? 

Help, help! uphold me, whilst ! look upon it. 

'J'he same, the saiiie ! 1 gave it to my husband ; 

My last, fond, parting pledge: guide, guide my 
hands, 

My trembling bauds, to touch it. Sacred relic ! 
Enlbusiastic as the pilgrim's kiss, 

Thus to my lips T press thee. Hail, thrice hail! 
To thee, on ! altar, with these banners deck’d. 
Hallow'd with dail^ incense, and besieg’d 
With never-ceasing requiems for his soul, 

I dedicate ^is trophy of my love ! 

Lead m«, my son ! 

Mmt, Oh ! dost thou love thy son? 

Mat, Love thee ! Oh ! heaven ! 

(Fads on his neck, weeping,) 
Mont, By that, then, T conjure thee 
Come to^ thjr couch. Now, as thy cheek turns pole, 
Coovulsioo shakes thy lip, and the full stream 
Bursts from thine eyes, return not to the altar: 

Let me oondnot thee forth. 

Afol. Where, where’s the monk? 

Shall I not see him ? 

Mont, Yes, thou sufiering saint ! 

Be oatient for a while, and thou shalf see .him. 

Come, then, dispose of me as to (by love 
. And piety seems best : 1 will obey. 


Let me have this; thon wilt not take thin fraift ma? 

(MoUinfftkabraeilst,J 
Mont, Not for the worth of all this worid. 

Mat, I thank thee. [Exeuntm 

Enter Saint Valori, Lord DeCourci, and 
Gyfford. 

Saint V, Suffer this last ones weakness. Ha!- 
she’s gone ; 

The chapel is ^serted : I had hop'd 
Once more to have look’d upon her ere we parted. 
Itord lie C, ’Tis better as it is. 

Saint V, It may be so ; 

And yet 'twere stem philosophy < methinks. 

That could refuse (he sight one short iudulgence. 
Ere the heart breaks with sorrow. 

Lord De C. I am pain’d 
To see this tender sorrow swell so {^st. 

Saint V. Oh! call to mind how I have lov’d 
this woman ! 

Gyflbrd, thon know’st it ; say, thou faithful servant. 
What was my passion; how did absence feed it? 
But bow const thou compute my sum of sorrows? 
Years upon years have roll’d since then wast with 
me : 

Time hath been wearied uitli my groans, miy tears 
Have damp'd his wings, till be scarce crept along; 
The Ropitying sun ne’er wink'd upon my toils; 

All day 1 dragg’d my slavery’s chain, all night 
Howl'd to its clanking on my bed of straw ; 

And yet these pains were recreation now. 

To those! feeL whilst I resign Matilda. 

Gjf, Stay, llien, my noble master, here abide, 
And to this awful place convoke your lady. 

Saint V. This awful place I she’ll visit it no 
more; 

Or, if she does, ’twill be to strip these trappings; 
These mockeries shall come down, they’ve bad 
tbeir day, 

Jhey’ve serv’d the uses of hypocrisy,^ 

And festive garlands now shall fill their place 
Around this nuptial altar. 

Lord De C, no, my friend, 

I am a witness to her unfeign’d sorrows ; 

And were ! left to judge of them unbiass’d. 

By what I saw besides, I should believe 
Sfie were the very mirror of her sex 
For matchless constancy. 

SaifU V, You rend my heart. [wash’d 

Guf. Thrice on her knees this morning hath she 
This altar’s feet with tears, and with her pray’rs 
Sent np a mingled cry of sighs and groans. 

Saint V, Why, then, old mao, didst thou dis- 
• tract my soul 

With gossip tales to slander her fair fame, 

And murder my repose ? If thou art conscious 
Of having wrong’d ner, gCt thee hence, begone! 

Fall at her feet Cpr pardon, howl for pity. 

And hide thyself where light may never find thee. 

Gjff, With grief, but not with shame, I will retire 
From thee and light. ! have not wrong’d the truth. 
Saint V, Stay, Gyflbrd, stay, thou loyal, good 
old man ! 

Pity thy master, and forgive my frenzy. 

Lo! 1 am calm again: the pledge I’ve given 
To young Montgomeri shall be the test. 

Yes, with tffat chain I'll draw her to the proof; 
Ldiik’d and entwin'd about her heart I’ll hold it. 
And teitt her nature to its inmost feelings. 

See, the young favorite comes. . 

'Enter MonTOOMERI.. 

Mont, Oh ! timely found, 

Well are you thus encounter’d, holy sir! 

The ladv of Saint Valori demands you; 

And lo r where she advances. 

Elder Matilda. 

Mat, Ha! ’tis well. 

In presence of Uiis altAr we are met : 

And may the saore^ genius of the plaocv 
Prosper our interview. 
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WpK K. AiMi ^«Mil [the ohape< 

Jifir. €$oodfimdf^i«itbdrawt let none mrpaol) 
Whilst we are private. Kew, be ftru, my heart. 
(n^aoout^he poises sometime, and then ad- 
dmtes Sidnt fTahri.) 

Father, 1 thank you ! I’ve receiv’d year pledge, 
The smsll, bat prizeless relic you have brought me. 
The braoelet, given by Lord De COuroi’s handa 
In times long past (fie, fie upon these tears, 

They win have way) to a departed friend.' 

Perhaps he priz’d this trifle — but, alas ! 

*Tis fated, like the arm from which 'twas taken. 
Never to clasp him more. 

V, Alas 1 I fear it. 

Mat. I hope De Courci gave it to iny lord. 

SaifU V, He did; 1 saw him give it. 

Mat. Ha! mu saw him ! [told you 

fikufit V, When he' embark’d*for Palestine ; I’ve 
We never march’d apart. I wore the cross 
In those fame-seeking days. 

Mat. I do remember. 

And this poor fiivour, did my hero wear it? 

. Saint V. Devoutly, at his heart. 

JIfal. Then, then, indeed [come! 

Thou baA bestow’d a treasure. Welcome, wel- 
(As she is pressing it to her heart. Saint Vahri 
observing her agitation, runs to l^r assistifnee.) 
Saint V. fie wore it like an afiiulet ; with this 
Before bis heart, first through the yawning breach 
Thy sacred walls, Jerusalem, he storm’d ; 

Tore down the moony standard, where it hunp- 
In impious triumph ; thrice their Pagan swords 
Shiver’d his mailed crest, as many tirafs 
That sacred amulet was dy’d in blood 
Nearest his heart. 

Mai. Stop there 1 I charge thee stop ! 

TeH me no more : oh ! follow him no further. 

For see, th’ accursed Pyrenicans rise. 

Streaming with blood ; there hellish murder howls ; 
There madness rages, and with haggard eyes 
Glares in the craggy pass. She’ll spring upon me. 
If I advance. Cm ! shield me from the sigiit. 
i^omt K. Be oalm, oolleet thyself: it was not* 
there, 

It was not there Saint V alori met his death . 

Twas not the sword of Hildebrand that slew him ; 
Though pierc’d with wounds, that ambush he sur- 
viv'd. [altar: 

Mat. What do 1 hearl Oh! look upon this 
Think whereyoo stand, and do not wrong the truth. 

Saint V. B(e who is truth itself be witness forme ! 
Beep was the stroke that dire assassin gave, ' ^ 

Tet short of life it stopp’d *, unhors’d and fall’n, 
Welt’ring hi blood, your wounded husband lay. 
Till ha^y found by charitable stranms 
Journeying to Venice, he was heal’d, restor’d ; 

And, thence embarking, by a barbarons i^over 
Was Qwtnr'd. Start not ; but repress your terrors. 

jilat. Admire not that 1 tremble; marvel rather 
That I hear this and live. Saint Valori captur’d ! 
The bravest captain of the cross enslav’d 
By barbarous Pagans 1 
Saini V. Tedious years he suffer’d 
Of hard captivity — 

Mat. Oh ! where, ye heavens. 

Where was your jostice then ? And died be there? 
Saini V. Tfvas not his lot to find a distant grave. 
Mat, Where, where? oh! speak ; release me from 
Where & my hero fall? [the rack ! 

H . SaSni^. SVbere did he fall ! 

^»tlor Pagan swords, nor slavery’s ^ling ohuiii 
Nor murderers’ daggers, Afric’s Doming olime, 
ToBa, s^rms, nor mipwreok, kill'd him — h'ere he 
fell! 

Grief burst his heart— here in this spot be fell ! 

(He falls to tha ground.) 
f- Mat. Ah ! horror, horror ! . Help, for mercy, 

. help! *5. 

/ Hy son, my son! your father lids before you. 


Montgoweri nois to, foUowed bg Ubsa Bp 
OoUROi and GYFFGRD. 

Jfeiit. My father! heav’n and earth! Oh I save 
him ; save him ! 

Where shall I turn? See, see! she faints, she 
falls ! (iS'i^iporfs her in his arms.) 

Lord De C. He is her son. Awake, look np, 
my friend ! 

Live, live! De Goni^oi bids Saint Valori live. 

Your rival is your son. 

Saint V> (Kaising himself OH his knee, unsheatiis 
^ dagger.) 

Off! give me way : 

I’ll km him in her arms. 

Lord De C. He is your son ; 

Hear me, thou frantic father ! T, De Courci, 

I speak to you. Would you destroy your son? 

Saint V. Bind up his wonnds. Oh! if I’ve slain 
Perdition will not own me ! [my son, 

Mont. He revives. 

Nature awakens reason. Hush! be still. 

Shi stirs. Withhold him from her arms awhile ; 
Ijet all be silence, whilst disposing heaven, ^ 

That showers this joy, shall fit them to receive it. 

Mat. How could yon say my husband is alive? 
Which of you keeps him from me? Oh ! ’tis cruel! 
Saiat V. Uncase me of my weeds : tear of my 
cowl ! 

Now, she’ll know me ; now I am Saint Valori. 

( Throws off his habit, and appears in armour.) 
Mat. Stand off! Oh! blessed light of heaven, 
shine fortli I 

Visit my aching eyes, ye solar beams. 

And let me see my hero ! Ha ! tlie cross — 

He gleams — he glimmers ; — like a mist be rises. 
He lives! he lives! I clasp him in my arms. 

My lost Saint Valori ! my long-lost husband! 

(Runs mto his arms.) 
Saint V. Oh ! my heart’s joy ! do I again em- 
brace thee? 

Soul of all honour, constancy, and truth! 

Mat. This^ transport is too quick, it melts roy 
brain ; 

The sky runs round ; the earth is all in motion ; 
Nay, now it whirls too fast. 

Saint F. Ye saints in bliss ! 

Heroic matrons! ye angelic virtnes. 

Protect yf.ur fair resenmlance ! Ha! she weeps ! 
Kind tears, I thank you ! Nature’s soft relief. 
Waters, that from the soul’s full fount run o’er. 

To joy or grief welcome alike ye flow. 

Assist onr patience, and assuage our pain. 

Mat. Alas ! alas ! that I should know thee not. 
What ravages have time and sorrow made 
In heav’n’s most perfect work, the fairest temple 
Nature e’er rear'd in majesty and grace ! 

Saint V. What dire calamity have we escap’d! 
Now 'tis dispers’d, the mists of doubt are lled> 
Truth, like tbe sun* breaks forth, and all is joy. 
My son, my son ! oh ! throw my arms about him. 
And let me cling for ever to his neck. 

Mont. Oh ! sympathetic energy of nature. 

This morn a nameless orphan, now the son 
or living parents : he for virtue fam’df 
For dignity of sonl, and matchless courage ; 

She for aftection, constancy renown’d, 

Inspir’d with truth, with every grace adorn’d, 

A woman’s fondness and an angel’s faith. 

Mat. Heaven hear my praises ! echo them, oh ! 
earth: 

Chembs, that come with healing on your wiogi, 
Waft my thanksgiving back ! Bright beam of mercy, 
Visit the inmost chambers of my oeart ; 

And where grief rear’d a husband’s monament 
Fix DOW bis living image: there, as time 
Shook not the faimful witness from myaoul. 

When grief assail’d it, so in joy supimrt'jpe, 

And guard my constanoy in both extranfis. 
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ACT. T. 

Scene I.— Chocolate^house, 

MiradLE ohJFainall, ruing from cards ; BetTY 
VMiiing, 

Mir, Yoa are a fortunate man, Mr. Fainall. 

Fain, Hare ure done? 

Mir, 'What you please* I'll play on to entertain 

Fain, No, I’ll give you ^>onr revenge another 
time, when you are not so indifTereot; you are think* 
ing of something else now, and play too negligently ; 
the coldness of a losing gamester lessens the plea* 
sure of the winner. I’d no more play with a man 
that slighted his ill fortune, than I’d make love to 
a woman who undervalued the loss of her lepulation. 

Mir, You have a taste extremely delicate, and 
are for refining on yonr pleasures. 

Fain, Pr’ytliee, why so reserved? Something 
has not thee out of humour. 

Mir, Not at all: I happen to be grave to-day; 
and von are gay : that’s all. 

Fain, Confess, Millamant and you quarrelled last 
aightt after I left voo: mv fair cousin has some 
humoors that would tempt the patience of a stoic. 
What, some coxcomb came in, and was well re- 
ceived by her, while you were by ? 

Mir, Witwoold and Petulant! and what was 
worse, 4ier aunt, vour wife's mother, my evil genius ; 
or* to sum op all in her own namea my old ImAj 

Wishfortoamein. 

Fw, Oh ! tliere it is, then. She has a lasting 
^ you, and drUh reason. Wliat, then my 
wifo j^as there? 

Yes, and Mrs. Marwood, and three or four 
I norersaw before: Seeing me, they 
w^ot on their grave faces, whispered one another, 
ttw complained aloud of the vaponrs, and after 
Ibll into a profound silence. 

fM. They had a mind to be rid of you. 

A For which reason I resolved not to stir. 
At liRithogood old lady broke through her painful 


tadtnmity, with an invective against loagYisits. I 
would not have understood her, bat MillBmant 
joining in the argument, 1 rose, and with a oon* 
strained smile told her, 1 thought nothing was no 
easy as to know when a visit Mgan to he trouble- 
some; she leddeued, and 1 withdrew, without 
expecting her reply. 

Fain, You were to blame to resent what she 
spoke oiilv in compliance with her annt. 

Mir, She is more mistress of herself than to be 
under the necessity of such resignation. 

I Fain, What! thongli half her fortone dependa 
upon her marrting with my lady's approbatiou? 

^ Mir. 1 was then in sneh a humour, that 1 ihOuld 
have been better pleased if she’d been lesnj^diseiBel. 

Fain, Now 1 remember, 1 wonder not they wuyw 
weary of yon ; last night was one of their celM 
nights ; they have ’em three times a week, and meet 
by lams at one^other’a apartments ; whero they 
come together Ince the coroner's inquest, to ait nptw 
the murdered reputations of the week. You and | 
are excluded ; and it was once proposed that allthf 
male sex should be excepted, but somebody m0ve4> 
that, to avoid scandal, there mii^ht he ono man of 
the community; upon which motion Witwoulduod 
Petnlunt were enrolled members. 

JIfir. And who may have been the fonuclfuai of 
this sect? My Lady Wishfort, I warrant, wliopob- 
lishes her detesUUon of mankind ; and, full of the 
vigour of fifty-five, declares for u friend uod lalkfia. 

Fain, The discovery of your sham addresaet to 
her, to conceal your love to dot niece, has provoked 
this separation : bad you diatembled better, things 
might nave ooutinued in tbn itale of uature. 

jfir. 1 did as muoli a|i mau oould, widi any 
•onafale oonacience ; 1 prooeeded to the very last 
act of flattery with her, and was guilty of a soag ^ 
her comsModation. Bui for the discovery of Biia 
amoms I h® indefated to vour frieiul, or your wife's. 
Mrs. Mm^|mod. 


l^oin. What ahoaSd provoke her to be yonr eoe- 
iiij^ anlesi ahe has made you advanoes whioh you 
have elmfatedf Women do not eaaily forgive omia- 
aiona^ or that natore. 

Mir, She waa alwaya eivil to me, till of late; 1 
oonfeaa 1 am net one of those coxcombs who are 
apt to Interpret a woman's good manners to her 
prejodice ; and think that she who does not reAi'se 
’em every thing, can refase 'em nothing. « 
Fain. Yon are a gallant man, Mirabell; and 
thongh yon may have oroeliy enough not to answer 
a lady's advances, yon have too mnoh genetosity 
nut to be tender of her honour. Yet yon speak with 
an indiferenoe which seems to be alFeoted, and con- 
fesses you are conscious of a negligence. 

AfiV. You pursue the argument with a distrust- 
that seems to be unaffected, and confesses yon are 
conscious of a concern for whioh the lady is more 
indebted to yon, than is your wife. 

/^aw. Fie, fie! friend, if you grow censorious, 
I must leave you. I’ll look upon the gamesters in 
Mir, Who are they? [the next room^ 

Fain, Petolant and Witwould. Bring me some 
chocolate. {^Exit, 

Mir. Betty, what says your clock? 

Betty, Turned of the lak canonical hour, sir. 
Aftr.'flow pertinently the jade answers me! 
(Aside.) Ha! almost one o'clock! (Looking; on his 
watch.) Oh! y'are come. — [£filer a Footman .^ — 
Well; is the grand affair over? You have been 
something tedious. 

Foot, Sir, there's such coupling at Pancras, that 
tl|ey stand behind one another, as 'twere in u coun- 
try dance. Onr's was the last couple to lead up ; 
and no hopes appearing of despatch, besides, the 
parson growing hoarse, we were afraid his lungs 
would have failed before it came to our turn ; so we 
drove round to Duke's-place ; and there they were 
rivetted in a trice. 

Mir, So, so; you are sure they are married? 
Foot, Incontestibly, sir: 1 am witness. 

Afir. Have you the certificate? 

Foot, Here it is, sir. 

Mir, Has the tailor brought Waitwell's clothes 
heme, and the new liveries? 

Foot, Yes, sir. 

Mir, That’s well. Do you go home again, d’ye 
bear ? bid Waitwell shake his ears, and dame Partlet 
rustle up her feathers, and meet me at one o’clock 
by Rosamond's-pond, that 1 may see her before she 
returns to her lady ; and as you tender your ears, 
be secret. [Rxit Footman, 

Enter Fainall. 

'FVmi.^Joy of your success, Mirabell; you look- 
pleased. 

Mir, Ay ; I have been engaged in a matter of 
some sort of mirth, which is not yet ripe for disco- 
very. I am glad this is not a cabal-night. 1 won- 
der, Fainall, that you, who are malried, and of con- 
aeouehoe should oe discreet, will suffer your wife 
to D.e of such a party. 

' JPiUn, Faith, 1 am not jealous. Besides, most 
who are engaged, are women and relations ; and for 
the ttbn, they are of a kind too contemptible to 
giVesoao^e. 

Afir. I am of another opinion. Tlie greater the 
eozoomb, always the more the scandel : for a wo- 
man who is not a fool, can have but one reason for 
nafoaiatma with g man that is one. 

Mm* £pyoa jealoDS as often ns you see Wit- 
wmn eutcirtained by Millamant ? [person. 

Of her understanding I am, if not of her 
Final* You do her wrong; for, to give her her 

' mbr. tSbe has beauty enough to make any man 
Brink '•drtuid complaisance enoqarh not to contra- 
lto him #bo shidl tdl her so. 

Fain, For a passionate lover, methinks you are 
a mao eomewluU.too tUsoers^g in the failings of 
yonr mistress. “ * 
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Mir. And for a diMerning man, aomewbat too 


«ir. And for a Oisoermng man, aomwhat too 
passiofiate u lover ; for I like her withidiJiik'dtBilti ; 
nay, like her for her foalta» Her follies ere so na- 
tural, or ao artful, that they become her ; and those 
afteotatioiis, which in another woman would be odi- 
ous, serve but to make her more agreeable. I'll 
tell thee, Fainall, she onoe used me with that in- 
solence, that in -revenge I took her to pieces; sifted 
her, and separated her failings ; I studied ’em and 

f it 'em by rote. The catalogue was so large, that 
was not without hopes, one day or other, to hate 
her heartily : 4o which end 1 so used myself to think 
of ’em, that at length, contrary to my design and ex- 
pectation, they gave me every hour less disturb- 
ance ; till in a few days, it became habitoal to me, 
to remember them without being displeased. They 
are now grown as familiar to me as my own frail- 
ties ; and in all probability, in a little time longer, 
I shall like 'em as well. 

Fain. Marry her, marry her ; be half as well 
acquainted with her charms, as you are with her de- 
fects, and my life on’t, yon are your own man again. 
Jliir, Say yon so? 

Fain, I, I, 1 have ei^rienoe . I have a wife, 
and so forth. Enter Messenger, 

Mess, Is one 'squire Witwould here? 

Betty. Yes; what’s your bnsiness? 

Mess. I have a letter for him, from his brother. 
Sir Wilful, whioh I am charged to deliver into his 
own hands. 

* Betty. He’s in the next room, friend. That way. 

[Exit Messenger, 
Mir, What, is the chief of that noble family in 
town. Sir Wilful Witwould! 

Fain. He is expected to day. Do you know him? 
Mir. 1 have seen him. He promises to be an ex- 
traordinary person. I think you have the honour to 
be relatecl to him. 

Fain, Yea; he is half-brother to this Witwould 
by a former wife, who wai sister to my lAidy Wish- 
fort, my wife’s mother. If you marry Millamant, 
you must call oousios too. [quaintanoe. 

Mir, 1 would rather be his relation than bis ao- 
Fain, He comes to town in order to equip him- 
self for travel. [above forty. 

Mir. For travel! Why, the man that I mean is 
Fahi, No matter for that; ’tis for the hoironr of 
England, that all Europe shonid know we have 
blockheads of all ages. 

Mir. I wonder there is not an act of parliament 
to save the credit of the nation, and prohibit the 
exportation of fools. 

jFain, By no means, 'tis better as 'tis ; 'tis bet- 
ter to trade with a little loss, than to be quite eaten 
up with being overstocked. 

Mir, Pray are the follies of this knight-errant and 
those of the 'squire, his brother, anything related? 

Fain. Not at all ; Witwould grows by the knight 
like a medlar grafted on a orab. One will melt in 
your mouth, and t’other set your teeth on edge; 
one is all pulp, and the other ml core. 

Mir. So, one will be rotten before he be ripe, and 
the other will be rotten wiihont being ripe at all. 

Fain. Sir Wilful is an odd mixture of bashful- 
ness and obstinacy. But when he’s drunk, he’s as 
loving as the monster in the Tempest ; and muob 
after the same manner. To give t’other his due, he 
has something of good nature, and does not alwaya 
want wit. . 

Mir, Not always; but as often as hil' memory 
fails him, and his oommon-^aoe comparisomi* Me 
is a fool with a good meBfory,aad soma few sor^a 
of other folks* wit. He is one virhose oonversation 
can never be approved, yet it is now and thea to 
be endured. He has indeed one good qii^yj; lig 
is not exoeptious ; for he so pBssioiiate|y|tli||a Ilia 
reputation of understanding rjriUery, tto he wl|| 

oonstrue an affront into a iest) apdP* ^ 

radeness and ill language, satire* ' 

Fain, If you hare a mind to 
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von liave kb opportonlty to do It at foil length. Be> 


Lcdd the original.— [Rotor W ITWOULD.] 

Wii. Afford me yoor eompaesion, mj dears; 
idtj me, Fainall ; Mirabellipity me. 

Mir. I do, from my bonl. 

Fain. Why, what's the matter? 

Wit. No letters for me, Betty? 

Mty. Did not a messenger bring yon one bnt 

IFtf. Ay, bnt no other? [now sir? 

Betty. No, sir. 

Wit. That’s hard, that’s Terr hard ! a messenger, 
a mule, a beast of bnrden ; he has broogbt me a let- 
ter from the fool ray brother, as heavy as a pane- 
gyric in a funeral sermon, or a copy of commenda- 
tory verses from one poet to another. And what’s 
worse, ’tis as sure a foreronner of the author, as an 
epistle dedicatory. 

Mir, A fool, and yonr brother, Witwould ! 

IFif. Ay, ay, my half-brother. My half-brother 
be is, no nearer upon hononr. 

Mir. Then ’tis possible he may be but half a fool. 

WU. Oood, good, Mirabell ledrole! Good, good , 
bang hhn, don’t let’s talk of him. Fainall, how does 
your lady? *Gad I say anything in the world to get 
this fellow out of my head. 1 beg pardon that I 
should ask a^ man of pleasure, and the town, a 
question at once so foreign and dp;nestio. lint 1 
talk like an old maid at a marriage ; I don’t know 
whatl sav : but she’s the best woman in the world. 

Fain. 'Tis well you don't know what you sif , 
or else yonr commendation would go near to make 
me either vain or jealous. 

Wii. No man in town lives well with a wife but 
Fainall. Your judgment, Mirabell? 

Jfir. You had better step and ask his wife, if 
you would be credibly informed. 

Wit. Mirabell. 

Afir. Ay. 

Wit. My dear, I ask ten thousand pardons. 
*6ad I 1 have forgotten what I was going to tia> to 

Mhr. 1 thank you heartily, heartily. [}ou. 

Wti. No, but pr’ythee, excuse me, my memory 
is such a memory. 

Mhr. Have a care of such apologies, Witwould , 
for I never knew a fool but he affected to complain, 
either of the spleen or his memory. 

Finn. What have you done with Petulant ? 

Wit. He’s reckoning his money \ my money it 
was. ^ I have had no luck to-day. • 

Fma. You may allbw him to win of }oa at play ; 
for yon are sure to be too hard for him at repartee. 
Since you monopolize the wit that is between you, 
the fortune must be his of course. 

Mhr. I don’t find that Petulant confesses the su- 
periority of wit to be your talent, Witwould. 

Wit. Come, come, you are malicious now, and 
would breed debates. Petulant’s my friend, and 
a very pretty fellow, and a very honest fellow, and 
has B smattering — ’faith and troth < a pretty deal 
of an odd sort of a small wit ; nay, I do him jus- 
tice, I’m bis friend, I won’t wrong him. And if 
he had any judgment in the world, he would nut 
be altogether contemptible. Come, come, don’t 
detract from the merits of my friend. [bred. 

Fam, You don’t take your friend to be over-nicely 

irto.«No, no, hang him, the rogue has no man- 
neis at all, that 1 must own ; no more breediiig 
^aa a bnmbaily, that 1 grant you : ’tis pity ; the 
fellow has fire and life. 

Jfir. What, courage? 

li! I ( 


Wit* Hum ! ’faith V 1 don’t know as to that ; 1 
ea&l say as to that. Yes, 'faith ! in controversy, 
belloontradiot anybody. 

Jfir. Though 'twere a man who he feared, or 
“ — IB who he loved. 

^ell, well, he does not always think be- 
^•ks: we have all our failings; you sre 
ft ham, yon are, 'faith 1 Let me ex- 
dfu d^end meet of his faults, exoept 
one be bas, that's the truth on’t ; if he 



were my brother, T could tiot aeqnit him ; that 
indeed I could wish were otherwise. 

Mir. Ay,niorry, what’s that. Wit would? 

IFit. Oil, pardon me ; expose the infirmitiee of 
my friend! no, my dear, excuse me there. 

Fain. Wliat, 1 warrant he’s insincere, or 'tis 
some sneh trifle. 

Wit. No, no ; what if he be? 'tis no matter for 
that, his wit will excuse that ; a wit should no 
more be sincere, than a woman constant ; one ar- 
goe&a decay of parts, as t’other of beauty. 

Mir. May bo you think him too positive? 

Wii. No, no, bis being positive is ao incentive 
to argument, and keeps up conversation. 

Fam. Too illiterates • 

Wit. That! that’s his happiness, his want of 
learning gives him the more opportunity to shew 
Mir. He wants words'* fbis natural parts. 
Wit. Ay, but I like him for that now ; for his 
want of w'ordn gives me tlie pleasure very often to 
Fain. He’s impudent ? [explain liis meaning. 
Wit. No, that's not it. 

Mir. What, be speaks unseasonable trutbs 
sometimes, because lie bas not wit enough to io- 
vent an evasion? 

Wit. Truth' ha, ha, ha* No, no; since you 
will have it, I iflean, he never siieaks troth at all, 
that’s ill. He will lie like ^a cnambermaid. or a 
woman of quality’s porter. Now that is a fault. 

Enter Coaehman. 

Coach. Is master Petulant here, mistreat? 

Beth/. Yes. [speak with him. 

Coach. Three gentlewoman in a coach would 
Fain. Oh. brave Petulant 1 three* 

Betty. I’ll tell him. 

Coach. You must bring two dishes of chocolate, 
and a glass of cinnamon- water. fR'rif with Betty. 

Wit. That should be for two tasting 6ona robas 
and a procuress troubled with wind. Now you 
may know w hat the three are. [quaintanoe. 

Mtr. You are sei\ free with ^onr friend’s ao- 
IF If. Ay, ay, friendship without freedom is as 
dull ns lo\e without enjoyment, or wine without 
toasting, but, to tell you a secret, these are trulls 
whom be allows cuncu-hire, and something more, 
by the week, to call on him once a day at public 
Mir. How ' I places. 

IKif, You shall see he won’t go to ’em, because 
there’s no more company here to take notice of 
him. Why, this is nothing to what he used to do; 
before he found out this w'uy, I have known him 
call for himself. 

Fain. Call for himself 'What dost thou mean? 
* Wit. Mean, why he would slip you out of Cliis 
chocolate-house. |ust when you liad been talking 
to him — as soon as your back was turned, whip be 
was gone; then trip to his lodging, clap on abopd 
and scarf, and a mask, slap into a hackney-coach, 
and drive hitherto the door again in a trice ; where 
he would send in for himself, that is, I mean. Call 
for himself wait for- himself, nay, and what's 
more, not finding himself, sometimes leave a Tet- 
ter for himself. 

Mir. I confess this is something extraordinary; 
I believe he waits for himself now, he is so long a 
coming. Oli' I ask his pai don. 

Ehter PrTrLAXT mid B city. 

Betty. Sir, the coach stay s. 

Pet. Well, well; T come. *Sbn d^ji|j| ||gll had 
as good be a professed midwife, ^as a iMMliiilFftal- 
lant, at this rote . to be knocked up, M Mhum at 
all hours, and in all places. Deuce on ’em; I won't 
come. D’ye hear ? tell ’em 1 won't onine. Let 
’em snivel and cry their hearts out. [£jrif Jlstfy. 
Ffftn. You are very oroel, Petulant. 

Pet. All’s one, let it pass ; I have a bumonr to 
be cruel. [you nse at this rate. 

Jfi.'. 1 hope thevi^e not persona ofcoodition that 
Pei. Codditionf 'ooBdltion’s a dried fig, if I am 
not in humouri By Uiia hand, if they 
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a— a— yoar what-^e-oall-’ems themselves, thej 
mast wait or rob oflf^ if I am not io the vein. 

Mir, ’Wbat-d’ye-oall-’ems ! what are thejr, Wit- 
would 7 

Wii. Empresses, my dear. By your what- dye- 
call-'ems he means saltana queens. 

Pet, Ay. Roxalanos. 

Mir, yonr mercy. 

Fain, Witwoold says they are — 

Pet, What does he say tirarel 
Wit, 1 ? fine ladies, I say. 

Pet, Pass on, TV it would. Harkyc, by this 
light, his relations ; two co-heiresses, his cousins, 
and an old aunt, who loves intriguing belter than 
a conventicle. , 

Wit, Ha, ba. ha ! I had a mind to see how the 
rogue would come off, liu, ha, ha! ’Gad! 1 can*t 
be angry with him, if he had said they were tnj 
Jftr. No! [mother and my sisters. 

Wit, No; the rogue’s wit and readiness of in- 
vention charm me, dear Petulant. — [ Enter Betty.] 
Betty, They are gone, sir, in great anger. 

Pet, .Enough, let 'era truncTle. Anger helps 
coE^lexions, saves paint. 

jFvan. This continence is all dissembled ; this is 
in ord^r to have something to brag of the next time 
he mak-es court to Millaniant, uvd swear ho has 
abandoned the whole sex for her sake. . 

Mir, Have you not left oil' your impudent pre- 
tensions there yell I shall cut your throat, some 
time or other, Petulant, about that business. 

Pet, Ay, ay, let that pass; there are other 
Mir. Meaning mine, sir? [throats to- be cut. 
Pet, Not I, I mean nobody ; I know nothing ; 
but there are uncles and nejihews in the world, and 
tli^tnay be rivals. What then ? all’s one for that. 

Mir, Now, hark ye, Petulant, come hither ; ex- 
plain, or I shall cafl your interpreter. 

Pet, Explain! I know nothing. Why, you 
liavean uncle, have you not, lately come to town, 
and lodges by my Lady Wishfort’s. 

Mir, True. 

Pet, Why, that’s enough ; you and lie are not 
friends: anil if he should marry and have a child, 
yoa may be disinherited, eh ! [truth 7 

Mir, Where hast thou stumbled upon all this 
Pet, All’s one for that; why, then, say I know 
soinethii^. 

Mir, Cfome, Uiou art an honest fellow. Petulant, 
and shall make love to my mistress, lliou shall, 
’faith ! What hast thou heard of my uncle? 

Pei, I ! nothing; I ! If throats are to be cot, let 
swords clash; snug’s the word, i shrug and' am 
silent. ^ 

Mir, Oh ! raillery, raillery. Come, I know thou 
art in the women’s secrets ; what, you’re a cubalist ; 

I know you staid at Millamant’s last night, after 1 
went. Was there any mention made of my uncle 
or me? tell me. If thou hadst ^ut good-nature 
equal to thy wit. Petulant, Tony Witwould, who is 
now thy competitor in fame, would shew as dim by 
thee as a dead whiting’s eye by a pearl of orient; 
lie would no more be seen by thee, than Mercury is 
bj the sun. Gome, I'm sure thou wo’t tell me. 

Pet, Jf I do, will you grant me common sense, 
then^ for the future ? 

Iftr. ’Faith! I’ll do what I can for tJiee, and I’ll | 
pr^ tliat it may be granted thee in the meantime. | 
1*^ HiSW. harkye ! ( They talk rnwr/. ) 

mant, and yon both, will find Mirabell 
£val as a lover. 

- psha ! that she laugbs at Petolant is 

plaia. And for my part, bat that it is almost a 
lilsblon to admire her, 1 sbould^faarkye ! ta tell yon 
a bat let it go no fartbtf-^belween frieMs, j 

I flpi never break my heart IWber. I 

How! [certain woman. 

9be’s ^ndsome ; but |fo’s a sort of an an* 
k. '1 tboDsfat yon bad diw for her. 
r Humph I no. 

■'A 


Fain, She has wit. 

Wit. 'Tis what she will hardly allow aaybo^ 
else. Now, I sbonld hate that, if she wereasbon^ 
some as Cleopatra. Mirabell is not so sore of her 
Fain, Why do you think so? [as he thinks. 
Wit, We staid pretty late there last niglit, and 
heard something of an ancle to Mirabell, who is 
lately come to town, and is between him and the 
best part of bis estate. Whether he has seen Mrs. 
Millaniant or not, I can’t any; bnt there were items 
of such a treaty being in embryo ; and if it should 
come to life, poor Mirabell would be in some sort 
unfortunately fobbed, i’faith ! [to it. 

Fain, ’Tis impossible MillamanC should hearken 
Wit. ’Faith ! mv dear, I can't tell ; she’s a wo- 
man, and a kind of a humorist. [led lost night? 
Mir, And this is the sum of what you could col* 
Pet, The quintessence. Maybe Witwould knows 
more, he staid longer; besides, they never mind 
him ; they say anything before him. 

Mir, I ihouf^hlyoQ had been the greatest favoBrite. 
Pet, Ay, tete-a-tete; but not in public, because 1 
^ Mir, You do? [make remarks* 

Pet, Ay, ay ; I’m malicious, man. Now he’s soft, 
you know ; they are not in awe of him : the fellow’s 
well-bred; he's what you call a — ^what-d’ye-call- 
em? a line gentleman : but he’s silly withal. 

I thank you, I know as much as my oari- 
osi^ requires. Fainall, are voa for the Mall? 

Fain, Ay, I’ll take a turn before dinner. 

” Wit. Ay, we’ll all walk in the park ; the ladies 
talk of being there. 

Mir, I thought you were obliged to watch for 
your brother. Sir Wilful’s arrival. 

Wit, No, no; he conics to his aunt’s, my Lady 
Wishfort : plague on him ! I shall be troubled with 
him, too; what^liall I do with the foot? 

Pet, Beg him for his estate, that I may beg you 
afterwards ; and so have but one trouble. 

Wit, Oh ! rare Petul.'int ; thou art as ouick as fire 
in a frosty morning ; thou shall to the Mall with os, 
and we’ll be very severe. 

Pet. Enough; I’m in a humour to be severe.' 
Mir, Are you ? Pray, then, walk by yourselves. 
Let not us be accessory to your putting the ladies 
out of countenance with your senseless ribaldry, 
whicli you roar aloud as oiten as they pass by you ; 
and when you have made u handsome woman blualif 
then you think you have been severe. 

Pet, What, what? then let’em either shew their 
innocence by not understanding what they hear, or 
else shew their discretion by not bearing what they 
would not be thought to understand. 

Mf'r. But hast not thou, then, sense enongb to 
know that thou ouglitst to be most ashamed thy- 
self, when thoii hast pul another out of countenance? 

Pet, Not 1, by this hand ; I always take blushing 
either for a sign of guilt or ill-breeding. 

Mir, 1 conless you ought to think so. Yon are 
in the right, that you may plead the error of your 
judgment in defence of your practice. 

Where modesty's Ul-manners, 'tie but fit 
That inwndence and malice vase for wk. [ Exeunt, 
ACT n. — Scene I, — tSt, Jamee'a Park, 

Enter Mrs. Fainall and Mils. Marwood. 
Mrs.F, Ay, ay, dear Marwood, if we^will be 
happy, we must find the means in ourselves, and 
among ourselves. Men are ever in extremes ; either 
doating or averse. While they are lovers, if they 
have fire and sense, their jealousies are insupport- 
able: and when they cease to love, (we ought to 
think, at least,) they loathe : they look opon ns witli 
horror and distale; they meet us like the gliosis of 
what we were, and as irom such, fly freiBI ns* 

Mra, Mar, True, ’tis an unhappy oin 
life, that love should ever die beiore \ 
the man eo often skonld outlive the )ov« 
what you will, ’tis better to be left 1^ 
have been loved. To pass onr yonllt. 
ferenoe, to refuse the sweets of 1*' 



Scene 1.] 

otioe mavt leave us, is as prepogterons as to wish 
to have been born old, because we one day must be 
old. For uiy part, tny y«uth may wear and waste, 
but it shall never rust in iny possession. 

Mrs, F» Then it seems you dissemble an aversion 
^0 mankind, only in compliance to my mother’s 
humour. 

Mrs, Mar. Certainly. To be free ; 1 have no taste j 
of those insipid, dry discourses, with which oUr j 
sex of force must entertain themselves apart from j 
men. We may aflcct endearments to each otlie'r, | 

R rofess eternal friendships, and seem to dote like 
ivers; but’tis notin our natures long to perse- 
vere. Love will resume his empire in our hreasts, { 
aud every heart, or soon or late, receive and re- 
admit him as its lawful tyrant. 

Mrs.F. Bless me, how have I been deceived! 
Why, you’re a professed libertine. ^ 

Mrs. Mar, You sec my friendship by my free- 
dom. Come, be as sincere, acknowledge that your 
Mrs, F, Never. | sentimcnls agree with mine. 
Mrs, Mar, Vnii hate mankind? 

Mrs, F, Heartily, iuveterately. • 

Mrs. Mur. Your husband? [^merltoi iously. 
Mrs,F. Mosttranscendently ; ay, though I say it, 
Mrs, Mar, Cive me your bund upon it. 

Mrs, F, There. [ n^en to try you. 

Mrs,Mar. Ij oil! with vou ; what 1 have said has 
Mrs, F. Is It possible? dust thou hate those 
vipers, men? • 

Mrs, Mar, I have done bating ’em, and am uow 
come to despise ’em ; the next thing I have to do, 
is eternally to forget ’em. [Penthesilca. 

Mrs, F, There spoke the spirit ofun Aiiinzoii, a 
Mrs. Mar. And yet, T am lliitikiiig sonielimes to 
Mrs. F. How f (^carry my aversion farther. 
Mrs, Mar. By niarrMrig; ifl could but find one 
that loved me very well, and would be thoroughly 
sensible of ill usage, I iliink T should do myself the 
violence of undergoing *lie cereinouy. 

Mrs, F. You would not 'dishonour him ? 
Mts.Mar. No: but I’d make him believe 1 did, 
aud that’s as bad. 

Mrs, F. Why had you not us good do it? 

Mrs. Mar, Oh! if he should ever discover it, he 
would then know the worst, and be out of bis pain ; 
but I would have him ever to continue upon the rack 
of fear and jealousy. [ried to Mirabell ! 

Mrs.F. Ingenious mischief! would tliouswert mar- 
Mrs. Mar. Would ! were I 
Mrs. F. You change colour. 

Mrs. Mar, Because I hate him. 

' Mrs, F. So do I ; but 1 can hear him named. But 
what reason have you to hate llim in particular? 

Mrs. Mar. 1 never loved him ; he is, and always 
was, insuflerably proud. 

^ Mrs, F, By the reason you give for 3 our aver- 
sion, one would think it dissembled', for 30U have 
laid a fault to his charge, of which his enemies must 
aconit him. 

'Mrs, Mar. Oh ! then it seems you are one of his 
favourable enemies. Methinks you look u little 
pale, and now you flush again. [sudden. 

Mrs. F. Do 1? I think I am a little sick o’ the 
Mrs. Mar. What ails you ? 

Mrs.F. My husband. Don’t yon see him? He 
turiied short upon me unawares, and has almost 
overoCme me. 

Enter Fainali. and Miradell. 

Mrs, Mar, Ha, ha, ha! He comes opportunely 
- Iwithhini. 

Mrs,F. For yon, for he has brought Mirabell 
iFitiii. Mydear., ® 

;jF.%ysou). 

don’t look well to-day, child. 

^ve think so? ^ 

i^the only man that does, madam. 

» only man that would tell me so, at 
r man from whom I could bear it 
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Ffdfi. Oh! my dear, I am satisfied of ^onr ten- 
derness ; 1 know yon cannot resent anything from 
me ; cspedally what is an eflect of my concern. 

Mrs. F. Mr. Mirabell, iny mother interrupted 
you in a pleasant relation last night; 1 could fain 
near it out. 

Mir, The persons concerned in that affair have 
yet a tolerable repnlation. 1 am afraid Mr. Fainali 
will be censorious. 

Mrs. F. He has a humour more prevailing than 
his ^riesity, and will willingly dispense with the 
hearing of one scandalous story, to avoid giving ao 
occasion to make another, by being seen to walk 
with bis wife. This way, Mr. Mirabell, and I dare 
promise ^u will oblige us both. with Mir. 

Fain. Excellent creature ! well, sure, ifl should 
live to be rid of iny wife, I should be a miserable 
Mrs, Mar. Ay? [man. 

Fain. For having only that one hope, the accoiii- 
plisliment of it, of consequence, must put an end to 
ail iiiy hopes; and what a wretch is he who must 
survive liis hopes! nothing remains, when that day 
comes, but to sit down and weep like Alexander, 
when he wanted other worlds to conquer. 

Mrs, Mar. Will you not follow them? 

Fain. No; I think not. 

Mrs, Mtcr. PiEy, let us; 1 Lave a reason. 

Faina You are not jealous? 

Mrs. Mur. Of whom? 

Fain, or Mirabell. 

Mrs. Mar, If I am, is it inconsistent with uiy 
love to 30U, that I am tender of your honour? 

Failf. You would intimate, then, as if there were 
a particular understaiidingbetweeii my wife and him. 

Mrs. Mar. 1 think she does not hate him to that 
degiee she would be thought. 

But he, 1 fear, is too insensible. 

Mrs, Mar. 1 1 may be you are deceived, [bend it. 
Fain. Tt ninv be so. 1 do not now begin to appre- 
Mrs. Mar. What* [you are fuse. 

Fain. That I have been deceived, juadam, and 
Mrs. Mar. That 1 am false * W hat mean you ? 
Fain, To let you know 1 sec through all your 
little arts. Come, you both love him, and both 
have equally dissembled your aversion. Your mu- 
tual jealousies of one another have made you clash 
till }ou have bolli struck fire. 1 have seen the 
warm confession, reddening on your cheeks, and 
sparkling from your eyes, 

Mrs. Afar, ou do me wrong. 

Ftiin. 1 do not. ’Twas for my case to oversee 
and wilfully neglect the gross advances made him 
by my wife ; that, by permitting her to be engaged, 
T iiiiglit continue unsuspected in iny pleasures, and 
take you oftencr to iny anus in full security. But 
could you think, because the nodding bnsband would 
not wake, that e'er the watchful lover slept? 

Mrs. Mar. And wherewithal can you reproach 
me? * [love of Mirabell. 

Faht. With infidelity, with loving another, with 
Mrs. Mar. ’Tjs false. I challenge yon to shew 
an instance that can confirm your groundless acoii- 
salion. 1 hate him. 

Fain. Aud wherefore do you hate him? He is 
insensible, ond vour resentment follows bis neglect. 
An in.stance! The injuries^ you have done him are 
a proof : yoiRr interposing in his love. What mutse 
had you to make discoveries of his pretended pas- 
sion ! to undeceive the credulous 
officious obstacle of his match with 
Mrs. Mar. My obligations to my lady lWf wfo ^ 
1 had professed a friendship to her; and oSHd not 
see her easy nature so abused by that dissembler. 

Fain, Wliat, was itconscienc^, then? Professed 
a friendship ! Ob! the pious friendifaips of the fo- 
luale sex ! 

Mrs, Mar. MoreJjSii^eT, moreaincere, and more 
enduring, than all ? aiu and empty vows of men, 
whether profess^ wye to us, or motnal fitttll ta 
one anotnei^r^ 
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Fain, Ha, lia.ha! joa are mj wife’s friend, too. 

Mra, Mar, Shame and ingrautade I Do jon re- 

J >roaoh me? You, ymi upbraid me! Have I been 
also to herthroofj'h strict fidelity to you, and sacri- 
ficed my friendship to keep my love inviolate? and 
have^ you the baseness to charge me with the guilt, 
unmindful of the merit? To you it should be meri 
torious, that I have been vicious ; and do you reflect 
that guilt upon me, which should lie buried in your 
own bosom? 


Fain, You misinterpret my reproof. I meant but 
to remind you of the slight account you once could 
make of strictest ties, vmen set in competition with 
yonr love to me. 

Mrs. Mar. ’Tis false ; yon urged it with deliberate 
malice; 'twas spoken in scorn, and 1 never will for- 
give it. 

Fain. Your gnilt, not yonr resentment, begets 
yonr rage. If yet you loved, you could forgive a 
jealousy : but you are stung to find you are dis- 
covered. 

Mrs. Mar. It shall be all discovered. You, too, 
shall be discovered ; be sure yoif shall. I can but 
be exposed ; if I do it myself, I shall prevent yonr 

Fam. Why, what will you do? [baseness. 

Mrs, Mar, Disclose it to your wife; own what 

Fain. Frenz> ! [has paaaed between us. 

^ Mrs. Mar. By all my wrongs I'll do’t. I’U pub- 
lish to the world the injuries you have done me, 
both in my fame and fortune: with both I trusted 
yon, yon bankrupt in honour, as indigent of wealth. 

Fain. Your fame 1 have preserved. Your fortune 
has been bestowed as the prodigality of yoiftr love 
would have it, in pleasures which we both have 
shared. Yet, had not you been false, I had ere this 
repaid it. ’Tis true, had you permitted iVIirabell 
with Miilamaiit to have stolen their marriage, iiiy 
lady had been incensed beyondall means of recon- 
oilement: Millamant had forfeited the moiety of 
her fortune, which then would have descended to 
ray tvife.^ And wherefore did I inarrj , hut to make 
lawful prize of a rich widow's wealth, and squandei 
it on love and you. 

Mrs. Mar, Deceit and frivolous pretence. 

Ftm, Death ! am I not married! what's pretence? 
Am I 'not imprisoned, fettered? have I not a wife? 
nay, a wife that was a widow, a young widow, a 
handsome widow ; and would be again a widow, but 
that I have a heart of proof, and something of a 
constitution to bustle through the ways of wedlock 
and this world. Will you be reconciled to truth 
and me? 

Mrs. Mar. Impossible. Truth and you are io- 
consistent. I hale you, and shall for ever. 

Fain. You know I love you. [is not yet — 

Mrs, Mar, Poor dissembling ! Oh ! that — Well, it 
Fain. What? what is not yet? what is not yet! 
is it not yet too late? [comfort. 

Mrs, Mar. No, it is not yet too iBtc ; I have that 
Fain. It is, to love another. 

Mrs, Mar, But not to lonlhe, detest, abhor man- 
kind, myself, and the whole treacherous world. 

Fain, Nay, this is extravagance. Come, I ask 
your pardon. No tears: 1 was to blame — 1 could 
not love you and be easy in my doubts. Pray, for- 
bear : I believe you ; I’m convinced I’ve done yon 
wrong ; and any way, every way, will make amends ; 
l'|l bale my wife yet more ; d~ her 1 I’ll part with 
hafit her of ail she’s worth, and we’ll retire 
10 another world. I’ll marry 




^ -’Sdeathl they come; hide your 

► tears— You have a mask, wear it a mo- 
away^s way; be persuaded* [ExeuiU. 
> <AniP^ABLLL and Mllfi. FAINAU. 

7 ®*' 

Mw, TbV we tumiug into the other walk. 

while I only hated my husband, I ooqld 
Id eee him ; b^i since I heve despised him, 
ieo olleneivsd. 

fir. Oh ! you ahonld hate with pmdaiico. 


[ACTUv 

Mrs, F. Yes, for 1 baye loved with indisoretioo. 
Mir, You sbonld have Just so much dlsgost for 
yora husband, as may be sufficient io mwe yina 
relish your lover. 

Mrs, F, Yon have been tlie cause that I have' 
loved without bounds; and would you set limits to 
that aversion, of which you have been tbe occasion I 
Wliy did you mske me marry this man? 

Mir, Why do we daily commit disagreeable and 
dangerous actions? To save that idol Tepolatiooi'' 
If the familiarities of our loves had produced that 
consequence, of which you were apprehensive, where 
could you have fixed a father’s name with credit, but 
on a hasband? I knew Fainall to be a man lavish of 
his morals, on interested and professing friend, a 
false and a designing lover ; yet one whose wit and 
outward fair behaviour have gained a reputation 
with the town, enough to make that woman stand 
excused who has sulTured herself to be won by bis 
addresses. A better man ought not to have lieen 
sacrificed to tbe occasion ; a worse bad not answered 
to the purpose. Wlieo you are weary of him, you 
krew your remedy. [with yon, Mirabell. 

Mrs, F, 1 ought to stand in some degree of oredit 
Mir, In justii’e to you, 1 have made you privy to 
tnj whole design, and put it in your power to ruin 
or advance my fortune. [yonr pretended uncle? 
Mrs, F. Who have yon instruoted to Mpresent 
Mir, Waitwcll, my servant. 

Mrs. F. He is an humble servant to Poible, my 
mother’s woman, and may win her to your interest. 

Mir. Caro is taken for that : she is won and worn 
by this lime. They were married this morning. 

Mrs. F. Who i ' 

Mir. Waitwcll and Foible. I would not tempt 
my servant to betray me by trusting him too far. if 
youi iiiotlier, in hopes to ruin roe, should consent to 
marry my pretended uncle, he might, like Mosca 
in the Fox, stand upon terms ; so I made him suro 
before- band. 

Mti.F, So, if my poor mother be caught in a 
contract, yon will discover the imposture betimes; 
and release her, hy producing a certificate of 
gallant’s foriuer marriage. 

Mtr. Yes, upon condition that she consent to mjr 
marriage with her niece, and surrender tbe moiety 
of her fortune in her possession. 

Mrs. F. She talked last night of endeavoDriog at 
a match between Millamant and your uncle. 

Mir. That was by Foible’s direction, and my in- 
struction, that slie might seem to carry it more 
privately. 

Mrs. F. Well, I have an opinion of yonr success ; 
for I believe my lady will do anything to get a 
husband ; and when she has this which you have 
provided for her, 1 supimse she will submit to any- 
thing to get rid of him. 

Mir. Yes, I think the good lady wonid marry 
anything that resembled a man, though ’twere no 
more than what a butler could pinch out of a napkin. 

Mrs.F. Female frailty ! we must all come to it. 
if we live to be old, and feel the craving of a false 
appetite when the true is decayed. 

Mir. An old woman’s appetite is depraved like 
llml of a girl — ’tis tlie green sickness of a second 
cJiildhood; and like tbe mint oiler of a latter spring, 
serves but to usher in the fall, and withers in an 
Mrs. F. Here’s your mistress, [affected bloom. 
Enter Mrs. Millamant, Witwould, mid 
Mincing. 

Mir, Here she comes, i’faith ! full sail, with liag. 
fan spread and streamers out, and a she^ of fritSl 
for tenders — eb ! no ; 1 cry hei meroy. 

Mrs.F. I see but one poor empty I 
tows her woman after him. 

Mir. You seem to be uDattended^ . 
used to have tUn ktan monde throng i 
B flock of gay, fine perukes hoverir 
Wit, lAe moths about a oandM 
have lost my oompariion for want 4 
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MiruMiXL Oh 1 Ibave doiiied nyiietf Ein to-dty. 

I hate walked ai feat throoKb the crowd— 

Wk* Af a faTOurite jnit disgraced \ and with as 
few followers. 

Jir«. MjiL Dear Mr. Witwoold, truce with your 
UBiiUiiide's ; for 1 am as sick of ’em — 

Wk* As a physician of a good air. I cannot help 
it, madam, though ’lis against myself. 

Mrs. Yet again! Mincing, stand between 
me and his wit. 

Wk, Do, Mrs. Mincing, like a screen before a great 
fire. 1 confess, I do blaze to-day, I am too bright. 

MrB»F, But, MiUainant, why were you so long? 

Mrs, M. Long! Lud! have I not made violent 
baste? 1 have asked every living thing I met for yon; 

I have ino^uired after yon, as alter a new fashion. 

Wit, Madam, trace with your similitudes: no, 
you met her husband, and did not ask him for her. 

Mir, By your leave, 'Wiiwould, that were like 
inquiring after an old fashion, to ask a husband for 
bis wife. [it. 

Wk, Hum ! a hit, a hit, a palpable hit, I confess 

Mir» You were dressed before 1 came abroad. • 

Mrs, MUL Ay, tliat’s true. Oli ! but then 1 b^ 
— Mincing, what bad I ? why was 1 so long? 

Jlftn. Oh I mem, your la’ship staid to peruse a 
paoquet of letters. 

Mrs, Mill. Oh ! ay, letters : I had letters ; 1 am 
nerseoiited with letters; I hate letters; nobody 
knows how to write letters; and yet one has ’em, 
one does not know why — they serve one to pin up 
one’s hair. 

Il^if. Is that the way? Pray, madam, do you pin 
up your hair with all your letters? 1 find 1 must 
keep copies. 

Mrs, Mtil, Only with those in verse, Mr. Wit- 
would. 1 never pin up iny hair with prose. 1 think 
1 tried once, Mincing. 

Mm, Oh! mem, 1 shall never forget it. 

Mrs, Mill, Ay, poor Mincing tiil'ed and lifTed all 
the morning. 

Min, Till 1 had the cramp in niy fingers. I’ll vqw, 
inem, and all to no purpose. But when ,>our la’siiip 
pins it up with poetry, ii sits so pleasant the next 
day as anything, and is so pure and so crips ! 

'}Vk. Indeed, so crips? 

Min, You’re such a critic, Mr. 'Witwould. 

Mrs, Mill, Mirnbeli, did you take exceptions last 
night? — Oh I ay, and went away. Now I^hiiik on’t 
I’m angry — No, now I think on't, I’m pleased; for 
I believe I gave you some puin. 

Mir, Does that please yon I 

Mrs. Mkl, Infinitely; 1 love to give pain. 

Mir, You would aneot a cruelty which is not in 
your nature; your true vanity is in the power of 
pleasing. 

Mrs, Mill, Oh I I ask your pardon for tliat. One's 
cruelty is one’s power, and when one parts with 
one’a cruelty, one parts with one’s power ; and when 
one has parted witli that, 1 fancy one’s old and u^ly. 

Af ir. Ay, ay, sufter your cruelty to ruin the object 
of your power, to destroy your lover ; and then now 
vain, bow lost a thing you’ll be ! The ugly and 
old, whom the looking-glass mortifies, yet after 
oommendation, oon be flattered by it, and discover 
beaotiei in it ; for that reflects our praises, rather 
thim your face. 

MUL Oh I the vanity of these men ! Fainall, 
a ye hear hitn? If they did not commend us, we 
wen not haiidsome! Now, you must know they 
MWClipt commwd one, if one was not handsome. 

[Tor's gift! Dear me, what is a lover, 
Why, one makes lovers as fast as 
' they live as long as one pleases, 
‘‘n as one ptegses; and then, if one 
I more. 

bty. Why, yod make ao more of 
I madam, than^f makiug so many 

AO more owes one's beauty to a 



lover, than one's wit to an echo : they can but reflect 
what we look and say ; vain* empty things, if we are 
silent or unseen, and want a beiog. 

Mir, Yet, to those two vain, empty things, yoo 
owe two of the greatest pleasures of your lifis. 

Mrs, Mill, How so? 

Mir, To your loveryou owe the pleasure of hear- 
ing yourselves praised ; and to an echo the pleasure 
of hewing yourselves talk. 

IVk, But 1 know a lady that loves talking so in- 
oessandy, she won’t give an echo fair play ; sbe has 
that Arerlasting rotation of tongue, that an echo must 
wait till she dies, before it can catch her last words. 
Mrs. Mill, Oh \ fiction. Fainall, let os leave these 
Mir, Draw oft* Witwould. (7'oAfjy.F.) [men. 
Mrs. F, Immediately. 1 have a word or two for 
Mr. Witwould. \Exk tokh Wkwoidd, 

Mir. 1 would beg a little private audience, too. 
You bad the tyranny to deny me last night; though 
you knew 1 came to impart a secret to you that 
concerned iny love. 

Mrs, Mill. Yon saw I was engaged. 

Mir. Unkind. You had the lemnre to entertain a 
herd of fools ; things who visit you from their ex- 
cessive idleness ; bestowing on your easiness that 
time, which is the incumbrance of their lives. How 
eau you find delight in such society? It is impos- 
sible titgy should admire you, they are not capable ; 
or if they were, it should be to you a mortification ; 
for, sure, to please a fool is some degree of folly. 

Mrs. Mill, 1 please myself: besides, sometimes 
to converse witn fools is for my health. 

AfirV Your health I Is there a worse disease than 
the conversation of fools ? [it, next to asafatidam 
Mrs. Mill. Yes, the vapours ; fools are physic for 
Mir, You are not in a coarse of fools? 

Mrs, Mill. Mirabell,if you persistin this ofTensive 
freedom, you’ll displease me. I think I must re- 
solve, after all, not to have you. We sha'n’t agree* 
Mir. Not io our physic, it may be. 

Mrs. Mill. And yet, our distemper, iu all likeli- 
hood, will be the same ; for we shall be sick of one 
another. I Nha’n't endure to be reprimanded, nor 
instructed ; ’tis so dull to act always hy advioe, and 
so tedioas to be told of one's faults, 1 can’t bear it. 
Well, I won’t have yon, Mirabell — I’mv'esolved— > 

1 think— You may go. Ha, lia, ha! What would 
you give that you could help loving me? 

Mir. I would give something that yon did not 
know I could not help it. [what do you say to me ? 

Mrs, Mill, Come, don't look grave, then. Well, 

Mir, I say that a man may as soon make a friend 
by his wit, or a fortune by his honesty, as win a 
wvoman with plain-dealing and sincerity. 

Mrs. Mill. Sententious Mirabell ! IV ythee, don't 
look with that violent and inflexible wise face, lij^e 
Solomon at the dividing of the child, in an old ta- 
pestry hanging. 

Mir, You ar(f merry, madam ; but I would per- 
suade yon for a moment to be serious. 

Mrs. Mill. What, with that face? No, if you 
keep your countenance 'tis impossible 1 should bold 
mine. Well, after all, there is something very 
moving in a love-sick face. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I 
won't laugh ; don’t be peevish. Heigho! Now I’ll 
be melanoholv ; as melancholy as a watch-light. 
Well, Mirabell, if ever you will win me, woo me 
now. Nay, if you are so tedious, fare you woU : I 
see they are walking away. 

Mir. Can you not find, in the vari^ dl^Mr 
disposition, one momedt — 

Mrs, Mill. To hear you tell me Foible Vlittried, 
and your plot likely to speed ? No. 

Mir, But bow came you to know it? 

Mrs. Mill, Without the help of ooidiiratioii, you. 
can’t imagine; unless she ahould tefi me herself. 
Which of the two it may have been, I will leave 
you tu consider ; aad when you have done thinking 
of thai , think of me, [JSrif wiM Mmemy, 

Mit, I have senuUiiog more— Gone ! Think of 


8 the way of the worle. 

joal to tbink of a whirlwind, tboach Hwere in a 
whirl wind, were a case of more stealy contempla- 
tion ; a very tranquillity of mind and mansion. ^ A 
fellow that fives in n windmill, lias not a more wbim- 
sioal dwelling than the heart of a man that is lodged 
in a woman. There is no point of the compass to 
which they cannot turn, and by which they are not 
turned ; and by one as well as another , for motion, 
not method, is theirocoupation. To know this, and 
yet continue to be in Jove, is to be made wise froiii 
the dictates of reason, and yet persevere to play the 
fool by the force of instinct. Oh ! here comes my 
pair of turtles. What, billing so sweetly ! is not 
Valentine's day over with you yet? — [Enter Wait- 
W£LL tmd FoipLi:.] — Sirrah, Wait well, why, sure, 
you think you were married for your own recrea- 
tion, and convenience. 

- Wmt. Your pardon, sir. With submission, we 
have, indeed, been billing ; but still with an eve to 
business, bir. I have instructed her as well as 1 
could. If she can take your directions as readily 
as my instrnctions, sir, your aflairs are in a pros- 

JUir, Give you joy, Mrs. Foible, [^porous way. 

Foi, Ob la! sir. I’m so ashamed. I m afraid mj 
lady has been in a thousand iiiquietudes for me. 

But 1 protest, sir, I made as much haste as 1 could. 

ITati. That she did, indeed, siia 

JPot. I told my lady, as you instructed ne, air, 
that I had a prospect of seeing Sir Rowland, your 
tiocle; gud that 1 would put her ladyship’s picture 
^ my pocket to shew him ; wiiich, I’ll be sure to 
oay, has made him so enamoured of her beauty, 
that he burns with impatience to lie at her ladyship’s 
feet, and worship the original. [eloquent in love. 

Mir. Excellent Foible ! Matrimony has made you 

Wait. I think she has profited, sir ; I think so. 

Foi. You have seen Madam Millamant, air? 

Mir. Yes. 

Foi. I told her, sir, because 1 did not know that 
you might find an opportunity ; she had so much 
company last night. [lime — (Gives money.) 

Mir. 1 our diligence will merit more ; in the mean- 

Foi. Oh ! dear sir, your humble servant. 

Wait. Spouse — 

Mir. Stand eff, sir; not a penny. Go on and 
prosper. Foible. The lease shall be made good, 
qnd the fanii stocked, if we succeed. 

Foi, I don’t question your generosity, sir ; and 
yoa need not doubt of suocebs. If you have no 
more commands, sir, I’ll be gone ; I’m sure my lady 
is at her toilet, and can’t dress till I come. Ob 
dear!- I’m sure that (lookmo out) was Mrs. Mar- 
wood that went by in a masa; if she has seen me 
with you I’m sure she’ll tell my lady. I’ll make 
haste home and prevent her. lour servant, sir. 

B’ye, Waitwell. [Exit. 

Wait. Sir Rowland, if you please. The jade’s 
so pert npon her preferment, she forgets herself. 

mir. Gome, sir, will yoo endMivour to forget 
yourself, and transform into Sir Rowland? 

Wait. Why, sir, it will be impossible I should 
remember myself. [Ejvit Mir,] Married, knighted, 
and attended, all in one day I ’lis enough to make 
qoj man forget himself. The diflicultj will be how 
to recover my acquaintance and familiarity with 
my former seff ; and fall from iny transformation to 
a refoiTnation into Waitwell. Nay, «I sha’n't be 
qoite the same 'Waitwell neither; for now I re- 
iT, I’m married » and can't be iny own a^n. 


AaMWe’s fw grief; thafa the sad change of life, 
iiue, wife. [JSjnt. 

Scene I. — A Room in I^y Wishfort^s house, 
JUi>Y WlSHPORf at her toilet, Peg waiting. 
''JSiidy.lJ^i.Hercifal! no news pf Foible yet? 

Kb, madam. 

VlT, I have no more patience — I have not 

..Jmyself till 1 am pale again, there’s no veracity 

^ in mb. feioh nte the red— the red, do you bear! 
^ errant’ «sh-ooloar, as Fm a person. Look you 
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how this weiMi afira! why dost thav not Ihtak'aw 
a little red? didst thoa not hear me, ntopaa? 

Peg. The red ratafia, does yoar ladyship mean* 
or the cherry brandy? 

Lady W. Ratafia, fool ! no, fool, not the imtafiar 
fool!^ Grant me patience! I mean the Spanish pa- 
per, idiot ; complexion. Darling paint, paW, paint ; 
dost Uiou understand that, changeling, dangling thy 
himds like bobbins before thee? why dost thou not 
stir, puppet? thou wooden thing upon wires. 

Pegr Lord, madam, your ladvsliip is so impatient! 

I cannot come at the paint, madam ; Mrs. Foible has 
locked it up, and carried tl»e key with her. 

Lady IV. Plague take you both ! Fetch me the 
cherry- brandy, then. [Evif Peg.] I’m as pale and 
as faint, I Took like Mrs. Qaalmsick, the curate’s 
wife, that’s always breeding. Wench, come, come, 
wench; whatart thou doing, sipping? taatingl save 
thee, dost thon not know the bottle? 

Enter Peg. with a bottle and china cup. 

Peg. Madam, I was looking for a cup. 

Lady W. A onp! save thee ; and what a oop hast 
t^^ou brought I dost thou take me for a fairy, to 
drink out of an acorn? why didst thon not bring thy 
thimble ? hast thou ne’er a brass thimble olimting 
in thy pocket with a bit of nutmeg? I warrant thee. 
Come, fill, fill. So, again. (Knocking heard.) See 
who that is. Set down the bottle first. Here, here, 
under ihc table. What, wouldst thon go with the 
bottle iti thy hand, like a tapster? [ Exit Peg.] Aa 
I'm a person, this wench has lived in an inn opoii 
the road before she came to me.— [Jfe-eti/er Peg.} 
— No Foible jet? 

Peg. No, madam ; Mrs. Marwood. 

Lady W. Oh ! Marwood ! let her come in. Come 
in, good Marwood. — [Enter Mits. Marwood.] 

Mrs. Mar. I’m surprised to find your ladyship in 
dishabille at this time of day. 

^ Lady [V. Foible’s a lost thing ; has been abroad 
since morning, and never beard of since. 

Mrf. Mar. I saw her hut now, as 1 came masked 
through the park, in conference with Mirabolt. 

Lady IF. With Mirabeil ! you call ray blood into 
iny face with mentioning that traitor. Shedarst not 
have the coufidence. I sent her to negociate an 
afl'air, in which, if I’m detected, I’m undone. If that 
wheedling villain has wrought imon Foible to detect 
me, I’m ruined. Oh! my dear friend, I'm a wretoh 
of wretches if I’m detected. [Foible’s integrity. 

Mrs. Mar. Ob ! madam, yon cannot sospect Mrs. 

Lady W. Oh ! he carries poisoto in bin tongue that 
would corrupt integrity itself. If she has given him 
an ouporlmiity, she has as good as put her integrity 
into nis hands. Ah! dear Marwood, what’s integrity 
to an opportunity ? Hark ! 1 hear her. Dear friend, 
retire into my closet, that I may examine her with 
more freedom. You’ll pardon me, dear friend, I can 
m^e bold with yon. There are books over the 
chimney : Quarles and Prynne, and the Short View 
of the Stage, with Runyan’s works, to entertain 
yon. [Exit Mrs. Mar.] Go, yoo thing, and send kar 
in.— [Exit Peg. Euler FoiBLE.]— Ohl FoiUe, 
where hast thou been? what bask thon been doing 1 

Foi. Madam, 1 have seen the party. 

Lady W, Bat what bast thou done? 

Foi. Nay, ’tis yoar lady ship has done, aq^ are to 
do ; 1 have only promised. But a man so enamoared 
— so transported! well, if^orabipping of piotnrea 
be a sin — poor Sir Rowland, 1 say. 

Lady W. The miniature has been counted like— 
But hast thou not betrayed me, Foible? Hast thon 
not detected me to that faithless Mirabeil? Wbal 
badst thou to do with him in the park? i 
has he got nothing out of thee? 

Foi. So mischief has been befoi 
what shall I say ? (Aeide.) Alas 1 
help it, if I met that confident thing? i 
If you had heard how he used me^ 
your ladytibip’s acoonnt, I’m safe j» 
suspect my fidelity. Nay, if that ** 
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I.«oali hm bone : but he had a flinc et 
Wikrlblraliipi I could not hold : bnt» { 

I’Adlb Mb hia own. 

lad^W^ Me ! what did the filthy fellow aaj? i 

jpbt. I nadam, *tia a abanie to aay what he 
aaid: with hie taolila and lleera, loaaing up hia ‘ 
note. " Hoin^’' aaya be, •* what, you are hatch- I 
iog aome ploV’ aaya he, ** you are ao earl v abroad ; I 
oroaleciiig^*' aaya he, ** feiTetlin{|[ for aome diabanded 
officer, I warrant. Half-pay la bat thin aubatat- ] 
once,” aaya he. ** Well, what peoaion doea your 
lady propoael Let me aee,’* aaya he, *' what, bhe 
muat oome down pretty deep now ahe’a aoperan- 
Doated," aaya be ; and — 

Ladjf IT. Odda my life! I'll have him murdered. 
Ill have him poiaoned. Where doea he eat? 1*11 
marry a drawer, to have him poiaoned in hia wine. 

FoL Poiaon him! poiaoninjj'a too good for him. 
Starve him, madam, atarve him ; marry Sir Row- 
land, and get him diainherited. Oh! you would 
bleaa vonraelf to hear what he aaid. 

JLflijy IT. A villain! auperannoated ! 

FaL Humph !’* aaya be, 1 hear you are layi^ 
deaigna againatme, too." aaya be, “ and Mra. Mil- 
lamant if to marry mv uncle;’’ he does not auanect 
a word of your ladyahip ; ** but," aaya he, I'll til 
you for that, 1 warrant you," aaya he ; ** I'll liimper 
yon for that," aaya he, ** you aiid 3 'ourold frippery, 
too," aaya he; “ I'll handle you" — 

Lady 'W, Audacioua villain! handle me! would 
be durat! Frippery! old rripiier\ ! Waa there evir 
such a foul-mouthed fellow ! t’ll he married to- 
morrow, I'll be contracted to-night. 

Foi. 'The sooner the better, madam. 

Lady W, Will Sir Rowland be here, aay’at thou ? 
when, Foible? 

Fou Incontinently, madam. No new sherifT a 
wife expects the return of her husband after knight- 
hood, with that impatirooe in which Sir Rowland 
burns for the dear honour Of kissing your ladyabip’s 
hand after dinner. 

Lady W. Frippery ! auperannoated frippery ! I'll 
frippery the villain ; I’ll reduce him to frippery and 
rags ; a tatterderaallion. 1 hope to see him hung 
with tatters, like a Long-lane pent-house, or a 

S ibbet thief. A slander-mouthed railer : 1 warrant 
lie spendthrift prodigal is in debt as much as the 
million lottery, or the whole court upon a birth- 
day. I’ll spoil his credit with his tailor. Yes, he 
shall have my niece with her fortune, he^hall. 

FVm. He ! 1 hope to see him lodge in Ludgate 
first, and angle into Blackfriara for brass farthings, 
with an old mitten. 

La^ W, Av, dear Foible ; thank thee for that, 
dear Foible. He baa pot me out of all patience. I 
shall never recompose my features, to receive Sir 
Rowland with any economy of face. The wretch 
has fretted me, that I am absolutely decayed. Look 
Foible. 

Foi, Your ladyship has frowned a little too 
ruhly, indeed, madam. There are aome cracks 
disoernable in the white varuish. 

LadyW. Let me see the glass. Cracks, say’st 
Uion? why, I am arrantly flayed: I look like an 
old peeled wall. Thou must repair me, Foible, 
before Sir Rowland comes ; or I shall never keep 
np to nty picture. 

I^i. I warrant you, madam ; a little art once 
made your picture like you ; and no\y a little of the 
same art must make you like your picture. Your 
piotare muat sit for you, madam. 

. •****‘® ®’**‘ Rowland will not 

fail to come?, or will be not fail when he does come ? 
will be be impocionate, Foible, and push ? for if he 
“^Vhe importunate — I shall never break de- 
die with oonfnaion, if I am forced 
ph! no, I can never advance : I shall 
dipd expect advances. No, 1 hope 
Ttter bred than to pat a Ipdy to the 
"^ng her forms. 1 won^t be too coy. 
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nmther.^ I won’t give him despair. Bat a Uttlo. 
disdain is not amiss : a little scorn is allnring. 

Foi. A little scorn becomes yoor ladyship. 

Lady W, Yen, but tenderness becomes me besL 
You see that piotnre has a sort of a— eh ! Foible 1— 
a Bwimraingnesa in the eyes. Yes, 1*11 look so. 
niece aflects it ; liut she wants features. Is Sir 
Rowland handsome? Let my toilet be removed; 
I’ll dress above. I’ll receive Sir Rowland here. la 
he handsome? Don’t answer me. I won’t know; 
I’ll Burprised; I’ll be taken by surprise. [maB* 
Foi. By storm, madam; Sir Rowland’i a brisk 
LadyW, Is he? Oh! then he’ll importone, if he’n 
a brisk man. I have a mortal terror at the apprehen- 
sion. Let my things be removed , goc^ Foible. [JBsR* 
Enter Mrs. Fainall. 

Mrs. F. Oh ! Foible, I have been in a fright, lest 
I should come too late. That devil, Marwood, caw 
you in the park with Mirabcll, and I’m afrud will 
discover it to my lady. 

Foi. Discover what, madam? 

Mrs. F. Nay, nay, pat not on that strange faee. 

I am privy to the whole design, and know that 
Wait well, to whom thou wert this morning msoried* 
is to personate Mirabell’s uncle, and as soeb, win- 
ning mv ladv, to involve her in those difficdlties 
from which Mirnbell only must release her, by bis 
making his conditions to have my coosin and her 
fortune left to her own disposal. 

Foi, Oh! dear madam, I beg yoor pardon. It 
was not my confidence in jour ladyship that waa 
deficieut; but I thought Ihe former good corres- 
pondence between your ladyship and Mr. Mirabell 
might have hindered his comnionicating this secret* 
Mrs, F, Dear Foible, forget that. 

Foi. Ob' dear madam, Mr. Mirabell is snob a 
sweet winning gentleman — But your ladyship is the 

S altern of generosity. Sweet iMy, to be so good! 

Ir. Mirabell cannot choose but to grateful. 1 find 
your ladyship has bis heart still. Now, madam, I 
can bafetv tell your ladyship our success. Mra* 
Marwood has told my lady ; but I warrant 1 Jna- 
naged myself. I turned it all for the better. I told 
my lady that Mr. Mirabel) railed at-ber. I laiA 
horrid things to his charge, I’ll vow ; and my lad^ 
is so incensed, that she'll be contracted to Sir 
Rowland to-night, she says. 

Mrs, F. Oh rare Foible ! 

Foi, Madam, I beg your ladyship to acquaint Mr* 
Mirabell of bis success. I would be seen as little 
as possible to speak to him ; besides, I believe Ma- 
dam Marwood watches me ; slie has a pmchmU; but 
1 know Mr. Mirabell can’t abide her. John, remove 
,niy lady’s toilet. Madam, your servant. Mj lady 
is so impatient, I fear she'll come for me iff stay. 

Mrs, F, I’ll go with you up the back stairs, lest 
I should meet her. [Ahmmf* 

Filler Mrs. Marwood. 

Mrs. Mar, Indeed, Mrs. Engine, is it thus with 
you? Are you become a go-between of this imports 
once? Yee, I shall watch you. Why, Ibis wenoh 
is the pas\-parlout, a very master-key to every 
bodj^'s strong box. My friend Fainall, have ymt 
carried it so swimmingly? I thought there wni( 
Bomethiug in it; but it seems ’tis over with joo* 
Your loathing is not from a want of appetite* tbeny, 
but from a surfeit : else you could never he so cool 
to Tall from % principal to be an asaistaot ; to pro- 
cure for him ! a pattern of generosity, tbnjt I oon- 
fess. Ob! man, man! Woman, woman 1 Tbo 
devil’s an ass : if I were a painter, 1 woald oraw 
him like an idiot, a driveller, with a bib and bells. 
Man should have his head and horns, and wobmii 
the rest of biro. Poor simple fiend! Madam Mar- 
wood has a penekaai, bathe can’t nbide her. Here 
comes the good lady, panting ripe ; with a heart 
full of hope, and a TOaa full oT care, like any che- 
mist upon the day of projection. 

EiU$r Lapy WiSHfORT. 

Lady W. Oh! dear Marwood, what shall I My 
« 134 
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Ibr thii rode forgetfolness 1 Bat my dear friend 
■U eoodneBt. [very well entertained. 

Mrt.'Uar. No apologies, dear madam. 1 have been 
' 'Ladii W, As I’m a person, I am in a very chaos 
td think Tshonld so forget myself; bnt I have snch 
an olio of uftairs, really I know not what to do. 
(Cofb.) Foible! I expect nephew, Sir Wilful, 
erery moment, too.— Why, Foible ! — He means to 
travel for improvement. 

' Mrs, Mar. Methinks Sir Wilful should rather 
think of marrying than travelling at his jear... I 
Itescr be is turned of forty. 

Lady W. Oh ! he’s in less danger of being spoiled 
by his travels. I am against my nephew's marrying 
too young. It Will be time enough when he comes 
back, and has acquired discretion to choose for him- 

Mrs, Mar. Methinks, Mrs. Millamant and he 
would make a very fit match. He may travel after- 
wards. ’Tisatliingvery usual with young gentlemen. 

Lady W, I promise you I have thought on’t; and 
since ^is your {udgment, IMl think on’t again. I 
assure you 1 will ; I value y our ju^ment extremely. 
On my word. I'll propose it . — [Knter Foible.] — 
Gome, come. Foible. I had forgot my nephew will 
be here' before dinner. I most make haste. 

Foi. Mr. Witwould and Mr. Petulant are come 
to dine witli your ladyship. ** 

Lady IF, Oh dear! 1 can't appear till I’m dressed. 
Bear Marwood, shall I be free with you again, and 
beg you to entertain ’em? I’ll make all imaginable 
baste. Dear friend, excuse me. [Exit with Foible. 

Enter Mrs. Millamant and Mincinc;. 

* Mrs, MilL Sure, never anything was so unbred 
as that odious man. Marwood, your servant. 

Mrs, Afar. You have a colour : what’s the matter ? 
Mrs.MiU. That horrid fellow, Petulant, has pro- 
voked me into a flame. I have broken my fan. Minc- 
ing^, lend me yonr’s^ Is not all the powder out of my 
Mrs. Mar. No. What has he aone? [hair? 
' Mrs, Mill. Nay, be has done nothing; he has only 
talked ; nay, he has said nothing neither but he has 
contradicted everything that has been said. For my 
part, I thought Witwould and he would have quar- 
relled. [have fit. 

Jlfhi. I vow, mem, I thought once they would 
Mrs.MiU. Well, ’tis a lamentable thing, I swear, 
thpt one has not the liberty of choosing one’s ac- 
quaintance as one does one’s clothes. 

Mrs, Mar. If wc had that liberty, we should be 
as weary of one set of acquaintance, though never 
sd good, os we are of one suit, though never so fine. 
A fool end a doifV stuff would now and then find 
days of grace, and be worn for variety. 

Mrs. MiU, I could consent to wear ’em, if they 
would wear alike ; bnt fools never wear out. They 
are such drap-de-berry things I without one could 
apve ’em to one's chambermaid after a day or two. 

Mrs, Mar, ’Twere better so, iifdeed. Or what 
fhink'yon of the play-house? A fine, gay, glossy 
fool sbonld be given there, like a new masking-habit 
flAsr the masquerade is over, and we^ have done 
wddi the disguise. For a fool’s visit is always a 
&gaise : and never admitted by a woman of wit, 
but to blind her affair with a lover of aense. If yon 
wotild but appear barefaced now, and own Mirabell, 
yon ought as eRSily put off Petnlant asd Witwould 
os yonr hood and scarf. And, indeed, ’tis time, for 
the town has found it ; the secret is grown too big 
fbr the, pretence: indeed, Millamant, you can no 
dhore conceal it than my Lad v Strammel can her face, 
Blit goodly face, which, in defiance of her Rbenish- 
wilt not be comprehended in a mask. 
‘"‘ftrd.MUl, I’ll take my death, Marwood, yoii are 
ntam ofMttofioRB^ than a decayed beanty, or a dis- 
Mincing, tell the men they may come 
up* is not dressing here ; their folly is less 

piOTflIyw your malice. [ExU Mmeiug.l The 
^ towa hnslkm itl what has it found? That Mira- 
bsH lovsoteelli bo more a secret, than it is a secret 
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that yon discovered it to my aodt, or thillhdimnKMi 
why yon discovered it is a secret. 

Mrs, Mar. Yon are nettled. 

Mrs, Mill. You’re mistaken. Ridientonef 
Mrs. Mar* Indeed, my desr, yon’ll tear another 
fan if you don’t mitigate those violent airs. 

Mrs. MUl. Oh, siUy ! Ha, ha, bh 1 I could Inngh 
immoderately. Poor Mirabell! His constancy to 
me has qnite destroyed his oomplaisanccf for all the 
world beside. I swear I never enjoined it him, to 
be so coy : if I had the vanity to think he would 
obey me, I wonld command him to abew more gal- 
lantry. ’Tis hardly well-bred to be so partionlar 
on one hand, and so insensible on the other. Bnt I 
despair to prevail, and so let him follow his own 
way. Ha, ha, ha! Pardon me, dear creature, I must 
laugh — ha, ha, ha! — though I grant yon ’tis a little 
barbarous. Ha, liai^ ha! 

Mrs. Mar. What pity ’tia so much fine raillery, 
and delivered with so significant gesture, shopld be 
so unhappily directed to miscarry! 

Mrs. Miii. Dear creature, I ask yonr pardon. I 
B\lear I did not mind yon. 

Mrs. Mar. Mr. Mirabell and you both may think 
a thing impossible, when I shall tell him by telling 
you — 

'Mr§. Mill. Oh dear! what? for, ’tis the same 
thing, if I hear it. Ila, ha, ha! 

Mrs, Afar.' That I detest him, hate him, madam. 
Mrs. MUl. Oh ! madam, why, so do 1. And yet 
the creature loves me. Ha, ha, ha ! How can One 
forbear laughing to think of it? I am a syhil if I am 
not amaxed to think what he can see in me. I'll 
lake my death, 1 think you are handsomer, and 
within a year or two as young. If you could but 
stay for me, I should overtake yon. But that can- 
not be. W’ell, that thought makes me melancholic. 
Now ril be sad. [sooner than you think. 

Mrs, Mar, Yonr merry note may be changed 
Mrs. Mill. D'ye say so? Then I’m resolved I’ll 
have a song to keep up spirits. 

Enter MINCING. 

Mm. The geiillenien stay but to comb, madam ; 
and will w'ait on you. 

Enter PLTiJLANTand WiTWoULD. 
Mrs.MiU, Is your animosity composed, gentlemen? 
Wit. Raillery, raillery, madam ; we have no ani- 
mosity ; we hit off a little wit now and then, hot no 
animosity,. The falling out of wits, is like the falling 
out of lovers. We agree in the main, like treble 
and bass. Eh ! Petulant? [to contradict — 

Pet. Ay, in the main. But when 1 have a humour 
Wit. Ay, when he has a humour to contradict, 
then I contradict, too. What ! I know my one. 
Then we contradict one another like two battledores ; 
for contradictions beget one another like Jews. 

Pet. If be says black’s black — ifl have a humour 
to say ’tis blue — Let that pass all’s one for that. 
If I have a hnmoul’ to prove it, it must be granted. 
Wit. Not positively must; but it may, it may. 
Pet. Yes, it positively must, upon proof positive. 
Wit. Ay, npon proofjiositive it must ; but npou 
proof presumptive it only may. That’s a logical 
distinction now, madam. 

Mrs. Mar. I perceive your debates are of import- 
ance, and very learnedly handled. • 

Pet. Importance is cue thing, and learning’s gn- 
otber ; but a debate’s a debate, that I assert. 

Wit. Petulant’s an enemy to learning ; he relies 
altogether on his parts. [me. 

Pet, No, I’m no enemy to learning; it harts not 
Mrs, Mar. That’s a sign, indeed, ’tie no' enemy 
to yon. [that have It. 

Pet. No, no ; ’tis no enemy to anybody but those 
Mrs, Mitt, Well, an illiterate roan's iiiy%erai|gk 
I wonder at the impndence of an illUemt0,lmn> tO 
offer to mgke love. 

Wit. That, I confess, I wonder at, 

Mrs, MUL Ah ! to marry an ignortnliT IhttI 
hsrdly read or write. 
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WlijidMidA m miD b6 m Ibrther from befaig 
be eeii*t read» (hen be if from being 
beng^Y the ordlotrj’i peid for Betting the pielm, 
and tbe periih prieet for reading the eeremeoj. 
Aind for tne rcet which if to follow, in both oatef, a 
man maj do it withont book; bo all’c one for that. 

Mrs^MilL D*ye hear the creature? Lord! here'f 
eompanj I I’ll be gone. [£»it mith Mincing, 

Enter Sill WILPOL Witwould in a riding-dress, 
and Footnum. 

Wit. In the name of Bartholomew and hiH fair, 
what have we hm? [know him Y 

Mrs, Mar. *TiByoar.brother, I fancy. Don't yon 
Wit. Not I. Vef, I think it is he. I’ve almost for- 
got him ; I hare not seen him since the revolution. 

Foot, Sir, my lady’s dressing. Here’s company ; 
if yon please to walk in, in the meantime. 

SirW, Dressing! hat, ’tis hot morning here 1 
warrant with yon in London ; we should coant it 
towards afternoon in our parts, down in Shrop- 
shire. Why, then, belike niy auntha’n’t dined yet; 
jFbot. Vour annt, sir? [eh! friend? 

Sir W, My aunt, sir? yes, my annt, sir, and j^nr 
lady, sir; your lady is mv aunt, sir. Why, what, 
dost thou not know me, nriend? Why, then, send 
somebody hither that does. How long hast thou 
lived with thy lady, fellow, cli? 

Foot, A week, sir; longer tlian any in the house, 
except my lady’s woman. 

Sir W" Why, then, belike thou dost not kn^w 
thy lady, if thou seest her; eli, friend ? 

Fool, Why, truly, sir, I cannot safely swear to 
her face in a morning, before she is dressed. *Tis 
like I may give a shrewd guess at her by thib time. 

Sir W, Well, pr’ythee, try what thou canst do; 
if thou canst not guess, inquire her out ; dost hear, 
fellow? and tell her, her nephew. Sir Wilfill Wit- 
Foot, 1 shall, sir. [would, is in the house. 

iSitr IT. Hold ye, hear me, friend; a word with 
yott^in your ear: pr’^lhee, who are these gallants? 

JPoof. Really, sir, 1 can’t tell ; here come so many 
here, ’tis hard to know ’em all. [Exif. 

Sir W, Oons ! thik fellow knows less than a 
starling; I don’t think a’ knows his own name. 

Mrs, Mar. Mr. Witwould, your brother is not 
behiiid-haud in forgetfulness. 1 fancy he has for- 
got you, too. [hers first, I say. 

Wit. I hope so. Tbe deuce take liim that remem- 
Sir W, Save yon, gentlemen and lady. 

Mrs, Mar, For shame, Mr. Witwould ; why won’t 
you speak to him? And you, sir. 

Wit. Petulant, spoak. 

Pet. It seems as if you had come a journey, sir; 
hem, hem! {Surveying him round.) 

W. Very likely, sir, that it may seem so. 
Pet. No offence, 1 hope, sir. [sir. 

Sir W, May be not, sir ; thereafter as ’tis meant. 
Wit, Smoke the boots, the boots; Petulant, the 
boots. Ha, ha, ha ! [boots. 

Pet. Sir, I presume upon the information of your 
Sir W. Why, ’tis like you may, sir: if you are 
not satisfied with tbe information of my boots, sir, 
if you will step to the stable, you may inquire fur- 
ther of my horse, sir. 

Pet, Vour horse, sir? your horse is an ass, sir. 
Sir JY. Do you speak by way of offence, sir? 
Mrs. Mar. The gentleman’s merry, that’s all, sir. 
’Slife! we shall have a quarrel betwixt a horse and 
an ass, before they find one another out. You musr 
not take anything amiss from your friends, sir. You 
are among your friends here, though it may be yon 
don’t know it. If I am not mistaken, you are Sir 
Wilful Witwould. 


Sir 9f. Right, lady ; I am Sir Wilful Witwould, 
1 1 wnte mvself; no ofienoe to anybody, 1 hope; 
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tbony ! what, Tony, i’fiiitb ! what, doat thod not 
knowme? BfrleAg, norl thee,thou artaobsAaood# 
and so bepenwigged. ’Sbeart! why dost oat i|MOkt ' 
art thou oveijoyd? [biotlier. 

Wit. Odso! brother, is it you? your serrant, 

Sir^ W. Your servant! why, your’s, sir. 

Wii,‘ No offence, I hope, brothePb 

Sir W. 'Sheart! sir, but there is, and mnoh of> 
fence. A plague! is this your inns-o’-conrt breed- 
ing, not to know your friends and your relations, 
your elders, and your betters? 

fTi^. Why, brother Wilful of Salop, yon may 
be as short as a Shrewsbury cake, if yon please. 
But I tell you, ’tis not modish to knowrelawons in 
town. ’Tis not tbe fashion here ;*’tis not, indeed, 
dear brother. 

Sir W. The fashion’s a fool ; and you’re a fop, 
dear brotbec. ’Sheart! I suspected this; by *r lady, 

I conjectured yon were a fop, since you began to 
change the style of your letters, and wnte on a scrap 
of paper, gilt round the edges, no bigger than a 
snbpcena. I might expect this when you left oflT 
•• honoured brother,” and hoping you are in good 
health,” and so forth, to begin with a' Rat me, 
knight, I’m sick of a last night’s debauch.” You 
could write news before you were out* of yonr 
time, when yob lived with honest Pimplenose, tlie 
attontjy of Fiirnival’s-inn, yon could entreat to be 
remembered then to your friends round the Wrekin. 

Pet, ’Slife! Witwould, were you ever an atlor- 
nev’s clerk, of the family of the Furnivals? Ha, ha! 

Wit. Ay, ay, hot that was but for awhile. Not 
long^ not long. Psha! I was not in my own power 
then. An orphan, and this fellow was my guardian; 
ay, ay, I was glad to consent to tliat, man, to come 
to London. He had the disposal of me then. If I 
had not agreed to that, I might have been bound 
’prentice to a felt-maker in Shrewsbuy ; this fellow 
would have bound me to a maker of felts. 

Sir W. ’Sheart ! and better than be bound to a 
maker of fops ; where, I suppose, you have served 
your time ; and now may set up for yourself, 

Mrs, Mar. You intend to travel, sir. 

Sir W. Belike I may, madam. 1 may ohanoe to 
sail upon the salt seas, if my mind bold. 

Pet, And the wind serve. 

Sir W. Serve or not serve, I sha'n't ask licence 
of you, sir; nor of the weathercock your con^- 
nion. I direct my discourse to the lad^v, sir. 'Tis 
like my aunt may have told you, madam; yes, I 
have settled my concerns, 1 may say now, uid am 
minded to see foreign parts. [at all adventures. 

Mrs, Mar. I thouglit you had designed for FVauoe 

Sir ir. 1 can’t tell that ; ’tis like I may, and ’tin 
like I may not. 1 am somewhat dainty in making a 
resolution, because when 1 make it, 1 keep it. I 
don't stanAshill I, shall I, then ; if I say’t, I’lldjo’t: 
but 1 have thoughts to tarry a small matter in town* 
to learn somewtiatof y our lingO' first, before I cross 
the seas. I’d gladly have a spice of your Frciidl, 
whereby to bold discourse in foreign countries. 

Mrs. Mar. Here’s an academy in town fov thul* 
and dancing, and carious accomplishments, oslov- 
lated purely for the use of grown gentlemen. 

Sir W. Is there? ’tis like there may. 

JIfrs. Mar, No donbt yon will return very nmeh 
improved. [whale-fibbing. 

Wit, Yes, refined like a Dutoh skipper from a 
Enter LadY Wishfort and Faiwali..'' 

LaduW. Nephew, yon are welcome. 

Sir W, Aunt, your servant. 

Fain, Sir Wilful, your most faithful servant. 

Sir W. Cousin Fainall, give me your band. 

Lady W. Cousin Witwould, your servant; Mr. 
Petulant, yonr servant. Nephew, yon are welcome 
again. Will you drink anything after year joomey, 
nephew, before yoh eat? dinner’s almost ready. 

Sir W, I’m Yery well, I thank yoo, annt; how- 
ever, I thank yon mr yonr oourteons offer. ’Sheart ! 
I wA.'i afraid yon would have been in the iashfoih, 
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NmadiMnsd to Wvo ibmt Toar 90 - 
(•tiwi. Hm’i jonr oontio Tonjr; beliko 1 iii«jo*t 
Odl hwWotber, for fear of offence. , • 

Wm Oh ! he’s arailer, nephew; my ooaain’a 
a wit : and jonr great wits always rally their best 
fifMBds to choose. When you have been abrpad, 
ne^Wf yoa*ll understand raillery better. {^amaU 
mm Jfrs. Manoood talk sporl.) 

Sir IT* ^Why, then, let him hold his tongue in 
the meantime, and rail when that day comes. | 
Enter MlNClNO. j 

JIm. Mem, I am come to acquaint your la’wip 
&OI dinner is impatient. 

. Sir W, Impatient! why, tlien, belike it won’t 
atM till I poll off my boots. Sweetlieart, can you 
befii me to a pair of slippers ? My man’s with his 
bones I warrant. 

Ladjf W, Fie, fie! nephew, yon would not pull 
off Toor boots here; m down into the hall; dinner 
shall stay for you. Mincing and Sir WJ] 

My nephew’s a little unbred; yon’ll pardon him, 
madam. Gentlemen, will yon walk? Marwoodl 

Mrs, Mar, I’ll follow you, madam, before Sir 
Wiifnl is ready. [Exetmt Lady W., Pet,, and WU. 

Fain, Why, then. Foible’s a procuress ; an er- 
rant, rank, match-making procuress. And I, it 
seems, am a husband, a rank husband ; and my 
wife a very errant, rank wife, all in the way, of the 
world. ’Sdeath! to be out-witted, out-jilted, out- 
matrimonied, and be outstripped by my wife; ’tis 
scurvy wedlock. 

Mrs, Mar. Then shake it off : yon have often 
wished for an opportunity to part; and no^ ^ou 
have it. But first prevent their plot; tlie half of 
Millamant’s fortune is loo considerable to be parted 
with, to a foe, to Mirabell. 

Fain. Ay, that had been mine, had you not made 
that food discovery; that bad been forfeited, bad 
they been married. My wife had added Instre to 
my dishonour by that increase of fortune. 1 could 
have worq ’em tipped with gold. 

Mrs, Mar, They may prove a cap of maintenance 
to yon still, if you can away with your wife. Yon 
married her to keep yon ; and if yon can contrive 
to have her keep yon better than you eapeoted, why 
ahonld yon not keep her longer than you intended 1 

Fain. The means, the means. 

Mrs. Mar. Discover to my lady your wife’s con- 
Auot ; threaten to part with her. My lady loves her, 
and will come to any composition to save her repu- 
tatioB. Take the opportunity of breaking it just upon 
the discovery of this imposture^ My lady will be en- 
ja|^d beyond bounds, and sacrifice niece and for- 
tune, and all, at that conjuncture. And let me alone 
to keep her warm ; if she should flag in her part, 1 
will not fail to prompt her. 

Fain. This has an appearance. 

Mrs, Mar, I’m sorry I hinted to my lady to en- 
deavour a match between Millamanband Sir W ilful ; 
that may be an obstacle. 

Fain, Oh! for that matter, leave me to manage 
him ; I’ll disable him for that ; be will drink like a 
Dane: after dinner. I’ll set his band in'. 

Mrs,' Mar. Well, bow do yon stand affected to- 
wards your lady? 

Fain. Why, ’faith! I’m tbinkingof it. Let me 
see : 1 am married already ; so that’s ovnr : my wife 
has played the jade with me ; well, that’s over, too : 
I never loved her, or if I had, why, that would have 
been over^ too, by this time : iealons of her I can- 
not be, for 1 am certain ; so there’s an end of jea- 
Iwy. Weary of her, I am and shall be — no, tliere’s 
no end of that ; no, no, that were too mncb to hope. 
Thna far ooncennuig my repose. Now for my repu- 
tatkn : as to my own, I married not for it; so that’s 
out of the question. [nourable. 

Mrs, Mm* Besides, you forget, msrriage is bo- 

Mam,. HtMp! ’faith ! and that’s well thought on. 

. Mansagesa honourable,^ as yon sayi^So, soT well, 
hew do wo-^rooeedf 
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jrr*. Vor. I iriU MMiiif. . Mw 
delivered to my lady at the time whan that jraiaal' 
who is to act Sir Rowtand is with her. Itiballeomd 
as from an unknown hand ; for the less I appear to 
know of the truth, the better I can play (he iooan* 
diary. Besides, I would not have Foible provoked 
if I could kelp it, because, yon know, sue knows 
some passages — ^nay, I expect all will come ont^ 
but let the mine be sprung first, and then t care not 
if I be discovered. 

Fain. If the wont come to the worst, I’ll tom 
my wife to grass : I have already a deed of settle- 
ment of the best part of her estate, which 1 wheedled 
out of her; and that you shall partake at least. 

Mrs, Mar. I hope you are convinced that I hate 
MirabeU now ; you’ll be no more jealous. 

Fai$t, Jealous ! no, by this kiss. Lei husbands be 
jealous ; but let the lover still believe : or, if be 
doubt, let it be only to endear his pleasure, and 
prepare the joy that follows, when be proves his 
mistress true. But let husbands’ doubts convert 
to endless jealousy; or if they have bdief, let it 
cor upt to superstition, and blind credulity. I am 
single, and will herd no more with ’em. True, 1 
wear the badge, but I’ll disown the order, ^d 
since I take my leave of ’em, I care not if I leave 
’em a common motto to their common crest. 

Ail husbands must or pain or shame endure: 

The wise too jealous are, fools too secure, [A mml . 

• ACT IV.»SCENB I.— TAe same. 

Euler Lady Wishfort and Foible. 

Ijody W. Is Sir Rowland coming, say’st thou. 
Foible] and are things in order? 

Foi. Yes, madam. I have put wax-lights in the 
sconces, and placed the footmen in a row in the 
hall, in their best liveries, with the coachman and 
postillion to fill up the equipage. 

Lady W, Have you pnlvilled the coachman and 
postillion , that they may not stink of the stable, when 
Foi. Yes, madam. [Sir Rowland eomesWt 
Lady W. And are the dancers and the mosio ready, 
that he may be entertained in all points with corres- 
pondence to his passion 7 
Foi. All is ready, madam. 

Lady W. And — well, and how do I look, Foible 1 
Foi. Most killing well, madam. 

Lady W. Well, and how shall I receive him? in 
what shall 1 give bis heart the first impres- 
sion ? Thefe is a great deal in the first impression. 
Shall I sit?— No, I won’t sit-I’ll walk— ay, I’U 
walk from the door opon his entrance ; and then tom 
full upon him — no, that will be too sudden.' I’ll lie 
— ay, I’ll lie down-o-I’ll receive him in my little 
dressing-room. There’s s couch — yes, yes. I’ll give 
tbe first impression on a couch — I won’t lie neither, 
but loll and lean upon one elbow, with one foot a 
little dangling off, jogging ina thoughtful way; yes, 
and then as soon as he appears,'Start, sy, start and 
be surprised, and rise to meet him in a pretty dis- 
order— yes— oh! nothing is more aUanoK than n 
levee from a conch in some confnsim : it shews tbe 
foot to advantage, and furnishes with blushes, and 
re-oomposing airs beyoud oomparison. Hark I 
Foi, ’Tis be, msdam. . [there’s a coach. 

W. Ob dear! has my nephew made hb ad^ 
dresses to Millsmant ? ^ [the ptiloor. 

Fot. Sir Wilful is set in to drinking, madam, 10 
Lady W. Ods my life! I’ll send him to her. Call 
her down. Foible ; bring her hither. I’ll send him 
as I go; when they are together, then come to mo. 
Foible, that I may not be too long alone with Sir 
Rowland. [R^ 

Enter Mrs. MiLLAMARt and Mrs. Fmmauu 
Foi. Mgdam, I staid here to (ell your ladni^ 
that Mr. MirabeU has waited Ibis half-hbur wt aq 
opportonity to talk with yon. ThoojA my lady’a 
oruers were to leave you and Sir Wilful UMuthar. 
Shall I teU Mr. Mirabell that you are at Ii^ra? > 
Mrt.MUU No. What would the deAr nmlii^fl 
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kSn^Miiw anothar time. (Xepetaing,) 

‘nw^MMT f«t WM wonuitt made, 

Nor ahalli but to be curs'd. 

Mra.F» Yon are very fond of Sir John Sackling 
to-day, Millainant, and the poetn. 

Sits, Mul. Het ay, and filthy verses, so I am. 

Poi. Sir Wilful is oomiug, madam. Shall I send 
Mr. Mirabel! awayl 

Mrs. Mill, Ay, if voa please, Foible, send him 
away, or send him hither, just as you will, dear 
Foible. 1 think 1*11 see him: shall I? ay, let the 
wretch come. (RepetUing.) 

Thfnle u yontb of the inapired train,— 

Dear Fainall, entertain Sir Wilful thou hast phi- 
losophy to niidereo a fool ; thou art married, and hast 
patience ; 1 would confer with iny own thoughts. 

Mrs, F. I am obliged to you, that you would make 
me yonr proxv in this aflair ; but I have liusineMs of 
lyr own.— [filler SIR WiLPiiL Witwould.]— 
On ! Sir Wilful, you are CQine at the critical instant. 
There's your mistress, up to the ears in love and 
contemplation *, pursue your point, now or never. 

^ir W. Yes, iny aunt will have it so : 1 would 
gladly have been encouraged with a bottle or two, 
because I'm somewhat wary at first, before 1 am 
acquainted ; but I hope, after a time, 1 shall break 
my mind — that is, upon further acquaintance. {Mil- 
lamant vaalhs about rspealutg to herself.) So, for the 
tfresent, oonsiu. I'll take my leave. If so he you’ll 
ne so kind to make my excuse. I’ll return to v/fy 
company. [be daunted. 

Mrs.F, Oh fie! Sir Wilful, what, you must not 

Sir W, Daunted I no, that’s not it, it ia not so 
much for that ; for if so be that f set on’t. I’ll do't. 
But only for the present, ’tit» .suflicient till further 
aoouaintanne. that’s all : vour servant. 

Mrs. F. Nay, I’ll swear you sliull never lose so 
favourable an opportuiiit ifl can help it. I’ll leave 
yon together, and lock the door. [F.vit with Foible. 

Skr W, Nay, ni^, cousin, 1 have forgot niv gloves. 
What d’ye do? ’Sheort' u'lias lucked the door, in- 
deed. I think ; nay, cousin Fainall, open the door; 
psha! wliat a vixen trick i» this! Nay, now a'lias 
seen me, too. Cousin, I made hold to pB.sa through 
as it were — I think this door’s euchuiiled. 

Mrs. Mill. {Repeating.) 

" I pv’ythM tpara ne, g«uUfl boy, 

Fumi um no more fur that alisbt toy. 

Sir W, Anaii? cousin, your servant. • 

Mrs.MiU. {Repeating.) 

That loobih triflo of « hoartw 

Sir Wilful! [cousin? 

Sir W. Yes ; your servant. No ofTeooe, 1 hope, 

Mrs. Mill. {Repeating.) 

1 iweBr It will not do iu part, 

Tbough tbou doit tliina. omploy’it tby powov and art. 


vaa mtnoi ' U 

mr W. DMT.biMt! tbal'. nMh-Ntot Oifflik 
should hate ’em both! ha! ’tis like yod' 
are some can't relish the town, and bdii^ onY 
away with the country, 'tis like you may M dde df 
those, cousin. 

Mrs, Mill. Ha, ha, ha! Yes, tis like I may; Too 
have nothing farther to say to me ? 

Sir W, Not at present, oonsin. 'Tis like, when I 
have an opportunity to be more private I may break 
my mind in some iiieasare. 1 conjecture yon part! jr 
guem ; however, that’s as time shall try : but, ** spare 
to speak and spare to speed,” as they say. 

Mrs.MiU. If it be of no great imporunoe, Sir 
Wilful, you will oblige me by leaving lUO. I liUVe 
just now a little business. 

Shr W. Enough, enough, coosin : yes, yes, all a 
case; when you’re disposed. Now’s as well as an- 
other time ; and another time as well as now. All's 
one for that. Yes, yes, if yonr concerns call you, 
there’s no haste; it will keep cold, as they say. 
Cousin, your servant. I think this door s locked. 

Mrs. Mitt. You may go this way, sir. 

Sir SV. Your servant: then, with yonr leave,, 
ril return to my company. [B:ftl. 

Mrs. Mill. Ay, ay ! Ha, ha, ha ! {Repeating.) 

Like I'habuB lung the no leta an’rona boy. ' 

^ Filler Mir ABELL. 

Mir. (Repeating.) 

1 ike Daphne the, ei lovely and aa coy. 

Do you lock yourself up from me to make my searoli 
more ciirioti^i? Or is this pretty artifice contrived 
to siguify that here the chase must end, and my 
pursuit be crowned, for you can flv no furtber? 

Mrs. Mill. Vanity! No, I’ll fly and be foUowed* 
to the last luoiiient; though I am upon the very 
verge of matrimony, 1 expect you should solioU me 
as much as if 1 were wavering at the grate of a 
monastery, with one foot over llie threshold. I’ll 
be solicited to the very last, nay, and afterwards. 

Mir. WIint, after tfie last? 

Mrs. Mill. Oh ! 1 shonld think 1 were poor, and 
had nothing to bestoiv, if 1 were redneed to inglo- 
rious ease ; aud freed from the agreeable fatigues ot 
solicitation. 

Mir. But do not you know, that when favours 
arc couferred upon instant and tedious solicitation, 
that they diiniiiisli in the^value, and that both the 
giver loses the grace, aim the receiver lessens bis 
pleasure? 

Mrs.MiU. It may be in tilings of common apj^- 
oatioD ; but never sure in love. Oh ! I bate alover. 
that can dare to think he draws a moment's air, ia- 
flependcnt on the bounty of bis mistress. There is 
not so impudent a thing in nature, as the sau^ look 
of an assured man, confident of success. The pe- 


Natnral, easy Sucklinjg ! 

Sir W, Anan ? Suckling! No snob suckling nei- 
ther, ooasin, nor stripling: 1 thank heaven, I’m no 
minor. 

Mrs.MiU. Ah! rustic, ruder than Gothic. 

Skr W, Well, well, I shalbonderstand your lingo 
one of these days, ooasin ; in Uie meanwhile, I must 
answer in plain English. [Wilful ? 

Mrs, MM, Have you any business with me, Sir 

Skr Not at present, cousin. Yea, 1 made bold 
to see, to come and know if that bow yon were dis- 
posed to fetch a walk this evening ; if so be that I 
might not be troublesome, I would have sought a 

Mrs, Mitt, A walk 7 what then 7 [walk with you. 

Skr W, Nay, nothing; only for the walk’s sake, 
that's all. 

^ Mrs, MUl, I nauseate walking ; 'tis a country 
diversion ; 1 loathe the oonntry, and everything that 
relates to it.* 

Skr W, Indeed ! ha! lookye, lookye, you do 7 nay, 
’tis like you may : here are choice of pastimes here 
in !owh, as plays and the like, that must be con- 
fessed; iadeed. 

Mfa^MUL Ah, VRoitrdk! I bate the town, too. 


daotic arrogance of a very husband has not so prag- 
matical an air. Ah ! I’ll never marry, unless I am 
first made sure of my will and pleasure. 

Mir. 'Would }oa have ’em both before marriage? 
or will you be contented with only the first now, and 
stay for the other till after grace 7 
Mrs. MUL All! don’t be impertinent. My dear 
liberty, shall 1 leave thee 7 My faithful Bolitade,niir 
darling contemplation, must 1 bid you, then, adienT 
Ay, adieu, my morning thoughts, agreeable wak- 
ings, indoleiit^lnuibers, ye dowers, ye sommeiii on 
ntatkSf adieu ! I can’t do t ; 'tis more than impos- 
sible: positively, Mirabell, I'll lie a-bedin amorn- 
ing as mng as I please. [_! please* 

ilfir. I'lien I'll get up in a morning as early as 
Mrs. Mitt. Ah ! idle creature, get op when yon 
will; and, d’ye bear 7 I won’t be called names atler 
I’m miirried: positively, I won't be called names. 
Mir. Names! 

Mrs.MiU. Ay, as wife, spouse, my dear, joy, 
jewel, love, sweetheart, ana the rest of that nau- 
seous cant, in which men and their wives ok so 
fulsoiiiely familiar ; 1 shall never bear that. Com 
M irgbell, don’t let at be ftmiliar or fondi nor kite 
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jpiy Lady Fadlar and Sir Fimii ; 
aar'flo.ia.fjiiMio together the firitSaoday in a new 
chariots to proroke eyes and whispers; and then 
■efoc^ teen there together again ; as if we were 
ptdvd of one another the first week, and ashamed 
of one another ever after. Let us never visit 


bred as if we were not married at all. 

^ Mir, Have von any more conditions to offer 1 
hitherto, your demands are pretty reasonable. 

Mrs,MilL Trifles, as liberty to pay and receive 
visits to and from whom I please ; to write and re* 
oeive letters, without interrogatories or wry faces 
wn your part ; to wear what 1 please ; and choose 
oonversation with regard only to my own taste ; to 
have no obligation upon me to converse with wits 
that I don’t like, because they are your acquaint- 
ance ; or to be intimate with fools, because they 
may be your relations. Come to dinner when I 
please, dine in my dressing-room when I’m out of 
humour, without giving a reason. To have my 
closet inviolate *, to be sole empress of ray tea- 
table, which you must never presume to approach 
without first asking leave. And lastly, wherever 
I am, yon shall always knock at'tlie door before 
you come in. These articles subscribed, if I con- 
tinue to endure you a little longer, 1 may by de- 
grees dwindle into a wife. 

Mir, Your bill of fare is something advanced in 
this latter account. Well, have I liberty to oiler 
conditions, that when you are dwindled into d*wife, 

I may not be beyond measure enlarged into a hus- 
band? 

MUl, You have free leave; propose your utmost; 
speak, and spare not 

Mir, I thank you. Imprimis then, I covenant 
that your acquaintance be general ; that you admit 
no s.wom confidant or intimate of your own sex ; 
no she friend to screen her aifairs under your 
oountenniice, and tempt you to make trial of a mu- | 
tual secrecy. No decoy-dnok to wheedle you a 
fop-scrambling to the play in a mask ; then bring 
you home in a pretended fright, when you think 
you shall be found out ; and rail at me for missing 
the play, and disappointing the frolic which you 
bad to pick me up and prove my constancy. 

Mrs, Mill. Detestable imprinus! 1 go to the 


pl^ in a mask ! 

JWar. Item, I article that you continue to^ like 
your own face, as long as I shall : and while it 
pMS«s current with me, that you endeavour not to 
new coin it. To which end, together with all vi- 
UBrda for the day, 1 prohibit all masks for the night 


Bids for the day, 1 prohibit all 
node of oil’d skins, and 1 know not what— hog's- 
bones, hare’s-gall, pig-water, and the marroyv of 
m roasted cat. In short, I forbid idl commerce with 
Ibe gentlewoman in What-d’ye-cail-it court. Item, 

I shut my doors against all procuresses with bas- 
kets, and pennyworths of muslin, Chinn, fans, &c. 
Iteto, when you shall be breeding — 

Mrs, Mm, Ah ! name it not. - 

Mir, I denounce against all straight lacing, 
eqneiieBiDg for a shape, till you mould my boys 
h'eafflihe a sugar-loaf, and instead of a man-child, 
make me father to a orooked-billeK Lastly, to i 
the dominion of the tea-table I submit ; but with* 
proviso, that you exceed not in your province ; 
bnt restrain yourself to native and simple tea-table 
drjhiks, as tea, chocolate, and ooflee. As like- i 
wiio to genuine and authorized tea-table talk, suoh 
eb meiraing of fashions, spoiling reputations, 
ent friends, and so forto ; but that on 
iNfUPOflfBttt you encroach upon the men’s preroga- 
five^ rdkd presame to drinK healths, or toast fel- 
lovirf ; 4^prerention of wbiob I banish all foreign 
toroMt inxiliilries to the'tea-table, as orange- , 
brBlidy,,m awblseed, ciiinainou*, citron, and Bar- 
Imdoes-wMers, togetbet with ratafia, and the most 
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! py-wator, and all dormitives, tboso 1 olioir* YpM 
provisos admitted, in other thiaga 1 may prolre B 
tractable and complying hasboBd* 

Mrs, Mill, Oh ! horrid provisos ; filthy strong, 
waters. I toast fellows, odioue meol I bote 
your odious provisos. 

Mir. Then we’re agreed. Shall I kiss your band 
u{)on the contract? And here comes one to be B 
witness to the sealing of the deed. 

Enter Mrs. Fainall. 

Mrs. Mill. Fainall, what shall Idol shall 1 have 
him ? I think I must have him. [you do ? 

Mrs, P. Ay, ay, take him, take him ; what should 

Mrs. M. Well then — I’ll take my death I’m in » 
horrid fright— Fainall, I shall never say it — well — 

I think — I’ll endure you. 

Mrs. F. Fie, fie ! have him, halve him, and tell 
him so ill plain terms ; for I am sure you have a 
mind to him. 

Mrs. Mill. Are you ? -I think I have, and tlie 
horrid man looks as if he thoaglit so too — well, 
you ridiculous thing you, I’ll have you — I won’t 
be kiss’d, nor I won't be thank’d — here, kiss my 
hand thongh — so hold yonr tongue now, don’t say 
a word. 

Mrs, F, Mirahell, there’s a neeessity for yonr 
obedience ; you have neither time to talk nor stay. 
My mother is coining; and, in my conscience, if she 
slyrald see you, would fall into fits, and may be 
not recover time enough to return to Sir Rowland, 
who, as Foible tells me, is in a fair way to suooced. 
Therefore spare your ecstasies for another occa- 
sion, and slip down the back-stairs, Where Foible 
waits to consult yon. 

Mrs. Mi//. Ay, go, go. In the meantime. I’ll sup- 
pose you have said something to please me. 

Mir, I am all obedience. [Rjril. 

Mrs.F. Yonder’s Sir Wilful, drunk; and so 
noisy, that my mother has been forced to leave Sir 
Rowland to appease him, but he answers her erfiy 
with singing and drinking ; what they may have 
done by this time I know not, but Petulant and he 
were upon quarrelling as I came by. % 

Mrs. Mill. Well, if Mirahell should not make a 
good husband, I am a lost thing ; for I find I love 
him violently. 

Mrs, F. So it seems ; for you mind not what’s 
said to yoji. If you doubt him, you had better take 
up with Sir Wilful.. 

Mrs. Mill. How oan you name that superanu- 
ated lubber? fob ! 

Hnler WiTWOULD. 

Mrs. F. So, is the fray made up, that you have 
left ’em ? 

Wit, Left ’em ? 1 could stay no longer ; I have 
laugh'd like ten christenings — I am tipsy with 
laughing — ^yes, yes, the fray is composed ; my lady 
oame in and stopt tlie proceedings. 

Mrs. Mill, what was the dispute ? 

WU. That’s the jest; there was no dispnte. 
They could neither of ’em speak for rage-; and so 
fell a sputtering at one another, like two roasting 
apples. — [Enter Petulant, drunkJ] — ^Now, Petu- 
lant, all’s over, all’s well ; ’gad ! my bead begins 
to whim it about ; why dost thou not speak ? Ibou 
art both as drunk and as mute as a fisn. 

Pet. Look you, Mrs. Mitlamant, if you oan love 
me, dear nymph — say it — and that’s the oonetB- 
sion — pass on, or pass off, that’s all. 

Wit. Thou hast uttered volumes, folios, in less 
than deemo sexto, my dear Laoedemonian. Siifnih,' 

I Petulant, thou art an epitomizer of words. 

. Pet, Witwonid, you are an annihilator of SOBSO*' 

Wit. Thou art a retailer of phrases : and Atot 
I deal in remnants of remnants, like a maker ed pSn- 
; oushioM thou art m truth (raetaphorioally f^Mdc- 
f ing) a speaker of short-hand . 

Pet. Thou art (without a figure) jutl onehatf of 
^auass, and Baldwin yonder, thy ndlM^rotber, 'is 



SOtHBl.] T8S WATOr TmWAWBk 

iIm nwt; tfmim sT. would Mkojait L euoogb-^ toaoeoi, ir the TtrUm, 

IbarofvoB. ■*. . - _ ... 

Mrs,Mia» Wlnt wm the qaarreH 
Pa, There waa nd qaarret ; there might hare 
been a qaerrel. 

fTito Ifthere had been words enow between ’em 
to bare eapressed provocation, they had gone to< 


' gather by tne ears like a pair of castanets. 

Pa, Yon were the quarrel. 

Mrt,MUL Mel 
Pa, If I have the humonr to quarrel, I can make 
less matters conclude premises; if yonarenothand> 
some, wliat then, if 1 have humour to prove itl If 
I shall have my reward, say so ; if not, fight for 
your fiice the neat time yonrself. I’ll go sleep. 

Wit. Do, wrap thyself up like a wood-louse, and 
dream revenge ; and bear me, if thou canst learn to 
write by to-morrow morning, pen me a challenge ; 
I’ll carry it for thee. 

Pa, Carry your mistress’s monkey a spider; go 
flay dogs, and read romances : I’ll go to bed to my 
maid. [Exit. 

Mrs.F, He’s horridly drunk. How came yM 
all in this pickle? 

Wit, A plot, a plot, to get rid of the knight. 
Your husband’s advice; but he sneaked off. 

EtUer Sir Wilful Witwould, drunk, and Lady 

WlSHFORT. 

LfOif W. Ont upon’t, oat npon’t 1 At years of dis- 
cretion, and coi^ortyourselt at this rantipole raid! 
Sir IT. No offence, aunt. 

Lady W. Offence! as I’m a person. I’m ashamed 
of yon — fogh ! how you stink of wine j D’ye think 
my niece will ever endure such a Borachio? you’te 
an absolute Borachio. 

SW W. Borachio! 

Leufy W, At a time when you should commence 
an amour, and put your best foot foremost — 

A’tV ir. 'Slieart! an ^ou grutcli me your liquor, 
make a bill ; give me more drink, and take luy 
purse, (^’tn^s.) 

Pr’yiliefl, fill m« tha gUts 
- Till ii Imugh in «ny facn, 

With nle tliat ia potent mil niolloiv | 
ll« that whines for a leas 
la an ignorant ass, 

For a bumper has not its fellow. 

But if you would have me marry my oousin, say 
tlie word, and I'll do’t. Wilful will do’t, that’s 
the word ; Wilful will do’t, that’s my csest; my 
motto I have forgotten. 

^ Lady W. My nephew’s a little overtaken, cou- 
sin ; but ’tis with drinking your health. O’my word, 
you are obliged to him-^ 

Sir W, In vino veritas, aunt. If I drunk your 
health to-day, cousin, I am a Borachio. But if yon 
have a vnind to be raurrted, say the word, and send 
for the piper : Wilful will do’t. If not, dost it away, 
and let’s have t’other round. — Tony, ods-heart ! 
where’s Tony 7 Tony’s an honest fellow; but he 
spits after a bumper, and that's a fault. (Sinyt.) 

We'll drink, nnd we'll nevex ha’ done, boyt. 

Yat the rIm* then, aronnd with the ran,l»ojrSi 
Mt Apnllo’k example invite ns | 

I'ur he's drank every night. 

And that makea him ao bright. 

That he’s ahlo next morning to light ua. 

The son’ll a good pimple, an honest soaker; he has 
a cellar at your Anlipodes. If I travel, aunt, I 
touoii at your Antipodes. Your Antipodes ore a 
good, rascally sort of topsy-turvy fellows : if 1 had 
a bninper, I d ptand upon my bead, and drink a 
liMlth to em. A match or no match, cousin with 
the haid name! Aunt, WUful will do’t. 

Mrs, Your pardon, madam ; I can stay no 
longer: &r Wilful grows very powerful. 1 sball 
be OTeroome, if I stay. Come, cousin, 
r J mr Afr*. JlfilL flild ifw. F. 

IT. 1^ womd poison a tallow-ohaiidJer and 
hif familv. Begstly creature ! I know not what to 
do with him. Travel, quotha! ay, travel, travel! 
get mee gone, get tbM gone! get thee but far 


I Turks; for thou art not fit to live fo -n ChrietiM 
I commonwealth, thou beastly pagan 1 
I S^ W, Turks ! no ; no Turks, annt : yvarTatlut 
■ we infidels, and believe not in the Krq>e.i. Yonc 
Mahometan, your Mussulman is a my stinkard. 
No olfenoe, aunt. My map says that yonr Turk is 
not 80 honest a man as yonr Christian. I oannot find 
by the map that your Mnfti is orUiodox ; whereby 
It 18 a plain case, that orthodox is a hard word, aunt. 
aad^Atccup) Greek for olaret. (Sings,) 

Jo drink is a CbrUHan divenion. 

Unknown to the Turk or the Pcnlnni 
Let Mahometan fools 
Live by hsothonish mlot, 

And bo damn’d over tea-eups an^coShe» 

But let Utifish lads sins, 

Crown a health to tha kinff. 

And a fig ior yoar sultan and 

Enter Foidle, and whispers Lady WishforK 
£h, Tony ! 

Lady w. Sir Rowland impatient? Good lack! 
what shall I do with this beastly tumbrel? Go, lie 
down, and sleep, you sot ; or, as I’m a person, I’ll 
have yon bastinadoed with broomsticks. Call np 
the wenches with broomsticks. 

Sir W. Ahey ! wenches, where are the wenobea? 
Lady W. Dear cousin Witwonld get him away, 
and you will binll me to yon inviolabty. I have an 
aflair of moment that invades me with some pre- 
cipitation : yon will oblip me to all faturity. 

Wit. Come, knight— nlague on him, I don’t know 
what to say to him — Will yon go to a cook-roatob ? 
Sir |Y. With a wench, 'Tony? 

Wit. Horrible ! he has a breath like a bagpipoyiM 
Ay, ay ; come, will yon march, my Salopian? 

A’lV W. Lead on, little Tony ; I’ll follow thee, 
my Anthony, my Tantbony. Sirrah, thon shalt be 
my Tanthony, and I’ll be thy pig — •* And a figjbr 
your sultan and Sophi.” [ Exit with Wit. andPoi. 

Ididy W. This will never do. It will never make 
a match ; at least, before he has been abroad. 

Enter Waitwell, disguised as Sir Rowland, 

Dear Sir Rowland, I am confounded with confusion 
: at the retrospection of my own rudeness. I have 
more pardons to ask than thp pope distributes in the 
Tear of jubilee : but I hope where there is likely to 
be so near an alliance, we may unbend the severity 
of decorum, and dispense with a little oeremony. 

ITaif . My impatience, madam, is the effect or mj 
transport; and till I have the possession of your 
adorable person, I am tantalized on the rack, and 
do but hang, madam, on the tenter of expectation. 

Lady W, Von have excess of gBllaDtry,Sir Row* 
land ; and press things to a coDMosion, with a moat 
prevailing veheinence-*-Bot a day or two, for do* 
oen^ of marriage. 

\rait. For decency of funeral, madam. The de- 
lay will break my heart; or, if that should fail, I 
shall be poison'd.* My nephew will get an inkling of 
my designs, and poison me ; and I wonld willingly 
starve him before I die : I would gladly go ont of 
the world with that aatisfaction. That would be soma 
comfort to me, if I could but live so long as to be 
revenged on that unnatural viper. 

Lady W, la be so uunaturd, say you? Truly X 
would contribute much both to the saving of your 
life, and the accomplishment of your revenge. Kot 
that 1 respeot myself, tliough be has been a per- 
fidious wretch to me. 

Wmt. Perfidious tqyoo ! 

La^ W. Ob! Sir Rowland, the hours that bo 
has died away at my feet; the tears that be bae 
felt ; the trances and tremb4nga : the ardonrs and 
the ecMtaoies; the kneolingt and the risings; the 
hear t-beavings and the hand-gripings ; the pangs 
and tlie pathetic regards of his protesting eyes : 
oh! no memory can register. [He dies! 

the rebel my rival? 
Lady W, No, doa*tkP; ^*tm at once, Sir Row- 
land i starv-e him grndnaAj, inch by inob. 
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foot; in n month, oat at knees with betfginff an 
nlnue He aball starve upward and upward, till he 
has nothine living bat Ms head, and then go out 
like a oandle’s end upon a saveall. 

Laify IT. Well, Sir Rowland, you have the way; 

K u are no novice in the labyrinth of love ; you 
ve the clue. But as I’m a person. Sir Rowland, 
you must not attribute my yielding to any sinister 
appetite, or indigestion of widowhood; nor impute' 
my complacency to any lethargy of continence. 1 
bone you do not think me prone to any iteration of 
Waii» Far be it from me. [nuptials. 

Lady W, If you do, I protest I must recede, or 
think that I havbmade a prostitution of decorums ; 
but in the vehemence of compassion, and to save 
the life of a person of so much importance — 

Wait. I esteem it so. 

Lady 11^. Or else yon wrong my condescension. 
Wait. I do not, T'do not. 

Lady W. Indeed jrou do. 

Wait. 1 do not, fair shrine of virtne ! 

Laify W. If you think the least scruple of car- 
nality was an ingredient — 

Wmt. Dear madam, no. You are all camphirc 
and frankincense; all chastity and, odour. 

Lady W. Or that — [Enter FoiiiLE.J 
Foi. Madam, the dancers are ready ; and^there's 
one with a letter, who must deliver it into your 
own bands. 

La^ W. Sir Rowland, will you give me leave? 
Think favourably, judge candidly, and conclude 
^ou have found a person who would softer racks 
in honour’s cause, dear Sir Rowland, and will waif 
on you incessantly. 

nait. Fie, fie ! What a slavery have I undergone ! 
Spouse, hast thou any cordial'! 1 want spirits. 

Fd. What a washy rogue art thou, to pant thus for 
a quarter of an hour s lying and swearing to a lady ! 

Wait . Oh ! she is the antidote to desire. By tliih 
hand, I’d rather be a chairman in the dog-days, 
ihan act Sir Rowland till this time to-iuorrow. 
Enter Lady W ishfort, with a letter . 

Lady W, Call in the dancers. Sir Rowland, we’ll 
alt, ify on please, and see the entertainment. {A 
dance.) Now, with your permission. Sir Rowland, 
1 will peruse my letter: I would open it in your 
presence, because I would not make you uneasy. 
If it should make you uneasy, I would burn it. 
&>eak if it does—but you may see, the superscrip- 
Imn is like a. woman’s hand. 

Foi. By heaven! Mrs. Marwood’s. I know it. 
My heart aches — Get it from her. ( To Wait.) 

Wait. A woman’s hand? No, madam ; that’s no 
woman’s hand, I see that already. That’s soiiie- 
boH^ whose throat must be cut. 

Lady W. Nay, Sir Rowland, since you give me a 
proof of your passion by your jealousy, 1 promise 
you I’ll make a return, by a frank communication. 
Vpu shall see it; we’ll open it together. Look you 
here. (Reods.)— “ Madams though unknown to you — 
(Look yon there, ’tis from nobody that 1 know) — 
J have that honour for your character ^ that I think 
vjyee^ obliged to let yon know that you are abueed. 
Mawho jnretende to lie Sir Rowland^ is a cheat and a 
rttsfuT’—Db, heavens ! what’s this? 

Fd. Unfortunate, oil’s rained ! 

Wait. How, how! let me see, let me see! — 
(ReadsJ) A rascal and disguised, and suborned for 
fhof tiqposlure.”— Ob, villany! oh, villany !—“ By 
iba contrivance of *' — 

Lmfy W. I shall faint, I shall die — oh I 
JPd* Say ’tis your nephew’s hand. Quickly, his 
pki— 4wear it, swear it ! (Apart.) 

Wmt, Here’s a villain, madam! Don’t yon per- 
ceive &t, don’t you see it? [much. 

La^ W. Too well, ton well! 1 have seen too 
ITa^ 1 tol^on at first I knew the hand* A wo- 
man’s band! The rascal writes' a sort of a large 
laud; a Roman hondt I saw there was a throat to 
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be out presently. If he were my eon, as he 'isiiiy 
nephew, I’d pistol him. “ 

IPoi. Oh, treachery ! — But are you imje, Bfr 
Rowland, it is his writing? 

Wait. Sure ! Am I here? Do I liye? Do Hove 
this pearl of India? 1 have twenty letten in my 
pocket from him, in the same character. 

Lady W. How ! 

Foi. Oh ! what luck it is, Sir Rowland, that you 
were preseiif at this juncture! this was thebuainess 
that brought Mr. Mirabell disguised to Madam Mil- 
lamant this afternoon. 1 tlionght something was con- 
triving, when he stole by me and would have bidden 
his face. 

Lady W. How, how! T heard the villain was in 
the bouse, indeed; and now I remember, my niece 
went away abrnptly, when Sir Wilful was to have 
made his addresses. 

Foi. Then, then, madam, Mr. Mirabell waited 
for her in her chamber ; but I would not tell your 
ladyship), to discompose you when you were to re- 
ceive Sir Rowland. 

*Wait. Enough; his dale is short. 

Foi. No, good Sir Rowland^ don’t incur the law. 

^ Wait. Ijaw ! 1 care not for law. I can but die, and 
’tis in a good canse. My lady shall be satisfied of 
my truth and innocence, though it cost me my life. 

Lady W. No, dear Sir Rowland, don't fight. If 
3'ou should be killed I must never shew my face ; 
Oi liunged-^Oh ' consider niy reputation. Sir Row- 
land — ^No, yon sha'n’t light. I’ll go in and examine 
ray niece; I’ll make her confess. I conjure you. 
Sir Rowland, by all your love, not to fight. 

Wait. I am cliarined, madam; I obey. But some 
proof you must let me give ^ou ; I’ll go for a black 
box, which contains the writings of my whole es- 
tate, and deliver Uiat into your hands. 

Lady W. Ay, dear Sir Rowland, that will be 
some comfort — Bring the black box. 

Wait, Ami may I presume to bring a coutraet to 
be signed tliis night? May I hope so far? 

Lady W. Bring what you will; but come alive, 
pray come alive. Ob ! this is a happy discovery. 

Wait. Dead or alive I’ll come ; and married we 
will be in spite of treachery. Come, my buxom 
widow : 

Ere Ion IT, you alinll aubstnutial proof receive 
That I'm an arraut knigbt. 

Foi. Ov arrant knave. [Exeunt. 

ACT V,^ScuNE J.—The same. 

Lady Wishfort and Foible. 

Lady W. Out of my bouse, out of iny house, thou 
viper, thou serpent, that I have fostered ! thou bo- 
som traitress, that I raised from nothing ! Begone, 
begone, begone, go, go? That 1 took from washing 
of old gauze and weaving of dead bair, with a bleak 
blue nose, over a chafliog-dibh of starved embers, 
and dining behind a traverse-rag, in a shop no 
bigger than a bird-cage — go, go, starve again, 
do, do! 

Foi. Dear madam. I’ll bee pardon on my knees. 
Lady W. Away, out, out! go set up for yourself 
again I do, drive a trade, do, with your three-pen- 
nyworth of small ware, flaunting upon a pack- 
thread, under a brandy-seller’s bulk, orugaiUsta 
dead wall by a ballad-monger. Go, hangout an old 
frisoneer-gorget, with a yard of yellow oolberteen, 
do ; an old gifawed mask, two rows of pins, add a 
ofaild’s fiddle ; a^ glass ^ necklace, with the bead* 
broken, and a qnilted night-cap with one ear. Go, 
go, drive a trade. These were your commodities, 
yon treacherous trull! this was the merohaodize 
you dealt in, when I took you into my house, placed 
you next myself, and made yon govemante of toy 
whole family. Yon have forgotten this, have you, 
DOW you have feathered your nest? 

Fd. No, no, dear madam. Do but hear me; 
have but a moment’s patience. I’ll confess alK Mr. 
Mirabell sedneed me ; lam not the first that bo has 
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ahip’* own wiidom hu bean deln^ by bin. ttsn jfj,, ji- |^y g™k ^ifli Mr*. FinUo, 

bow sboold I, * poorigoornnt, deFend mymin Oh ! Mr. Mitaboll in wild her ; he baa- aet yoar 

mAdtpif if you knew but wnat be promioea me* and Hpooae nt liberty, Mrs. Foible, and would liaveyoa 
boiflf be asaored me your ladyship shoald come to yourself in my lady's closet, till my old lady’s 

no damage; or else the wealth of the Indies anger is abated. Ob! my old lady is in a perUous 
aboaldoot hare bribed me to conspire agauat ao pusion at aomething Mr. Fainaki hae aatd; be 
good, so sweet, so kind a lady as you have been gwears, and my old lady cries. There’s a fearfal 
tome.' « borrieane, 1 vow. He says, mem, now that he’ll 

W. No damage! What, to betray me, and have my lady’s fortu^ made over to him, or he’ll 
marry me to a cast-serving maul No damage! |>e divorced. 

Oh I thou fronlless impudence ! Mrt. F. Does your lady or Mirabel!' know that X 

Foi, Pray, do but bear me, madam ! He could Min. Yes, mem, they have sent me to see if Sir 
not marry your ladyship, madam; no, indeed, his Wilful be sober, and to bring him to themr My 
marriage was to have been void in law ; for he was jg^y ig resolved to have him. I thM, rather than 
married to mo first, lo secure your ladyship. Yes, lose such a vast sura as sis thou'.and pounds* Oh! 
indeed, I inouired of the law in that case before I come, Mrs. Foible, 1 liear tiiy old lady* 
would meddle or make. Mrs. F. Foible, yon must tell Mincing, that she 

- What then, I have been yourproperty, mngt prepare lo voucli when I call her* 

have 1? 1 have been convenient to you, it seems, yes, madam. 

while you were catering for Mirabell, I have been Min. Oh’ yes, mem, I’ll vouch airything for your 
broker for yon I This exceeds all precedent; I am ladyship's service, be wbat it will, [E:ntwUh Fou 
brought to fine uses, lo become a botcher ol second- 

hand marriages between Abigails and Andrews! -En/er Lady WisiiFORT and Mrs. Mar WOOD. 
I'll couple you. Yes, I’ll baste you logetlier, you Lad§ W. Oh! my dear frieud, how can I ana- 
and your Philauder. I’ll Doke’s-place you, as I’m mcrate the benefits that I have received from youv 
a person. Your turtle is in custody already : you goodness ? To f ou 1 owe the timely discovery of 
shall coo in the same cage, if there be a constable the false vows of Mirabell ; to you 1 owe the do- 
or warrant in the parish. lection of the impostor Sir Rowland; and now you 

Foi. Oh! that ever I was born ! Oh! tliRtl wgs arc become an intercessor with iny son-in-law, to 
ever married ! A bride, ay, I shall be a Bridewell »ave the honour of iny house, and compound for the 
bride, oh! frailties of my daughter. Well, friend, yon are 

Entei Mrs. Fainaix. enougff to reconcile me to the bad world, or else 1 

Mrs. F. Poor Foible, what’s the matter? would retire to deserts and solilndes, and feed 

Foi, Oh! madam, my lady’s gone for a consta- hanuless sheep by groves and purling streams, 
ble ; I shall be had to a j^ustice, and put to Bride- Dear Marwood, let us leave the world, and retire 
well to beat hemp. PoorWaitwell’s gone to prison by ourselves, and be shepherdesses. 
ali;eady. Mrs, Mar, Let us first despatch th^ affair in 

Mrs, F, Have a good heart, Foible ; Mirabell’s hand, madam; we shall have leisure to think of re- 
gone to give security lor him. This is all Mar- tirement afterwards. Here is one who is conoeined 
wood’s and my husband’s doing. in the treaty. 

Foi. Yes, yes, 1 know ii,' madam; she was iti Lady W, Oh ! daughter, daughter, is it possibly 
my la^’s closet, and overheard all that you said to thou shouldst be my child, bone of my bone, and 
me belore dinner. She sent the letter to iny lady; flesh of my flesh 1 and, as I may say, another me, 
aud that missing effect, Mr. Fainall laid this plot and yet transgress the minute particle of severe 
to arrest Waitwell, when he pretended to go for the virtue? Is it possible you should lean aside to 
papers ; and, in the meantime, Mrs. Marwood de- iniquity, who have been cast in the direct mould 
dared nil to my lady. of virtue? 

Mrs. T. Was there no mention msde^f me in Mrs. F. I don’t understand your ladyship, 

the letter? My mother does not suspect iny being Lady W. Not understand! Why, have yoa not 

in the confederacy ; I fancy Marwood has not told been naught? have you not been sophisticated? 
her, though she lias told my husband. Not anderstond? here I am ruined to oomponod 

Foi. Yes, madam; but my lady did uot see that for your caprices; I must part with my plate 
part : we stifled the letter before she read so far. Aid my jewels, and min my niece, and all lilUe 
Has that mischievous devil told Mr. Fainall of your enough — 

lad vship, then 7 Mrs.F, I am wronged and abused, and so are 

Mrs.F, Ay, all’s out; my aflairwitli Mirabell, yon. ’Tis a false aconsaiion; ns false as your 
everytliing discovered. This is the last day of our friend there; ay, or your friend’s friend, my false 
living together, that's my comfort. husband. 

Foi. Indeed, madam, and so 'tis a comfort if you Mrs. Mar, My friend, Mrs. Fainall? your baa- 

knew all: be has been even with your ladyship; band my friend: Wbat do you mean? 
whidi I could have told you long enough since; Mrs.F. I know wbat 1 mean, madam, and so do 
but I love to keep peace and uuietness by my good you; and so shall the world, at a time ooovenienU 
will: I bad rather bring friends togetlieri than set Mrs. Mar. I am sorry to see you so pusionale, 
them at a distance. But Mrs. Marwood and he are madam. More temper would look more like mnmh 
nearer related than ever their parents thought for. cence — But 1 have done. 1 am sorry my sseel to 
Mrs.F, Say’st thou so, Foible? Canst thou serve your ladyship and family should admit of mU- 
prove this? construction, or make me liable to affronts. Yon 

Fot. I can take my oath of it, madam; so can will pardon me, madam, if 1 'meddle no more 
Mrs. Mincing. We have had many a fair word from with an alVair, in which 1 am not personalljoon- 
Madam Marwood, to conceal something that passed oerned. 

in our chamber one evening when we were at Hyde- Lady W, Oh ! dear friend, I am so ashamed that 
park; and we were tliought to have gone a walk- you should meet with snob returns; j'ou onght to 
ing^bntwe went up unawares— thougli we were ask pairdon on your knees, ungrateful creature! she 
swoini,io seoreoy, too; Madam Marwood look a deserves more from you, than all yonr life can ac- 
book, and swore us both upon it; but it was but a coropiisli. Ob I don’t leave me destitute in this per- 
book of poeiM. So long as it was not a Bible oatb, plexity ; no, stick to me, my good genius, 
we may Di’eak it with a safe conscience. Mrs.F.A tell you, maoam, you’re abused.— 

Mrs, Fi This discovery is the in<|st opportune Stick to you ! ay, like a leaoh, to sock your best 
thing I conld wish— Now, Miiioiqg, blood : she’ll droj[i off» when she’s full. Madam, 
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you, iha’a’i ptwnm bodkin, uot ptrt with n brMt 
oooDter, inoompositioo for me. Lei ’on prove their 
i; I know ’ - < 
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r mj own -indoeenoe, Imd dare 
etend a trial. [ 

Lady W, Why, if sfae efaoold be innocent ; if she 
ahonld be wronaed after all, eb? I don't know wbat 
Co think; and i promise yon, her ednoation has 
been very nneaoeptionable ; I may say it ; for I 
obiefljr made it my own oare to initiate her very in* 
fancy in the rodiments of virtoe, and to impress 
upon her tender years a yonnjp odiom and ave.sion 
to the very sight of men ; ay, friend, she would ha* 
shrieked if she had but seen a man, till she was in 
bar teens. As Ibn a peMon, 'tis true. She was ne- 
yer snfiered to play with a male child, thongh but 
in coats ; nay, her very babies were of the femi- 
nine gender. Oh ! she never looked a man in the 
Arne, but her own father, or the chaplain ; and him 
we made a shift to pat upon her for a woman, by 
the help of bis long garments and his sleek face, till 
dfae was jpiing in her fifteen. 

Jfrs, Mur. 'Twas mnch she shonld be deceived 
so long. 

Zatty W. I warrant you, or she wonld never have 
borne to be catechized by him, and have heard his 
long lectares against singing and dgncing, and sucli 
debauoberies, and going to nithy plays, and profane 
InuBio-meetings. Oh ! she wonld have swooned at 
the sight or name of an obscene play-book : and 
Oan 1 think, after all this, that my danghter can be 
naught 1 and thooght it excommoiiication to set her 
foot within the door of a playhouse. OhJ dear 
friend, I oan't believe it. No, no ; as she says, let 
bhn prove it, let him ^rove it ! 

Jfrs. Mar. Prove it, madam ! what, and have 
your name prostituted in a public court; yours and 
your daughter’s reputation worried at the bar by a 
pack of bawling lawyers! to be ushered in with an 
O-yes of scandal ; and have your case opened by 
an old fnmbler, in a coif like a man-midwife, to 
bring your daughter's infamy to light; to be a 
Afcme for legal punsters and ^nibblers by the sta- 
tute; and become a jest, against a rule of court, 
where there is no precedent tor a jest in any record ; 
dot even in Doomsday-book ; to discompose the 
gravity of the bench, and provoke naughty interro- 
gntories in more naughty law Latin. 

Laify W. Oh I 'tis very bard! 

Mrs, Mar. And, then, to have my young revel- 
lers of the Temple take notes, like 'prentices at a 
conventicle ; and after talk it over again in com- 
mons, or before drawers in an eating-house. 

Xo^ W. Worse and worse ! 

Mrs. Mar. Nay, this is nothing ; if it would end 
here, 'twere well. But it must after this be oon- 
ngued by the short-hand writers to the public press, 
and from thence be transferred to the hands, nay, 
ihto the throats and lungs of hawkers, with voices 
morn licentious than the loud floander-man’s ; and 
this you must bear till you are stunned ; nay, yon 
must hear nothing else for some days. 

' Lady W. Oh! ^tis insupportable. No, no, dear 
friend; make it np, make it up ! ay, ay. I’ll com- 
pouud. I'll give up all, myself and my all, my 
iiieOe and her all ; Buythingi everything, for oom- 
ifosition. , 

Mrs, Mar. Nay, madam, I advise nothing ; 1 only 
before you, as a friend, the inoonvenienoes 
Wjubh perhaps yon have overseen. Here comes 
Hr. Fainall ; if he will be satisfied to huddle up all 
in silmoe, I shall he glad. Yon must tbiok I would 
itther oODgratulate than condole with you. 

Etdsr Fainall. 

IdV^ W. Ay, ay, I do not doubt it, dear Har- 
w6od : 00 . 0 0 . I do not doubt it. 

Fam, Won, m^am, 1 have sUiFered myself to 
b^ owiroomo by tlie importunity of this lady, your 
frumd; and am content you shall emoy your own 
pifoper estate during life, oh ooudluon you , oblige 


yours^ never to mmery, under endb^peMlIjrbiiT 
think convenient. 

Lady W. Never to marry! 

Frim. No more Sir Rowlands; the'noktlidlipoi- 
tore may not be so timely detected. , " 

Mrs. Mar, That, condition, 1 dare answer, hit 
lady will consent to without difSoolty ; she has u- 
ready but too much eiperienced the perfidiousuess 
of men. Besides, madam , when we retire to our pas- 
toral solitude, we shall hid adieu to eU other 
thoughts. 

Lady W. Ay, that’s true. 

Fain. Next, my wife shall 'Settle on me the re- 
mainder of her fortune, not made over already j and 
for her maintenanoe depend entirely on my discre- 
tion. 

Lady W. This is most inhumanly savage ; ex- 
ceeding the barbarity of a Muscovite husbaDd. 

Fain, I learned it from his ezarish majesty*i^ti- 
noe, in a winter evening's conference over brandy 
and pepper, amongst other Secrets of matrimony 
and policy, as they are at present practised in the 
northern hemisphere. Bat this most be agreed onto, 
and that positively. Lastly, I will be endowed,iti 
right of my wife, with that six thousand pounds, 
which is the moiety of Mrs. Millamant's fortune iU 
your possession, and which glie has forfeited (us 
will appear by the last will and testament of your 
deceased husband. Sir Jonathan Wislifort) by her 
disobedience in contracting herself against year' 
consent or knowledge ; and by refusing the offered 
match with Sir Wilful Witwould, which yon, like 
a carefnl aunt, bad provided for her. 

La^ W. My nephew was non compos, and could 
not make his addresses. 

Fain. I come to make demands ; I'll bOtr uo 
objections. ^ ' 

Aodfy W. You will grant me rime to ooti^ 
aider 1 

Fain. Yes, while the instrument is drawing, to 
which yon must set your hand till more seffBoient 
deeds can he perfected, which I will take eyeball 
be done with all possible speed ; in the meaiiwbile, 
I will go for the said instrument, and, till my iw- 
turn, you may balance this matter in your own dis- 
cretion. [Ifoir. 

Lady IF. This insolence is beyond all precraent, 
all parallel. Must 1 be sobjeot to this merciless 
villain 7 

Mrs. Mar. 'Tis severe, indeed, madam, that you 
should smart for your daughter’s failings. 

Lady W. 'Twas against my consent that she mar- 
ried this barbarian ; bat she would have him, thongh 
her year was not out. Ah ! her first husband, my 
son Languish, would not have carried it thus. Well, 
that was my choice, this is hers ; she is matched 
now with a witness : I shall be mad,^ dear friend. 
Is there no comfort for me? Must I live to he con- 
fiscated at this rebel-rate ? Here come Iviga of 
my Egyptian plagues, too. 

Enter Mrs. Millamant and Sir 

Sir W. Aunt, your servant. ’ 

Lady W. Out, caterpillar! oujl not me aunt; I 
know thee not. 

Sir W, I confess I have been a little in'diagpise, 
as they say — 'Sbeart ! and I’m sorry for't. What 
.would you have? I hope 1 committed no oi|[enoe, 
Bont ; and if I did, I am willing to moke satisfy 
tion ; and what can a man say fairer? If 1 hate 
broken anything, 1*11 pay for’t, an it cost a poobd ; 
and so let that content for what's psst, and make 
no more words. For what's to come, to pleasure 
you, I’m willing to mar^ my cousin: so,prty,let’k 
all be friends ; she and 1 are agreed upon the fiiet- 
ter before a witness. 

JGtdy W. How’s this, deay niece? Have 1 any 
comfort? Can this be true? w 

Mrs. MiU, I am ooutent to be a saoriff oe to jeer 
repose, madam'; and to Uonvinoe you that 1 hod he 
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Inuid in tlM plokf ni 70a wera mlsinfbraied, I lin?e j 
laid mj ewnmanda on Mirabell to oomo in person, 
and be a witness that 1 (cWe my hand to this flower 
of knighthood ; and for the oontract that passed be- 
tween Mirabell and me, I have obliged him to 
make a resignation of it in yonr ladyship’s pre- 
senoe: he is without, and waits your leave for 
admittance. 

Ladjf W* 'VVellf I’H swear I am something revived 
at this testimony of your obedience ; but 1 cannot 
admit that traitor: I fear I cannot fortify myself to 
support his appearance. He is as terrible to me as 
a Gorgon ; if J see him, I fear I shall turn to stone, 
and petrify incessantiv. 

Mrs. Mi/f. If yon disoblige him, he may resent 
your refusal, and insist upon the contract still. 
Then ’tis the last time he will bq ofTensive to^ou. 

Lady W. Are you snre it will be the last time? 
If ^were sure of that — Shall I never see him 
again? 

Mrs, Mill, Sir Wilful, you and he are to travel 
together, are you not? 

SirW. ’Shear! I the gentleman’s a civil gentl# 
man, aunt ; let him come in : why we are sworn 
brothers, and fellow-travellers. We are to be Fy- 
lades and Orestes, be and 1 ; he is to be my inter- 
preter ill foreign parts.. He has been over seas once 
already; and with proviso that 1 marry mj cousin, 
will cross ’em once again, only to bear me company. 
’Shear! 1 I’ll call him in ; an 1 set on't once, ha 
shall come in, and see who'll hinder him. (Cross to 
the dooTt and hems.) 

Mrs. Mar. This is precious fooling, if it would 
pass *, but I’ll know the bottom of it. 

Lady W. Oh ! dear Marwood, yon are not going? 

Mrs. Mar, Not far, madam ; I’ll return immedi- 
ately. [i£jnr. 

Enter MiradelL. 

Sir W. Look up, man, I’ll stand by yon. ’Sbud ! 
an she do frown, she can't kill you ; ucsides, faark- 
ye! she dare not frown desperately, because her 
fhoe is none of her own^^ ’shear! ! and she should, 
her forehead would wrinkle like the coat of a 
cream-cheese; but mum for that, fellow-travel- 
ler# 

Mir, If a deep sense of the many injuries 1 have 
offered to so good a lady, with a sincere remorse, 
and a hear|g contrition, can but obtain the least 
glance of compassion, I am too happy. Ah !«nadam, 
lucre was a time, but let it be forgotten ; 1 confess 
I have deservedly forfeited the nigh place I once 
held, of sighing at your feet ! nay, kill me not, by 
turning from me in disdain, I come not to plead for 
favour; nay, not for pardon ; 1 am a suppliant only 
for pity ; 1 am going where 1 never shall oehold yon 
more. [yonrself, then. 

Sir W. How, fellow-traveller ! yon shall go by 

Mir. Let, me be pitied first, aod afterwards for- 
gotten : 1 ask no more. 

Sir W. By’r lady, a very reasonable request, and 
will oost you nothing, aunt. Come, come, forgive and 
forget, aunt ; why you must, an yon are a Christian. 

Mir. Consider, madam, in reality, you could not 
receive much prejudice ; it was an innocent device, 
though I confess it had a face of guiltiness ; it was 
at most, an artifice which love contrived ; and er- 
rors vhioh love produces, have ever been accounted 
Tenial. At least, think it is punishment enough, 
that 1 have lost wW in my heart 1 hold most dear; 
that to yonr ornal indignation I have oflbred np this 
beauty, and with her, my peace and quiet ; nay, all 
my hopes of future oomfort. 

Sir IV. An be does not move me, would I may 
nerm* be o’tbe quorum. An it were not as good a 
deed as to drink, to give her to him agam, I would 
I might nevartiAe abippiag. Aunt, if you don’t for- 
.^give qmckly, I ahull melt|>l can tell yon that. My 
oontraoi went, no further than a little mouth-glue, 
and tbal^e bar^y dry ; * one doleful sigh more tram 
my^ftlM-UgFeiler, and ’tia dis8dl?e£ 


Well, nephew, upon your aooomit-* 
Ah! M haa a false, insinuating tongue. Wen,air, 

I will stifle my just resentment, at my nephew’s re- 
quest ; 1 will endeavour what 1 can to rorget, but 
on proviso that you resign the oontraot with my 
niece immediately. • 

Mir. It is in writing, and with papers of ooncem; 
hot 1 have sent my servant for it, and wHl deliver 
it to you with all acknowledgments for your tran- 
scendent goodness. 

Lady W. Oh ! he has witchcraft in hia eyes and 
tongne. When I did not see him, I couid^ have 
bribed a villain to bis assassination ; but his ap- 
pearance rakea the embers which have so long lam 
smothered in iny breast. (Aside.) * 

Enter Faina ll aitd Mrs. Ma rwood. 

^ Fain. Your debate of deliberation, madam, is ex- 
pired. Here is the instroment, are you prepared 
to sign ? 

L^y W. If I were prepared, 1 am not em- 
powered. My niece exerts a lawful daim, having 
matched herself, by my direction, to Sir Wilful. 

Fain. That sham is too gross to pass on me; 
though ’tis imposed on yon, madam. 

Jlfr«. Mill. Sir, X have given my consent. ^ 

Mir. And, sir, J have resigned my pretensions. 

Sir W. And, sir, I assert my right; and will 
maintain it in defiance of you, air, and of yonr in- 
strument. ’Shear! ! an you talk of an instrument, 
sir, 1 have an old fox by my thigh shall hack yonr 
instrument of ram vellnin to shreds, sir: It shall 
not be auffioient for a mittimns, or a tailor’s mea- 
sure ; tiicrefore, withdraw your instrament, or by’r 
lady, I shall draw mine. 

Lady W. Hold, nephew, bold ! 

Mrs. Mill. Good Sir Wilful, respite yonr valour. 

Fain. Indeed! Are you provided of yonr guard, 
with your single beef-eater .there? But I am pre- 
pared for you ; and insist upon my first proposal. 
You aball submit your own estate to my manage- 
ment, and absolutely make over my wife’s to my 
sole use, as pursuant to tbe porpoH and tenor of 
this other covenant. 1 suppose, madam, your oou- 
sent is not requisite in this case ; nor, Mr. Mira- 
bell, your resignation ; nor, Sir Wilful, yonr right. 
You may draw your fox, if yon please, air, and 
make a bear-garden flourish somewhere else; for 
here it will not avail. This, my Lady Wishfoit, 
must be subscribed, or yonr darling daughter’s 
turned adrift, to sink or swim, as she and, the cur- 
rent of this lewd town con agree. 

Ladjf W. lajpiore no means, no remedy, to stop 
my rum ? Ungihatelhl wretch ! dost thou not owe 
tlfy being, thy snbsistenoe to my daughter’s fortune! 

Fain, I’ll answer yon when 1 have the rest of it 
in my possession. 

Mir, But that you would not accept of a remedy 
from my hands — L own 1 have not deserved yoa 
should owe any obligation to me ; or else, perhaps^ ' 
1 coold advise. 

Lady W. Oh! what, what? to save me and 
child from min, from want, I’ll forgive all thatu 

S ast; nay. I’ll consent to anything to come, to ho 
eliverea from this tyranny. 

. Mir. Ay, madam; but that is too late; asj.vs- 
ward is intercepted. Yon have disposofl of 
who only oonlfl have made me a oompansatiott mr 
all my aervices ? but be it as it may, I am resolved 
I’ll serve you ; yon shall not be wronged in this 
savage manner. 

Lady W. How, dear Mr. Mirabell, oan you be 
so generous at last ! But it is not possible. Hark- 
ye r I’ll break my nephew’s match ; ton shall have 
my niece yet, and all Imr foiteue, if you oan but 
save me fiiom (bis imminent danger. 

Mir. Will.lton? 1 take yon at yonc word. I 
ask So more. 1 most have leave flotr two criminals 
to appear. 

Mr. r uble is and a pemtent. 



F. 1 deapii^ jou, aqd defy your malice ; 

you hawe aspersed me wyongfully. I have proved 
yonr felMood : yon and yoor treacl^erQua— 1 

, will not dUum Ut not starve tocpetber; perish. 

Foifiii. Hot while ybg are worth a groat, indeed, 
my dear ; madam, vU be fooled no longer. _ 

Ahl Mr. Mirabel!, this isamdil 
fort, ine deteotion of this affair! 

Mir. Ciht inf[(ood time. Yonr leave for the other 
offendey and peiutent to appear, madam. 

fihlsr Waitwell, isitit a box of writings. 

Lada IT. Oh! Sir Rowland*— 'Well, rased. 

ITaif. What voar ladyship pleases. I have 
brought the blaoK box at last, mMam. [promise. 
Jfu*. Give it me, madam *, you remember your 
Lady If. Ay, deai sir. 

Aftr. 'Where are the gentlemen? 

Wait. At hand, sir, rubbing their eyes; jost 
'liaen from sleep. 

Fam. *Sdeatbl what’s this to met I’ll not wait 
yonr private oonoeros. 

Enter Petulant and WiTWoiii d. 

Pel. How now, what’s tlie matter? whose hand’s 
oatf 

IfS^ Heyday! what, are you all together, like 
playeia at the end of the lost act? j||| 

Mir. You may remember, gentleibn, I once rc- 
^juesied yoar hands as witnesses to aeertain paroh- 
oaent. [sethismaik. 

IFif. Ay, I do, my hand I remember; Petulant 
Mir, Yon wrong biro, tiiv nome is fairly written, 
an shall appear. Yon do not reinfember, gentlemen, 
•D|thing of what that parchment oootained. (I 7 n- 
dnsns fhs baxm^ 

^ Iffc. No. 

Psf. Not 1 . [ writ, I read nothing, rprbmise. 
Mir. Vely well, now you shall know. Madam, your 
leafy hdhour. 

jRr« Mr. Fainilll, it is now time that 30U should 
lK|ioiriihatyMrladyf while she was '\t her own dis> 
pmidl, nnd lAfore you bod, by your insinnations, 
whoamd her out of a pretended settlemeiA of the 
greatest part of her fortune-* 

Fam, Sir, pretended ! 

J(|r. Yes, sir; I say, that this lady, while a 
widow, having U seems received some cautions re- 
fjj Niting yoor inoonataney and tyranny of iemper, 
worn her own partial opinion and fondness of 
pm, she ooald never havesnsMoM; she did, I 
nay, W W whbleMome adviee of fnends, and of 
aag e e wlfced in the laws of ibis land, deliver thU 
same as her act and deed to me la trnat, and to the 
ases within mentioned. You may readif yon please, 


E> THE WAY OP WH WORUK [Aor P. 

Elatef Mm. Faisall, Foibla, and Mf moino. | (koldmg mil Mo immAmsnl) though, pariups, 
Mn.Mhr. OhI nv tbuMl (tMMmdlaig I >■ th, bMk iMrMrt. ;wirMm 

W* go to Mrs. F, and FoibU,) these aonqpt things 
are loohght hither to expose me. f To FtSnall,) 

Fam, if it most all come out, why let ’em know 
it ; ’Us hot tl^ way of the world : that shall not 
orjge me to reljDqoish one Uttle of iny terms; no, 1 
wil) insist the more. [of it. 

Foi, Yes, indeed, madam. I’ll take my Bible oath 
Mm. And so will I, mem. 

Lady If, Ob! Marwood, BlarwooA, art«thoa 
false? Myfnend deceive me! Hast tbeniiM a 
wiokad acoompUoe with tbatproffigiate man? 

Mrs. Mar, Have yea eo mnoh ingratitude and 
injaotiee to give oredit agajost yoor friend, to the 
aspersions of two such meroeuary tiwlla ? 

Mm, Mercenary, inem* laoeni your words. ’Tie 
true wo fonod yon and Mr. Faiaallin the blue gar- 
ret ; by the same token, you swore ns to seoreoy 
upon Ifeasaiina’s poems. Meroeuary! no, if we 
would have been mercenary, we should have held 
onr tdagues ; yoa would have bribed us Suflioieotly. 

Fotn. Go, you are an insignificant thing. Well, 
what are you the better for this i Is this Mr. Mira- 
bell’s expedient? I’Hbe put pff no longer, yon, 
tiling, that was a wife, shall smart for this. 

Jfrs.r ' ‘ ‘ ‘ 


m bacK may aer? e your oeeamoiM. 
Fnm, Very likely, air. What’s fanro? D-hs*. 
(Bends.) »Adssd qftmssnfnnee of iknniMkMm 
real of ArdbsUa Languish, widow, minuttoEmuri 
MiraML** Confusion ! 

Mir, Even so, sir ; ’tis the way of the woiW, 
sir ; of the widows of the world. 1 suppose this 
deed may bear an elder date than what^yon have 
obtained from your lady. 

Fain. Perfidious fiend! then ilins I’ll be re- 
snged. ( Of era tomnni Mrs. FnmnlL) 
dSr If. Hold, sir; now yoamaymakoyoarbear- 
gardeufloorish somewhere else, sir. 

Fmn. Mirabell, yon shall bear of thH, sir; be 
sure yoB shall. Let me plto, oaft ^ [Ectif. 

Mrs. F, Madam, 30a sooro to sUfle ynur reaeot- 
ment t yon had better give It vent. 

Mrs, Mar, Yes, it shall have vent, and to^onr 
oonfnsien, or I’ll perish in the attempt. 

ttody If* Oh! daughter, daughter; 'tia plain 
thou hast inherited thy mother’s prndenoe. 
oMrs. F, Tliaok Mr. Mirabell, a cantiona friend, 
to whose advice all is owing 
La^ W, Well, Mr. Mirabell, 300 have kept yonr 

S romise, and I most perform mine. First^I par- 
on, for your sake, Sir Rowland there and Foible ; 
the next thing is to break the matter to my ne- 
phew, and how to do that— 

. Mir. Fur that, madam, give yonrself no trouble. 
Let me have yoor consent ; Sir WiIfnI is my Iriend ; 
he has had compassion npon lovers, and generonsly 
engaged a vdlnnteer in this action for onr service, 
and now designs to prosecute his trsvuls. 

Sir W, ’Sheart, aunt, 1 have no mind to marry. 
My oonsin’s a fine lady, and the gentleman loves 
her, and she loves him, and they deserve one ano- 
ther. My resolution is to see foreign parts: I have 
set on’t; and when I’m set on’t, I mast do't And 
if these two gentlemen would travel, loo, I think 
they may be spared. 

pH, For my part, I say little ; I think things 
are best, eft* or on. 

If oi?. Egad ! I undcrstaiid nothing of the matter ; 
I’m in a maze yet, like a dog in a danoing-sohool. 

Lady IV. Well, sir, take her, and with her all 
the loy I can give you. 

Mrs. Ml//. Why does not tliat man take wiel 
Would von bat e me give m3 self to yon over again? 

Mfr, Ay, and over and over again. (Kwts her 
hand.) I would have you as often as I possiblv 
cun. Well, heaven grant 1 love 3'oa not too well, 
that’s all iiiy fear 

Sir W. 'Sheart' von’ll have time enough to toy 
after you’re married ; or if you will toy now, let oa 
have a dance in the ineanlime ; that we who are not 
lovers may have some other employment, besides 
looking on. 

Mir. 'With all my heart, dear Sir W^Hful. What 
shall we do for mnsio? 

Foi, Ob ! sir, some that were provided for Sit 
Rowland’s entertainment are within oUll. (A danu.) 

Lady If. As I’m a person, I eai^iold oot no 
longer ; I have wasted my spirits so jJSSM alrtsdy, 
that I am ready to sink under the 4 |p|Qe; Md I 
cannot bat have some fears upon me yet,tlnFiny 
son Fainall will porsne some desperate oourse. 

Mir. Madam, disquiet not yourself on that ac- 
count ; to my knowledge, his oireomstaDOea qre 
Buoh, be most of force ooinply. For my part, t>nlN 
contribute all that in me lies to a re-union^ in ther 
meantime, madam, (to Mrs, Fahudl) let me beCare 
these witnesses, restore to you this deed pf treat ; 
it may be a means, well managed, to make yon live 
easily together. 

Freys hsnes, let those be warn'd, whomam towadt 
Lest amtaalfalsehaod Siam the bridal-bed: 

Far oatBk danker to Ms eoet may jM, 

That marriage fraade too oft are paid in head- 

ISaSnnt, 
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A COUEDY, IN THREE ACTS; 

AITBBBD FBOM BJOKBBSTAFP’t COMBDY OF •• TiS WBLl IT'S BO W0B3B," 

BY J. P. KEMBLE. 



Act I.— Scene 1. 


DON fail7MAN DE RIBDLRA 
DON CARLOS DR PIMENTEL 
DON PEDRO PACHECO 
DON FERDINAND 


CHARACTERS, 

LAZARILIO 

MUSKATO 

OCTAVIO 

SERVANTS 


MARCLLLA 

BEATRICE 

AURORA 

LEONARDA 


ACT I. 

ScENU I . — A Room in Aurora's house. 

Enter AURORA, followed by Leonarda. 

Aur, Undone, mined and undone, past redemp- 
tion! 

Xison, Well, madam, 1 can’t help applauding mj 
own sagacity, for 1 always thought vour writing to 
Don Carlos would come to no good. 

Aur. And why did you not say so, pray 1 I’m 
sure it was chiefly by your advice I did it. 

Loon*. Do you think, ma’am, Don Carlos will be 
here to-night I 

if nr. 1 expected him last night, yon know,, and 
shkll expect every moment till I bear farther from 

And, bless ns all, what do you intend to 
do I 

Aur, Softly, here is my brother. 

Afar Don Pedro Pacheco, who throws himself 
into a chair. 

Leon. (Apart to Aurora.) Mercy on us, how 
oroas Jie loolcs ! 


Den P, Ismnarda, leave the room. 

Leon. (Aside.) With all my heart , 1 am very 
glad to be ont of the way. 

Don P. You know, sister, when our father died, 
-a very considerable succession devolved to me: 
however, being then with my regiment at Naples, 
I did not come to take possesbion, but left every- 
thing to your care and management. 

ifnr. 1 hope, sir, you have had no reason to 
repent-* 

Don P, Pray, hear me out. A pnlionlar friend 
writ me word, that in the month or April last, yon 
left your lodrings, with Don Alonzo de Ribbera ; 
and that ujiile you were walkinE together on the 
Pni^o, another cavalier came up, ohar^ him sword 
in hand, and killed him on the spot. In a word, it 
is this intelligence that haa brought me here to 
Madrid. 

Enter Leonarda. 

Leon, Don Ferdinand, air, the nephew of Don 
Gnaman, ia below, and desires to be admitted to 
you. ^ ^ 

Don Don Ferdmand* Shew him up. 

Leon. (Calling at the dpor.) Shew the gentleman 
up, £x>pez. 
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dm A Si«l«r, retire into the oext room for • 
Anr minutes; and I desire tbat what has just 
now passed between as, inaj go no farther to anj 
one. 

Leon. (Apart to Aurora,) Well, ma'am, what 
was it he had to tell youl 

Aur. {Apart to Leon,) Obi Leonarda, he knows 

Leon, (Apart,) What, ma’am, does be know the 
history of the wainscot? 

Aur, (Apart,) Hush! not that, thank heairen; 
bat ererything else. [£ait wUh Lean, 

Enter Don FaROiNAND. 

« 

Don F, Don Pedro, I rejoice to find yon. 

DonP, Your air speaks a mind in agitation; 
what’s the matter? 

Don F, Don Carlos is at this moment in Madrid. 

Don P. Yon ate positive yon saw Don Carlos? 

DonF, I am as positive it was him as'thatl this 
moment see you. Now, as I am shortly to be mar- 
ried to my cousin, it is highly incumbent npon me 
to render myself acceptable to my uncle ; ana, I am 
certain I can do nothing more likely to please him, 
than taking vengeance on the ifian wbo killed his 
son. ' I, therefore, expect that you will lend me 
your assistance upon so interesting an occasion, 
and accompany me to the ^ace where the servant 
is ready to lead us. 

* Don P, 1 win most willingly do what you desire, 
liopea, my sword; tell my sister, I shall be iOf^again 
presently. lExeunt, 

Enter ADrora and Leonarda. 

Atir« Oh 1 too sure, too sure he is come ; and they 
are gone to destroy him. 

Leon, (A belt rings,) Hist, ma’am, hist! 

Awr. What ails you? 

Leon, Hark! 

Aur, How now! 

Leon, (BeUrinas again.) As 1 hope to lie saved, 
I heard the little bellring below; he’s come here, 
and is now at the garden-door. 

" Enter Don Carlos de Pimentel and 
Muskato. 

Don C. Beautiful Aurora! 

Aur. You cannot think how rejoiced I am to see 
YOU at this moment: yet, 1 fear, the asylum I 
nave to oiler you will not prove so nndh to our 
wtsfaes as my letters to Portugal made yoa hope; 
for my brother arrived here from Italy, yester- 

Don C, Your brother! 

Aur, I had no notice of bis oomug; otherwise, 
you may he sure, I should have appnzed you, that 
you might have deferred your journey, at least, for 
aome time. 

Don C, It will be impossible for me to stay in 
Yonr bouse, tlisu. 

C -idur. Why eo? I have prepared a retreat for 
^R, where his utmost onmiiifg will never be able 
to-findjoo. « 

Ay, ma’am, but the constables— 

^ Leon, Nor they, neither; hear my lady out. 

Aiir. This house oonsists, like many others in 
Madrid, but of two stories : the upper, I oeoupv 
myself ; the lower, which, on my father’s death, I 
foand I had no occasion for, I let to one Octavio, a 
winasmerobant; on this division of the building, a 
back ataircase, which made the commnnioation be- 
tween the two stories, with a small jiRilpt adjoin- 
ing, became useless ; and, by mutuafooiijient, was 
ato^^ npi by a partitioo on the side of the apart- 
ment below, as well as on this. When i had^ 


thoughts of bringing yon back to Madrid, it oo- 
ourred to me ibat tne partition on my side might 
again be seoretly tmened, and prepared in suob a 
manner as wonld eneotnally screen you from an^ 
search, should it ever be suspeoted tbat ^ou were' 
la the hoase: accordingly, the thing is done: 
(going to the back-scene,* am pushes back a pond, 
which discovers the head of a jtaircase) and this 
moveable panel will, when you Yloase, 'admit yon 
into a place of security ; and, when fastened on the 
inside— 

Don C. Excuse me, ma’am, I have too grateful 
a^sense of your kindness, to avail myself of a re- 
treat which mnst expose yon.. In this emergency, 
the most simple way is to return to the place from 
whence I came. 

Musk, That’s my advice, sir ; let ns go to the inn 
dicectly, take our mules, o’God’s name, and set^ir. 
Ladies, my master and I have the honour of wMi- 
ing you all health and happiness. 

Aur, Yon have, by some accident or other, been 
seen since you came to Madrid by young Ferdi- 
mfbd, the nephew of Don Guzman de Kibbera. His 
servant dogged you to your inn ; and he and my 
brother are just gone in search of you. 

Don C, Don’t be alarmed ; we have ams to de- 
fend ourselves. « 

Musk. ( Getting behind his master,) No, no, ladies, 
don’t be alarmed. 

Hi/r. Talk not of defence, I beseech yon; but, in 
pity to me, and oot of regard to yourself, go into 
the place I have shewn you for this niglit: my bro- 
ther will certainly go out early in the morniug; and 
we will then consult together for yonr batter and 
safer accommodation. 

Musk, What the lady says, sir, is just and rea- 
sonable: I have considered the matter; and if you 
don’t do it, I’ll give myself u{i to justice im- 
mediately, and try to be admitted king’s evi- 
dence. 

Don C, I’ll do anything for your safety* 

Aur, For my safety be it, then. 

Z^eon, Here, here, get you in. The closet’s on the 
left hand, where you’Jl find a bed and a pallet ; vv^Ji 
be sure to come to you early in tbo morning; 
in the meantime, for your lives, don't opine oai 
upon any account whatsoever. 

Aur, N^, upon no account. Come, let ns go into 
the next room. 

Musk. IJip! Signora Leonarda, won't you leave 
us a bottle and a crust? 

Leon, Feel in the closet. [Exeunt, 


Enter DON PcDRO Pacheoo, sheathing his swords 
followed by Don Ferdinand. 


Don P, So, at length we arc got into, at lekst, a 
temporary shelter. Who is the person we have 
wounded f 

Don F. I think some onASaid, the secretary of 
the Duke of Medina. 


Etder a Servant, 




Serv, Sir, Signor Octavio, tbe wine-merohant 
below, desires to speak to yon. 


Enter OCTAVIO. ^ ^ 

Oct, 1 understand, Don Pedro, yon have had a 
scuffle in the street; you are known ; and the der- 
soD you have wounded is the Duke of Medina 
himself. 

Don P, Fatal accident! the Duke himself! 

Don F, Why do you stand like one confounded? 
Do yon not hear what Signor OotaVto says ? You 
and your family must be gone from hence ; 1 



n.] 


THI^ PANEL. 




taay iMihifid wid lee your goods removed vnth all 
MssiUlp diligence. 

‘Wbat is most Yalaable may be pat into m? 
lilfljelMMiHe in half-an-hour ; and if Don Pedro wifi 
the key of his apartments to my charge, I 
do my ntraost to qaash whatever inquiries may 
be made after him. 

Don P. Get a coach to the door, and call hither 
my sister and her maid; 1 mast dispose of them in 
safety, the first thing I do. 

[Eaeunt Don Ferdinand and Octavio, 


Fnter Aurora and Leona rda. 


Aur. What are yonr commands, sir? 

Don P. Don Ferdinand came hither jast now, to 
desiro 1 would accompany him on an adair of ho- 
nourM^at we have missed the person we went in 
searenof, and, by mistake, assaulted another, who 
proves to be the Duke of Medina. 

Aur, Well, sir, and what — 

Don P. I must withdraw immediately to a plact 
of safety; and, before we part, I will see yon and 
yonr maid lodged in a nunnery. 

Leon, I am sure I’ll not go into a nunnery. 

Don P. Then I*m sure you shall go into the 
street. Come, give me both your hands : (eetxing 
a hand of each') nay, no struggling. ^Exeunt, 


Enier OCTAVio and several Officers, 

Oef. Come in, gentlemen ; come in, and welcome ; 
bat why force the doorl I had the key in my pos- 
oession, and wonld have willingly opened it for 
you. 

1 Offi, I want a gentleman called Don Pedro ; my 
people understand these are his lodgings. 

Oet, Don Pedro 1 

1 QiN* Ay, ay ; you know him well enough. 

Oct, I knew a sister of his who had these lodg- 
ings ; bat, as you may sp«i, she has been gone from 
Shorn some time. 

1 OffiL (To Ids people,) Well, have you found 

miyoae? 

Uet, That Don Pedro you look for is not here, 1 
aasure you, gentlemen ; yon may credit what 1 say. 
(Gloss money,) ^ 

1 Offi. To be sure, Don Guzman, since you say 
the gentleman is not here, we’ll take your word. 
Come along, oomrades. [Exeunt Officers, 


Od, Yoo wiH oblige me, Don Gaaman, by 
charging yourself with the key now; for having a 
small vineyard near town, 1 have shat up my place 
below, and sent all my servants, men and women, 
to work there. 

Don G. And yoa want to go yourself, is it not 
so? 

Oct, I thought of setting off before this, and 
staying for the remainder of the week, had not 
Don Pedro’s affairs detained me. 

Dw O, Well, well, go yonr ways, and mind 
yonr bnsiness ; I’ll take the key from yon. [Exeunt. 

Enter Don Carlos de Pimentel and 
Musrato. 

Musk. They are gone out again, and have looked 
the door upon us. 

Don C, Did you bear all that has passed. Mas- 
kato? 

Musk, Yes, sir, every word of it; but don't grow 
desperate upon that account, things are not so bad 
as we expected ; this is a respite, at least, if not a 
reprieve. 

Don C, A respite ! Has not Don Gozmafl taken 
this house over my bead, and am I not by that 
means ifi the hands of my most cruel and avowed 
enemy ? 

Musk. Yes, sir, bnt he does not know yoa are 
in bis bands; and by some fortunate means or 
other, ^ou may, perhaps, contrive to slip throogb 
his fingers. 

Don C, To complete my misfortune, too, the 
merchant below is gone out with his family, and 
has shut up his doors ; so that niv retreat is stopped 
that way. By forcing the lock of the door, we 
may get out before our enemy returos ; I know the 
danger of shewing myself at this hoar in the streets, 
but — 

Musk, Ob! sir, nothing is so dangerons as stay- 
ing here, if wc can get out ; so, pray, let us force 
the door; I have broken a lock before now uimn a 
IoaS justifiable occasion ; and, if you’ll lend me yonr 
assistance, I’ll do my endeavour to master this. 
{Goes to the door, and returns in a friyht,) Quick, 
sir, quick ; get back to the staircase. 

Don C. What’s the matter? 

Musk. Don Guzman’s people are in the bouse; 
come here, and bide yourself, and ask no questions. 

[Exeunt behind the panel. 


Enter Guzman de Ribdcra. 

Don G. My nephew has told me all, and T sup- 
poia yon would give this tenement a bargain to 
any one that would take it oi|^your hands? 

Oef. To be sure, sir, on an occasion like this — 

"Don G. You would be dad to take anything you 
could get; isn’t that what you were going to say? 
so, if twenty dollars a month will bo suflieient, I'll 
e'en hire the premises for my own use, and take 
possession directly. 

Oet. Surely, sir, twent;^ dollars are too little. 

Don G. ^Well, bot consider, it’s doing the ^oung 
man a favour ; and, belike, seeing my family in the 
house would satisfy the police, and prevent further 
in^iries. 

Dc*. I really think, .dr, that as your chief motive 
for taking the apartment is to serve Don Pedro, 
the sooner you and your family come into it the 
better. 

Don G. I am of that opinion too ; and as, very 
laokily, my time is just up where I now lodge, and 
I want soiqe larger rooms, in oonsequenoo of my 
daughter’s marriage, wbioh I shall shortly celebrate, 
1 wall send to you for tbe key within this half 
hour. 


* Enter Beatrice and Lazar ILLO. 

Beat, And so, these are the lodging we arc in 
such a burry to leave our old ones fur ! 

Lax. Ay ; how jelo you like them ? 

Beat. Like them, not at all ; I never saw such a 
battered barrack in my days. Who conid build the 
dog-hole 1 In the first place, that door has not com- 
mon sense in it; then the stairs are the wrong way; 
and the windows, mercy on us! what pigeon-holes! 
and a mile and a half from the ground. 

Lax. Ay, there’s the fault ; you want to be gaping 
and staring into the street. 

Beat. Lozafillo, run to the old gentleman, and 
tell him if he has not already signed the agreement, 
he must by no means take this house* I hear a 
coach; sure, it is not my lady already? 

Lax, But it is though ; you had better toll her 
you don’t like the house. 

Beat. So I shall, I promise you. 

tpafer Marcella. 

La! ma'am, you are in great baste; I did not ex- 
pect to 9ee you these three hoars. 

Mar. 1 set out to oblige my father; nothing 
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.would ffttilfy him but I muBt come directly to see 
the apartments, and dispose of the furniture accord- 
ing to my own fancy. > 

Beat. Fnrnitare, ma’am ! I’m sure it’s a pity to 
put any into them; if the kennel were mine I should 
think of nothing but palling it down, and selling the 
rnbbish to the nest bidder. . 

Los, Mrs. Beatrice is diffienlt to please, ma’am. 
Mar* My father tells me, Lazarillo, that it is to 
please your muster he takes these lodgings; and I 
sappose it is by bis desire tiiat we come to them so 
suddenly. Do you knowibe reason of Don Ferdi- 
nand’s extraordinory attachment? 

Los. Why. ma’am. 1 ant generally pretty well 
acouainted with my master’s secrets. 

mar* X beg your pardon; I did not know it was 
any secret, or 1 should not bare asked. 

Lur, Oh! ma’am, there’s no secret; that is to 
say. no absolute secret; but as far as this here, 
ma’am. Che air and situation, 1 believe — 

Beat. In short, ma’am, Signor Lazarillo is a. per- 
son who seldom chooses to seem ignorant of any- 
thing. Did your master ever lell you why he liked 
. these lodgings? 

Lazp I can’t say he ever did. 

Beat. Then yon can give my lady no satisfaction 
as to her qnestion. 

Laz. Well. Mrs. Beatrice, 1 did not speak to 


you. 

Mar* Never mind her^ Lazarillo, but go and take 
care of those tbi^s I brought in the coach. [Exit 
Lazarilh*} Ah, .Beatrice! a 

Beat* Ay, ma’am, here I am. 

Mar* I re^l myself very unhappy. 

Beat* Oh, fie! ma’am, to lell me so. on the eve of 
your marriage, aa it were. 

Mar. ’Tis the thought of that makes me melan- 
oholy. 

^iat* Is it, indeed? I’m sure, then, ma’am, you 
and I are of very diflerent dispositions. I wish I 
were Koing to be married ; the deuce a thing should 
I IhinK of but what would make me very pad. 

Mar. How, Beatrice ! suppose you were going 
to set out upon a journey, which presented you 
with the most beautiful prospect ; but on the first 
advances you made, you found yourself on the brink 
of a precipice, what would yon do? 

Beat. A very great precipice, do you mean ; or 
only a little sort of a declivity? ^ 

Mar* Paha! I’m not in a Jesting bnmour. 

Beat. Well, but, ma’am, let me understand you. 
You ask me, if I were going to set out on a journey 
which presented me with the most beautifol pros- 
pect, and on the first advances 1 made I found 
myself on the brink of a precipice, what I would 
do? 


Mar. Ay. 

Beat* Why. then, ma’am. I’lr tell you: incase 
it was not a very ugly precipice indeed, I would 
^^ter op all my strength, suut my eyes, so, and 
.give a great jump. 

Mar* I« .short, Beatrioe, my cousin, Don Fer- 
dinand — 

Beat. (Stepping her mistress.) He’s here, ma’am. 


Enter Don Fcrdinani). 

Den F. How happy am I to arrive at a moment 
when you prononnoe my name! 

Mar* 1 had jost begun to talk to Beatrioe. when 
yonr coming into the room inteirupted me. I will 
take op the disconrse again, if yon please; and 
ftnish what 1 was going to say to her. 

Dan F. I am content. 

Beat. Stand there, then, air; alld we’U proceed 
in oor disconrse as if you were fifty miles off. 
Come, ma’am, begin. 

Mar. I say. then, Beatrioe, my cousin, Don Fer- 


« (Act L 

dinand, no donbt. imagines that marriage is a dis- 
pensation from the wnbaltem duties exacted by 
complaisance, ainoe he already begins to fail in 
ibose marks of tenderness and regard I expected 
to find from him : he forgets that love is nonrisbed 
by attention ; and that the slightest negligence kills 
it. 

Don F* Ah ! dear Marcella, did yon know how 
nneasy you make me by this kind of discourse. 

Mar. And why nneasy? what I spoke was^ said 
to Beatrioe; and you need take no notice of it. as 
you need not be supposed to overhear. 

Beat* That’s right, ma’am ; and to let yon know 
another thing, sir. yon are not to take the worda 
ont of my mouth ; my lady spoke to me. and it’a 
my part to answer; and here’s the wav I do it: — 1 
suppose, ma’am. Don Ferdinand is like the rest of 
his sex; who, for the most part, follow wq|MI as 
they hunt hares and foxes; when the dnial’s* 
catohed. the sport is over. I onoe had a aweetheart 
myself, ma’am, that used to call me bis queen, and 
,bis goddess; and made verses, and repeated snob 
moving lines as these to me : 


** When first I attempted yam to move, 

You seem’d deaf to my sighs and my prefers; 
Perhaps it was right to dsssemhlt your lave, 

But why did you kick me down stairaf** ' 

^ome, ma’am, give him yonr band to kiss, and tell 
him you are friends with him. Look you there, sir, 

I knew it. There’s nothing does with os like a little 
ooaxing. 

Don F. ( Kissing Marcella* s hand.) Yontlhlber, 
my dear, is determined to bove oar m 

E ublio one ; and Saturday next, he assures 
e the happy day. Jus^as 1 left home, a good mniy 
of your things were brought, which I have ordomd 
to be sent here, with some boxes of rich 
foreign sweetmeats, for the ball lintend A 

select number of our friends, to-morrow night; 
the meantime, I’ll step back to the old lodrin|n to 
see things properly taxen care of. Lazarillo. iHng 
np those parcels. And yon. Mrs. Beatrioe. will ncl 
find yonrself forgotten. [Haw*'' 

Beat. Oh! then, there’s something for me. 1 
sn|>pose it’s the new gown he promised to give me ; 
and that your mantua-maker took measure of me 
for. 1 long to see it. Lazarillo, 1 say, will you be 
all day? 

Laz* ( Without.) Coming, Mrs. Beatrioe. oomiog. 
Beat* Why don’t you make haste, then? 

Laz* ( Without.) It’s impossible to make htste 
enough for impatient people. 


Enter Laza rillo, followed by other Servants, ladem 
with boxeSf^cases ty wine, dfc* 

Beat. Have not you something that yonr master 
gave you for me. pray? 

Laz* I have somettiing for everybody, but that’s 
yonr bundle. I believe. (Gives a parcel, which 
she immediately opens.) Here, comrades, bring In 
the tabl^ and set it yonder, that I may put these 
things npon it; quick, quick. 

Beat* (Having ditpliyed her gown on a chair.) 
Dear madam, look nere ; u^n my life, it’s very 
pretty. I have a good mmd to try it on now. 
(Going to unpin herself.) Do you think it will be- 
oome me. ma’am ? 

Mar* Yonr head rnns upon nothing but poor 
dress. Follow me. to see the condition of the other 
rooms. 

Laz. We are going back for more things, Mrs. 
Beatrioe; you’ll please to take care of wbgt we 
leave behind. 

Beat* Oh! stay, then, till I abut the doors. 
(Shuts the opposite door; retefning* rite slaps a mo- 
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mmti fo aimirB the gornn.') Well, I swear and vow, i 
it’s one of the geiiteelest things 1 ever saw in mjf 
lifew. 1 wish, however^ there had been a little more ' 
paffing opon the sleeves. [Bssimt. 

EtUer Don Caiu.os de Pimentel aad 
MUSKATO. 

Muek, {Speaking as he pushes back the panel,) I 
will go out. 

Don C, Muskato — 

Musk. Zounds ! sir, don't tell me ; as good be 
hanged as famished. {Perceivma the table that has 
been put against the panel, which prevents his com- 
ing forward.) Heyday! what have we herel Thev 
have raised a buttress against our wooden wall. 
{Puts his hands among the things on the table, and 
tJbro|if some of thent thum.) 

Dm C. What are you doing! 

Musk. Making a noise. How shall I remove 
these impediments! {Attempting to push the table 
from him, he overturns it.) On Lord! oh Lord! • 

Don C. Death and hell! are you bent on our 
ruin! 

Musk. For heaven's sake, sir, don't swear. 
Dg-n the table ! I did but just touch it. However, 
nmo^y has heard. {Taking up and mening a box.) 
What nave we here? SweetmeatH ! {Bating apiece.) 
Excellent, i* faith! and here are cakes. {Opening 
one of the cases.) Wine, wine, wine! {Falling upon 
Ms knees, and looking back on his master.) Sir, 
my service to you. {Drinks.) Will you pledge 
me! 

Don C. They'll certainly come upon us. 

‘ Musk, (^Speaking with hu mouth full.) Lord \ whet 
anwdmirable blessing did Nature bestow upon man. 
When she gave him a good stomach '. I f your friends 
and family could he apprised of your situation and 
desin— but as the matter stands, sir, I don’t think 
we nwl be able to make our escape by violence. 

Don C. We oan’l pick our way through the 
walls, then! 

Musk, NOf sir; I wish we could; bat I'll tell 

J ou, air, I think one of ns might get out unnoticed, 
y means of a disguise : now suppose I take upou 
me this disguise, make my escape, inform your 
friends where yon are, and have ’em ready — 

Don C, But how ! • 

Musk. You see that gown there, and the veil 
and things along with it; I’ll carry it into your re- 
pository, dress myself a-la~demoiselle, watch my 
opportunity when it is dark, and, I warrant, get 
ofear withont any suspicion. 

Don C. 'Sdeatli ! here is somebody coming. 

Musk. Is there? {Gathering the clothes u^r his 
arm.) Let me lay hold of that bottle, then. 

Enter BEATRICE. 

Beat, {Singing.) Fal, lal, lal, lal, lal. {Semng the 
conJdtion the room is in, she turns her song, by de- 
grees, into a scream. ) Oh, oh ! ma'am, ma'am, come 
liere and see what has happened ! 

■ Enter Marcella. 

Mar. What’s the matter? 

Beat. The devil’s ibe matter. 

JKsr. Who has been in the room? 

Beat. I doj’t know, ma’am. 

Mar. This seems to have been done on purposo. 
Beat. ( Looking about, screams.) Ah ! 

Mar. How now ! 

Beat. My new gown, ma'am, where's my new 
gown! L^arillol Lopez! Sancho ! 

Mar, This is very odd. 

Beat. lAzorilto ! I will have my gown. 


Enter Don OuzMAN de RibbeRA and 
Lazarillo. 

Don O, There's alwm a rout, and a racket, 
wherever this girl is. What are you after now, 
Mrs. Fidget? 

Beat, Lazarillo, did not you give me my things in 
this room, and did you not see me leave tuem 
here whew yon went out again? 

Lgz. Ay; well, what then, suppose 1 did? 

Bent, Well, and you must answer for them. 

Don G. And who is to answer for all this pretty 
work, 1 would be glad to know ! Why, you silly 
baggage yon, did you think your frippery was 
stuifea into the boxes and wine-oaseif, that you have 
broken them to pieces? 

Beat. It was not I. 

DonG. Who then! 

Beat, Old Nick, I believe. 

Don G, 'Gad ! I have a good mind to lay my 
my cane across yoor shoulders. 

Beat, Speak to him, ma’am, will you? 

JIfar. Upon my word, sir, it is something very 
extraordinary ; we left the things here in good 
order, a little while ago, and this moment that we 
came into the room again, we found them in the 
conditiim you see. 

Laz. some dog got in I suppose, sir. 

Beat. Ay, some dog upon two legs. Dogs in 
Spain don't drink wine and eat sweetmeats, nor 
steal gowns ; indeed, air, yon ought to pay me for 
my thiogs. 

Don G, I pay for them, hussy! do yon thlok 1 
stole your dab of a gown ! 

Beat. Some of your servants did. 

Laz. Do you suspect me, Mrs. Beatrice? 

Don G. Heyday I do yon know where yon are! 

Beal. I will have my gown. 

Don G, Come, child, yon shall go with me to 
the other lodgings, where we will dine, and after 
dinner return hither, by which time must of the 
furniture will be moved; and, do you hear! let 
those things be taken away, and this room set to 
rights immediately ; and if yon find this slattern's 
trumpery in any hole or corner, lay them by for 
her. 

Beat. Lazarillo, you certainly stole my things. 

Laz, I stole your things ! d — e, if yon say so 
again — 

Beal. Take that, you impudent jackanapes. 
{Gives him a box on the ear.) 

Don G. Ay, ay, before my face, and behind my 
ftkek, too ; no respect to me on either side. 

[Beating them out before him kith Ms cane. 


. ACT II. 

Scene l.—The same. 

Lazarillo and Beatrice discovered, 

Laz, Pray, Mrs. Beatrice, how soon is my mas-, 
ter and your lady to be married ? 

Beat. {Viewing herself m the glass.) If you 
want to know, it's a question you ought to ask 
them. 

Laz. 1 mast, 'faith ! for it will be necessary fog 
me to get my things and look a little about me. 

Beat. What! and so you don't intend to stay 
with Don Ferdinand! 

Lax, Oh ! d — o it, no ; it would not do for me 
at all. Service with a single gentleman, well 
and good ; bnt Imarried families are bell and the 
devil. * 

Beat. Do you intend to list for a soldier, then; 
or turn barber; or what! 1'is dangerous being 
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oat of place; I Iirt 6 known eerenl of yoor fra- 
ternity come to an untimely end by it. 

Lat, To tell yon the troth, 1 am afraid to stay 
witb Don Ferdinand, lest, as valets are apt to ape 
their masters, I should be tempted to imitate him ; 
and, as be has married yoor mistress, the devil 
miglit pot it into my bead to marry you. 

Baat, ( Turning round, and surveying him uniK an 
air of cmtemyU) What is the matter with this 
glass? it always makes me look browner than any 
other in the hoosek ( Wiping it with her handker- 
chief, and going from it m a minuet step.) We shall 
have a ball here to-morrow evening ; I suppose 
the company will desire to see me dance an alle- 
mande, ora'failQango, or something. 

Laz, Come, you have enjoyed it long enough ; 
BOW let me look at myself a little. 

Beat, Lazarillo, give me thwglass. 

Laz, ( Viewing himself.) D — e, if I don’t think 
people look very well in it. 

Beat. Give me the glass. T say. 

Imz. Come and kiss me for it. 

Beat. I’ll see you hanged first. 

Laz. Then you sha'n^t haye it. Tol de rol, lol 
lol. 

Beat. Come, let ns dance theo. Lord ! here’s 
Don Guzman and your muster ! [Ktins out. 

Laz. The devil ! * 

Knter Don Guzman dp. Ribbgra and Don 
Ferdinand. 

' Son F, I have been at the Duke of Medina’s ; 
and I find his wounds are not so bad as I at first 
apprehended. The report, however, of Don Pedro 
being the person who assaulted him, rather gains 
ground. 

Von G. Like enough. 

Don F, Some officers have, as I understand, 
been, within these two hours, walking backwards 
and forwards before this house, and looking at it 
very inc|uisitively. 

JUonG. Then, belike, they still suspect that 
Don Pedro is in it. 

Don F. So it would seem. 

Don G, And we may have a visit from them in 
the night, perhaps, when we least desire Ib^ir 
oomputiy. I’ll strive to prevent them. Come 
hither, you sir.^ Go to the Conde de Lenios, go- 
vernor of Madrid : his palace is hard by ; give niy 
respects, and tell bis excellency, 1 shall be much 
obliged to him, if he will order me, directly, a 
couple of sentinels to stand at iiiy door. Tell bio. 

' I shall want them for two or tliree d^'s, till I have 
married my daughter. [Exit Lazarillo. 

Don F. I have not seen Don Pedro since yester- 
day, sir; and, as he has given me an intimation 
where be is concealed, 1 will ' now, with your 
permission, step to him for a few minutes. 

Don G. Well, well, go then ; yon ’ll be back to 
sapper? Don P.] And now that we have 
got pretty well over the hurry of moving, let me 
see what I have to do to-morrow . In the first 

S laoe, early in the morning, to go my lawyers, to 
esire them to be here precisely at eleven o’clock, 
to settle the business of my daughte.’s marriage. 
Secondly, to go to Father Bartolin, our parmh 
priest. 

JEnfer Beatrice and Lazarillo, on oppoeiu sides, 

. Beat. (Calls loudly.) Lazarillo! 

^ Laz, {Ahswerii^ loudly.) Here ! 

Don G. (Clapping his fingers to hh ears.) How 
now! What the plague’s the matter with, you 
both, Jiave you a mind to break the drums «oi my 
cars? 

Las, What do you scream so for, Beatrice? 


Don O, Scream ! One and the other of you have 
screamed me almost deaf. What do yen want, 
turbulence? 

Beat, Lord, sir, I’m surprised at yon. How 
can you have the idea of making the liest room in 
your house a bed-chamber. 

Don G. Becanse I like it. 

Beat, Why, sir, it will be shocking. 

Don G. what’s that to yon? 

Beat. Besides, I suppose Don Ferdinand will 
remove to my lady’s chamber in a nigbt or two. 

Don G, Ha ! now you have got that in your 
head; and who bid you suppose about it ? 

Beat, Nay, sir, it’s no business of mine, to be 
sore, if you have a mind to turn the bouse upside 
down, only I love to set ‘people right, and see 
things done properly. 

Don G, Well, bat my nephew choso that roop 
partieolarly. # 

Laz, Why, so I told Mrs. Beatrice, sir. I 
said my master had made particular choice of that 
room. 

’ Beat, Very well then, let his bed be put in 
it; but remember, sir, it’s done by no order .of 
mine. 

Don G. I believe there never was your fbilow 
for impertinence, since the world begun. IWt 
why should I be surprised at this, when I am told, 
you give out all over the neigboorhood, thatl am 
^ing to marry you ? 

Laa. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Don G. Ay, you may well laugh. 

Beat, I never gave out any such thing. 

Don G. Don’t lie, for I can prove it upon yon. 
Beat, I say then, sir, I never did ; for the thing 
was first mentioned to me ; and isn’t it common 
enough,^ when a genteel likely girl lives in tbe 
lioase with a gentleman, for people to talk ? 

Don G. W’ell, I sha’n’t dispute the matter with 
you now. Go, take the coach, and fetch yoor 
young lady home: she’s at her aunt’s. Why don’t 
you go where I hid you? 

Beat. I’m settling inyseU', sir. 

Laz. ( Going out.) H'a, ha, ha I marry ! 

Beat. What’s the matter with you f 1 promiie 
you I don’t know whether I would take old 
fellow, if he would have me ; so he need not jniho 
himself uneasy. [Exeunt Laz, and Betd, 

Enter AURORA, veiled, , 

Don G. A paltry, dirty baggage ! to give oot 
that I was going to marry her ; there never wae 
such a thou gilt entered into my head. (Seeisty Av- 
rora.) Who is it that comes into the house tkia 
way without knocking? Is there nobody in the 
way to shew people ? 

Aur, Don't be oflended. Signor, at the liberty 
an utifortunate woman has taken, upon seeing your 
door open ; I implore a moment’s refuge. 

Don G. Explain yourself. 

Aur, I have the misfortune to be the wife of tbe 
most jealous and suspicious of mankind, who is, 
at the saine lime, the moat cruel. Upon a per- 
son’s looking after me in the street, just now, he 
took something into bis bead, drew his pontud, 
and wa^oing to strike me. 

Don Cr. Oh ! for shame. 

Aur, I got from him, and made myeeoimein 
hither; but he is lurking about, aud I am afeoid, 
when I go out again — 

Don Gr, What can I do for yon? 

Aur, I entreat you to go down into the street, 
and speak to him not to misuse me ; you will easily 
know him, he is in a red cloak, and wears a gold 
laced hat, with a black feather. . 

Don G. I’ll go down, madam. 

Aur. In tbe mcauUme, siri pcEpit me to lo- 
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main hero ; andf as 1 imb person of some distinc- 
tion in the world, I beg you will not enffer your 
people to ooine about me, till your hamanity has 
rescued me from, the danger — 

Don G, Step into that chamber, madam, where 
on will tind a light, and nobody shall molest you. 
warrant I’ll give a good account of your jealoas 
pate, and if words won’t do, rougher means shall. 
{Don Guzman hads Aurora to the door, and then 
takina up the candle^ goea out on the opposite aide, 
which leaves the atagp dark. Don Carloa imme- 
diately pushes back tM moveable panel, and comes 
out with Muskato, who ia disguised in womans 
clothes.) 

Don C, It is now quite dark; and you may, if 
ever, escape without being seen ; as for myself. 
I’ll wait with patience, determined to brave every- 
thing till your return. 

^ Musk. I don’t know what’s the matter with me, 
air, I am d— y frightened. 

Don C. As soon as you have brought my 
friends together in the street, the signal is to 
be pistol ; which, when 1 hear discharged f I 
will instantly rush out, and force iiiy passage to 
you. 

^ Mwk, Ay, sir ; but the grand matter is my get- 
ting out. 

JJonC. Farewell; at any rate don’t let your 
apprehensions confound you. lExit. 

At/ KORA appears at the door of the room into which 
she hud been conducted by Don Guzman. 

Aur. Don Guzman’s gone ; and all is dark ; this 
is the moiiieiit to liiid Don Carlos. Assist me, 
love; and, if he be yet here — 

Musk. Kh, eh, eh ! {Coughing.) 

Aur. Ha! what figure’s that I 
Musk. This is a cursed scbciiie of mine ; I wish 
J had never thought of it; it will bring me to the 
gallows, I’m sure; th^n they’ll hang me in wumau's 
mollies. (Aside.) 

Aur. It moves this way ; was ever anything so 
unlucky ! 1 must retire u while. 

Musk. Come, courage; it is but making the 
cflbrt; if I can but get down stairs, 1 am safe 
enough ; {going towards ike door, sees Don Guz~ 
tnau) then there’s an end of me ; tried, condemned, 
and executed. 'J’he old man ! 

• 

Jte-enier Don Guzman de Ribuera, with the 
candle ; and, seeing Muskato veiled, and in wo- 
man's clothes, takes him for Aurora, whom he had 
left. 

Dan G. Come, madam, 3011 may take your way, 
without the least apprehension; I have looked 
all about the door, and nn such person you de- 
soribe^was to be found. 

Aur. {Aside.) Wliat is he talking of? 

Don G. Give me your hand, ma’am, I am going 
abroad myself, and will lead you to whatever place 
of safety you think proper. 

Musk. AVhat’sall this? 

DonG. Poor soul, bow she trembles; fear no^ 
‘ thing, ma’am ; in committing yourself to my 
charge, ^ou are perfectly secure. 

Mu.sk. ( Curtsying, and in a sgueaking voice.) I 
aoiTmuch obliged to you, sir. 

Don G. Her tears almost clioak her voice. 
(Aside.) — Will you have any cordial to refresh 
you? 

Musk. No, I thank you, sir. 

Don G. Come along, don’t be frightened, madam. 
Musk. Sure, if ever there was an angel with a 
beard, this is be. (Aside,) ' lEseunt, 

Enter Aurora and Don Carlos de Pimentel. 

Aur. Now is mv time. Good heaven! bowl 
tremble. I 1 ^ almost afraid to approach the 
pla'ie. {Kmcking at the panel, Don Carlos pushes 


ii back.) Sir, Don Carlos, air. Meroifnl beaven ! 
he’s here still. 

Don C, -Donna Aurora! 

Aur. I was obliged to leave you here last night. 

Don C. Obliged to leave me ! 

Aur. It is too long a story to tell yon now. 1 
have escaped from a convent, where my brother 
placed me, resolved to make iny way to you 
through all impediments ; there is the key, let 
yourself out in the dead of night. Farewell. 

Dpn C. Stay, madam. 

Aur. Oh ! unfortunate, here comes Marcella, 
tlie daughter of Don Guzman ; I would not for the 
world be known by her. Get in, get in, there’s 
another woman with her. What shall I do? Any- 
tbinfj^s better than meeting them. {She retires, 
and Don Carlos goes behind the panel.) 

Enter Marcella and BEATRICE, with lighU. 

Mar. What was it you asked LazariilOj, Bea- 
trice ? 

Beat. Why, ma’am, whether bis master was at 
home. . 

Mar. And what did be say ? 

Beal. What you heard, ma’am, that he was not. 

Mar. That h^ had been gone about balflem boar ; 
was it not? 

Bedb. Yes, ma'am. 

Mar. W(‘ll, take my fan, and my veil, and see 
that riiy' things are got ready in the dressing-room. 
{Beatrice goes out with the things.) A strange un- 
seasi^able hour for Don Ferdinand to leave the 
house, roethinks ; and just at a time when he knew 
1 was coming home too. 

Re-enter BEATRICE. 

Beat. {In agitation.) Ma'am, ma’am! 

Mar. Well, what now? 

Beat. Don’t make a noise, I have seen such n 
thing in Don Ferdinand's chamber; and, 1 believe, 
I have found out the thief, too, for I dare swear 
she stole my gown. 

Mar. She! what she? 

Beal. A woman, ma’am. 

Jlfnr. In Don Ferdinand’s chamber? 

Beal. Yes ; as I was going along the passage, 1 
observed the door pushed to ; so I popped my 
head in ; and there I saw a woman in a veil. I did 
not say a word, but came back directly. 

Mar. We’ll see who she is ; take the candles. 

Beal. Yes, ma’am ; she can’t escape os. 

\Theygo out. 

, Mar. ( Behind.) We will know who you are. 

Aur. That’s as I please. 

Afar, What brings you here? 

Aur. I came here to a gentleman. 

Beal, Pull off her veil, ma’am, 

Aur. Nay, then — 

Beal. Stop there, a thief! 

Don Carlos de Pimentel m&es back the panel, 
comes out, and afterwards Aurora runs in. 

Dm C. What noise was that! Sure it was Au- 
rora’s voice ; somebody molests her. 

Aur. {Running in.) Save me, Carlos; they pur- 
sue me; I t^all be discovered, and undone. 

Enter Don Ferdinand. Don Carlos and Aurora 
retire behind the panel. 

Don F. {Stamping.) Lights! here, lights! 
Lights, I say. 

Enter BEATRICE, LaZARILLO, and other Servants. 
Where is this assassin, this honsebreaker? 

Mar. W here la this ahaiue to her sex ? 

Laz. Sir, madam^ * wbat’s the matter? 

Don F. There baa been a jnan here, masked ; 
search about. 

Laz. Where suini we searoli, sir? 
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/ Ikm JP. Call to tho Rentinelft to let oobody out 
qf the lioaee :*fae can’t haye made hia eaoape. 

Bfot. Ob ! ma’am, yon have let the woman go. 

Jfar. I let her go ! 

Baal. Yes, ma’am, it was certainly she that was 
here this morniog. How did she get away t 

Mar, Don Ferdinand let her pass ; bat how did 
she get in here, Beatrice? 

JSnfer Don Guzman de Ribbbra, wUh a Laroyrr 
aada Notary, ^ 

Don O, Come, gentlemen, give me leave to 
bring yon into this Camber; I have ordered things 
to be got ready for oar business — Daughter, good 
morning to yont Heyday! What’s the matter, 
child 7 Come, let ns take onr places. Yon, geif- 
tlemen, at that table, with yoar parchments ; and 
you, children, seat yourselves here on each side. 

DonF. (SUs,) Ugh! 

DonO. So, so! wTiatailsyou? Have you got the 
melancholics 7 Catobed the dumps of your cousin? 

DonF, Dumps, sir? I doirt know what you 
mean ; I never was merrier in my life. 

Don G, Come, gentlemen, hava you got every- 
thing ready 7 

< Im, Yes, Don Guzman, everything is ready ? 

Don G, Daughter, why don’t you sit down here 
when 1 desire it ? ^ 

Mar, Sir, I oboose — 

• Jlsof. Dear ma’am, pray sit down. 

Mar, Why, it will be the same thing. 

Notary, These you say, Don Guzman, arp the 
parties? 

Don G. Ay ; you’ll take notice, I give ten thou- 
sand pistoles to my daughters, for the present, and 
the rest of fortune at my death. 

Notary, 'fen thousand pistoles ; the residue of 
yoar fortune at your death ; ’tis so set down, Don 
Guzman. 

Don Q, Let me see — 

Don F. Shall wc sulTer them to go on with this 
farce, ma’am 7 

Mar, Don’t talk to me, sir desire to have no 
manner of conversation with you, 

Don F, Oh ! . very well, ma’am ; I am as willing 
£o avoid anything of that kind as you can be. 

DonG. vVhat, what, what are you saying to 
one another? 

Don F, 1 was not speaking at all, sir. 

Don G, Were you not speaking neither? 

Mar, No, sir, 1 did not say a word. 

.V Dm.O, I’m sure you did though. 

(Fehind MarceUa's cAair.) No, sir, my* 
vin^d not speak, indeed. 

Don G, I’m not speaking to you, take notice. ^ 

Eos. {Behind Don Ferdinaims chahr,) Put in 
your word ^ain. 

Don G, Well, before we go anV further, let ns 
fix the day for the marriage ; I have thought of 
Saturday; however, please yourselves; what say 
yon, ne^ew 7 

Don F. Why, sir, if I roust give my opinion, 
I tliink we had better defer it a little. 

DonG. Defer it! How long? 

Don F, Tot ever, sir. 

Afar. And that’s my opinion, too, sh*. 

Don G, Js it BO, indeed. And why is it your 
iepinion,jpray 7 

Mar. Don Ferdinand will tell you, sir. [JSn^. 

DonG, Come back, child. Marcella! (Taming 
to Don Ferdinand.) Don Ferdinand ! 

' Don F, Inquire of your daughter, sir, she cui 
best inform you. [Exeunt aU but DonG, audBeai, 

Don G, Gone ! she one way, and he the other, 
end I am left in the clouds. Pray, ma’am» can 
yon solve this riddle? What has happened be- 
tween your mistress and her cousin to occasion 
this sudden— I know not what tp call it; Satan has 
possessed them both, I believe. 


[Act tf. 

Beat, Don’t ask me anything about It, sir. ' 

Don G. Not ask you? 

Beat, No, sir, I had rather you would not 
Don G, What are you whimpering: for 7 
Beat. I don’t know, sir, I can’t help it. 

Don G, 1 desire you will tell me whatever hae 
come to your knowledge. 

Beat, \yell, sir, all I know about it, is ibis: 
Don Ferdinand brought a creature into 'the house 
here — 

Don G, A creature! When? 

Beat, Just now, sir. 

Don G, Well, don’t cry. And what creature 
was it 7 

Beat, Sir, I’m ashamed to tell you what it was. 
Don G. Ashamed 1 

Beat, Besides, 1 don’t know bow you name 
them. 

Don G. No ! It most be some strange monster, 
sure, or you are grown devilish mealy-mouthed of 
a sudden ; was it a lion, a tiger, a bear, a rhino- 
ceros, a orocodde, or a porcupine T 
Boat, No, shr, it was not a porcupine, hut it wae 
a cononbine ; one of your creatnres that run after 
the men. 

Don O, Oh, ho! In short, Don Ferdinand 
brenght a strnmpet into my bouse last nigbtt 
Beat, Yes, sir, I believe that’s one of the names 
gentlemen give them. 

Don G. And how do you know be did this 7 
Beat, Because I saw her, sir. 

Don G. Very well, that’s all I want with you. 
Beat, Sir, your humble servant. [Exiiw 

DonG. Gentlemen, yon see there issomeUiiuyg 
wrong in my family ; I really don’t know what u 
is at present ; but as it must bo settled before wo 
oonclnde matters, I will endeavour to get at the 
bottom of it, and let yon know this evening, when 
we will trouble you again. (Exeunt. 

Don Carlos de Pimentel epane the panel, and 
enters with AURORA leanmg on hitarm, 

Aur. Only get me a little into the air, and 1 
shall be well again presently. 

Don C, How do yon find yourself? 

Aur, Better already. 

Don C, (Drawing her a char,) Sit down here « 
little. . 

Aur, Heigbo! « 

Don^, Aurora I she faints again ; the heat of 
that place has overcome her so that I shall never 
be able to fetch her to herself. 

Aur, ’Tis nothing but the sadden effects of ftio 
air. I assure you I am greatly recovered, alid 
shall be able to go in again immediately. 

Don C. If I can see Beatrice, I think I may vea- 
tare to tell her my story, and commit Aurora to 
her care ; ’tis the only thing I have for it, aod the 
worst oome to the worst, my mask aod my sword 
shall defend me from everybody else. [JSnf. 

ilnr. What woman ean say she will make but 
one false step? Alas ! we tread upon ice, and in 
making one,, through want of caution, we make a 
thousand. 

Mar, eWithin.) Beatrice! 

Aur. Heaven and earth! what do I hear? Is 
not that Marcella’s voice? Should she find me in 
this place, shonld she know where 1 have been, 
what would she tbiok of me ! I am entangled so on 
every side, that it is impossible fpr me to extrioate 
myself. Must then the retreat 1 contrived for ano- 
ther, be my own destraotion. [Exit. 

Enter Marcella and Beatrice. 

Mar, Wbere’e my father? 

Beat. I don’t know, ma’am ; but I’ve told him all. 
Mar. Told him ! What have yon told him? 
Beat. Why, about the woman, ma’am, 

Bdar, I’m sorry for it. 
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Aot in. Scene 1 .] THE PANHL. 

Btoi, Are yon ? I’m sorrj, too, then. Bat joa | torj hat ood olotkof yoar late hrother’s; Ite pat 

would not have hod me told him a lioa and he | them on; the aentiDeU will take him for an dflioo^— 


asked me. 

Mar, In short, Beatrice, Don Ferdinand's be- 
harionr betrays nq marks of goilt ; and, after all, if 
we should be mistaken — - 
Beat, Nay, ma’am, if there be any mistake, yon 
led me into it, I'm sore ; for I said at f^fst, the 
woman was only a thief. 

Mar, Go, and desire my father to oome to me 
here. 

Beat, Yes, ma'am; but, pray, now take care 
what you say to him, and don't let him lay all the 
blame npon me. [£xif. 

Marcella sits down in the chair which Aurora 
had just lift, DoN Carlos DE PIMENTEL enters 
behmd, 

Bfon C, I hare ventored as far as my appre- 
hensions would give me leave, but without oeing 
able to meet Beatrice ; however, it is so far well, 
that I have met nobody else. Perhaps her weak- 
ness may now have left her. (^Approaching Jiar- 
cella,) Dearest creature, how is it with yon ? 

Mar. (Starting up with a scream. ) Ah ! 

Bon C. Confusion, what's this? 

Mar. Who are yoa — Help ! 

Don C. My head tarns round — I shall drop. 

Jtfittr. Don Carlos. 

Don C, That wretch. ^ 

Mar. Whence come yon, sir? How got you here? 
Dan C. Hold, ma'am ! my life is not worth 
preserving — But where is the lady I left here just 
now? 

Mar. The lady, sir, just now ! Lord, what lady, 
and what are you talking of? I saw no lady. 

Don C. (Asitk.) Aurora, then, has recovered, 
and gone back to our retreat : Marcella has not 
seen Tier, so 1 had better say nothing. 

Mar. On reflection, I find mysmf in the most 
oritical situation : iny honour is at stake as well as 
your life. 

Enter BEATRICE. 

Beat. Your father and Don Ferdinand are both 
gone. — (Seeing Don Cailos.) Ah! madam, here is 
a man, then, after all ; and you would not venture 
to trust me. 

Mar, The mao is Don Carlos— 

Beat. We shall every one be haugedh 

Mar. How he got in, or his reason for coining, 

1 cannot prevail on him to discoyer. 

Beat, now long has he been here, ma'am? 

Mar. 1 never saw him till this moment, that he^ 
surprised me. 
mat. Upon your word? 

Mar. For my part, I believe he is road ; for be 
tidks in the strangest, wild, incoherent manner. 

Beat. His eves look very ugly, 1 assure you. 
Stand further from him, ma’am. (Keeping at a dis- 
tance, with her mistress ig the arm.) What do 
you want here, sir ? and which of our people let 
you in ? 

Don C. None of your people let me in. 

Beat. 1 suppose, then, you were the man Don 
Ferdinand saw last night? 

Don't)* 1 was. 

* Beat, We must get him out, ma’am, while your 
father and Don Ferdinand are abroad ; it will be 
better than calling the servants to take him, for 
reasons — * 

Mar. But bow shall we get him out ? He is 
subject to be seen by all tbe^ervants in the house, 
every one of whom know him ; and, at last, per- 
haps, be may be stopped by the sentinels at the 
door. 

Beat, The sentinels ! I never thought of them. : 
Lord, lord I how shall we*"contrive I One can't j 
think ofbanging the wretch. Stay , there's a thought I 
come into my liead< ThAre is ui my room, a mill- i 


Mar, At any rate, Beatrice, cany him up mto 
yonr chamber tor the present. 

Beat. I will, ma'am. Come, sir. Theft is 
something' that puazles me in this business, not- 
withstanding ; for, I can hardly believe the mau 
would come into this house, merely for the sake 
of being hanged, let my lady say what she pleases. 
(Aside.) {Enewst. 

• ACT III. 

Scene 1*^A Street, with a view of Don Gugman's 
house. 

Enter Don Ferdinand with Don Pedro 
Pacheco. 

Don F. The Dnke of Medina, then, is entirely 
ont of danger? 

Don P, His physicians pronounced him so this 
mordiug. His grace took the blame of the whole 
affair npon himself ; and assnred me, upon bis ho- 
nour, he wonld not suffer me in any way to be 
troubled or molested abont it. 

Don F, ft speaks the generosity which ought 
always to distinguish the nobleman. .Yojn m^ be- 
lieve, being, an a great measure, the instrument 
of ygpr misfortune, I more than participated in 
the nneasiness it gave yon: Hold! Don Pedro, 
stand back a little: do yon see the fellow that 
creeps yonder nnder the wall, looking behind him 
every moment ? 

Jibn P. Ay, what of him? 

Don F. He comes thia way. I have my rea- 
sons for it : let ns stand a little under that piazza, 
and observe him. [^areaitf. 

Enter Muskato. 

Musk. What a thing is a life of apprehension ! 
I wish 1 may never stir if my fear has not almost 
melted me into a jelly. ( Clapping his hands behind 
him, between his waisicoat om coat.) Well, I am 
ont df the house, that's one comfort ; and, in some 
measure, the way is paved for my master; for I 
have been arooDg^ his friends, and six of them, 
brave, sturdy, young fellows, armed with swords 
and pistols, will be ready to favour bis escape, 
when oar Dons are taking their ffigestive naps 
after dinner. I only wait their arnval, to give 
Don Carlos the signal from this little |Mipper; 
(shews a pistol) but I most first take a view of the 
nonse, in order to determine on wbioh side I bad 
best stand, when I give the alarm, that it may be 
sure to come to my master's ears. (Going ojf, 
he suddenly starts hack, andi turns.) Who do you 
want ? It is not I ! Lord have mercy upon me 1 I 
thought some one had touched my shomder. I'll 
shoot the first man who assaults me. 

Enter Don Ferdinand and Don Pedro 
Pacheco. 

Don F, Tis he, I'm positive. 

Don P. 1 think so, too. 

Don F. Hold a little. (Binging at Don Gms- 
Runi'e door.) 

Enter Lazarillo. 

Come this way, you sir! Do yon see the man that 
goes along yonder, with his hat flapped over hie 
face? Pass by him, and try if you know who be 
is . — [Exit LazariUo.2^The fellow's not at home, 
who 1 sent to dog Don Carlos, or he conld tell 
directly whether this is the same person that was 
with him. 

Don P. Your man has taken a thorough survey 
of bis whole person. 

Re-enter Lazarillo. 

DanF. (To Lax.) Well, sir, do you know him 1 

Lao. Wny, sir, I think I have seen bis face 
before. 

Don Fm Is be the servant of Don Carlos? 
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Xos. TAo very man. 

Don F. Tbeo let us go and leSae him direotlj. 

Him F. Hold 1 Don Ferdinand, yon and your 
servant will be suflBoieot to deal with him; aM it 
is absolately necessary fur me to pay the compli- 
ment of calling at the Dake of Medina’s imme- 
^ately ; however. I’ll be with yon, at yonr house, 
in less than balf-an-hour. 

Hon F. Lswillo, follow me. [£jrsim<. 

Scene II.— Don (Tusmon’s House. 

Eater Beatrice. ^ 

Bserf. {Looking about*) Come, ma’am, be may 
yenture. ' 

Afar. (FTiVMn.) Is the coast quite clear, Bea- 
trice? ^ 

Beat, Yes, ma’am ; bat let him make haste. 

Afar. ( Within.) I’ll fetch him. 

Beat. The dickens take him! he has put me in 
such a tremble, as 1 have not been in this twelve- 
month: and frights ruin one’s complexion, too : I 
dare swear, I shall look pale for a week. 

Enter Marcella and Don Carlos de 
Pimentel. 

Don C. J beg yoar pardon^ Will you permit 
me to say a few words to Mrs. Beatrice in private ? 

Beat, In private to me! Mercy on as! li](hat? 

Don C. Don’t be alarmed ; it’s only a little com- 
mission I have to charge you with. (Taking her 
aeide.) In the first place, my dear girl, there is 
my purse, and ten thousand thanks Tor the kind 
interest you have taken in iny misfortunes. 

> Jfeat.I am always ready and willing to assist 
any one in distress ; and I wish you may get safe 
out of Madrid, with all ray heart. 

Don C. Well, %at this is not all I have to say 
to you. 

Beat. No, air? 

Don C. No. There is another person still in this 
house; for whom I must entreat your good offices ; 
and should . there be occasion and opportunity, I 
beg you will convey that person oat nnseen by your 
mistress. 

Beat. Well, but 1 don’t understand you ; ex- 
plain this matter to me a little more. 

Don C. 1 can’t explain it farther, at present. 

Beat. Another person still in the house, that 1 
mutt endeavour to get out unknown to my lady ! 
Who is it '( 

Don C, What signifies : you’ll see. 

Beat. Well, but you’ve set me quite on the fidmts. 

Afar. Upon my word, Beatrice, we shall delay 
80 Uiog — 

Beat, We are ready, ma’am. Come, sir, you 
most be cautious not to shew any confusion. 
Come along the hall with a strut ; and, in passiog 
by, look inmudent; more impudeqt still; you’ll 
not look halfimpudent enough. 

Don C. Never fear me. 

Beat. I wish you' would tell me what you meant, 
by the thing you said to me inst now. 

Don C, Once more, ma’am ; and, for the last 
time, I take my leave of you. 

Beat. Pray, sir, is the person a man or a 
woman ? 

Don C, Beatrioo;ikreweU. 

Afar. Have a moment’s patience. I am a little 
\‘nneasy: I think I see a crowd of people coming 
towards our door ; apd, if 1 be not mistaken, Don 
Ferdinand is among them. 

Beat, I don’t know. Don Ferdinand, and I^a- 
narillo, and two or three more, have laid bold of a 
man, and are dragging him along ; and I wish I 
may die, Don Carlos, if the person they have gut, 
lb not very like your servant Muskato. 

Don C. Then the work of my deslraction is 
complete. ' 

Beat. They. axe bringing >biiu into the bouse.— 


Quick, quick, lei us get back to my chamber;,' ns 
fast as we can. [HmmiM. 

Enter Don Ferdinand, attended by Lazarillo 

and other Servants, with MDskatO, who they 

have got by the collar, « 

Dm F. Pull the rafcal in here ; poll him in ! 
and if he attempt to struggle, knock him down. 

Afirsia Well, but gentlemen, good, dear, gen- 
tlemen, as you are men of honour, and catliolio 
Christians, don’t do me any hurt. I am a poor, 
miserable young fellow, but just turned of four 
and twenty, that have an old mother and two lamo 
sisters — 

Don F, Are yon not a villain, sirrah? 

Musk, Yon are pleased to say ao, air; and 1 
sha’n’t be ao unmannerly as to contradict any gen- 
tleman, with a sword at my throat. 

Don F. Are you not the servant of that assasaio, 
Don Carlos ? 

Musk. Upon my word, sir, I can’t say ; perhaps 
I may, and perhaps I mayn’t. Yon have fright- 
en^ eve^thing quite out of my head. 

Jjaz. He is his servant, sir. 

Musk, Well, sir — yen, I am his servant, if fhat 
will content you. 

Don F. Where’s your master? 

Musk. (Lauyhitig.) Ha, he, ha! 

Don F. Do you make a jest of ns ? 

Musk. No, sir, no; bull am ticklish, and your 
mad has got his fingers in my collar: bid him take 
them away, and I’ll speak. 

Don F. Let him go. Well, now, sir, where is 
Don Carlos? 

Musk. He’s in a place — (Looking towards the 
panel.) 

Don F. To a place ! what place ? Answer my 
question directly, or torture shall make you. 

Musk. Propose it again, good sir. 

Don F. Where is Don Carlos? 

Mtisk. Not a great way oil*. 

Don F. So vfc suppose, by yoar being here. 

Musk. He is, at present, I believe — Pray, sir, will 
you do me the favonr to tell me what o’clock it is? 

Don F. W hat a clock ? 

Musk. Yes, sir ; because I would be as precise 
as possible in answering your question: und, if it 
be now about lialf-aii-bour after one, (as I partly 
conjecture,]^ Don Carlos is, at this moment, picking 
his teeth, after dinner, in the city of Lisbon. 

Don F. 'Tis false, sirridi! I know be is, at this 
moment hid somewhere in Madrid. Lay hold of 
him again. 

Enter Ma rcei.la and Beatrice. 

Afar. What is the matter here ? 

Musk, Only some men, mauam, that have got a 
poor criiiiioal in their clutches, and are going to 
play the devil with him. 

Don F. This is the servant of Don Carlos ; I 
catched him just now in the street, measuring the 
outside of our house, with his eyes, from top to 
bottom. I know his master is at present in Ma- 
drid ; and I suspect this emissary of bis was not 
lurking about this neighbourhood for any good 
purpose : rather, perhaps, in meditation of some 
fartlier destruction of our family ; for, searching 
bis pockets, we found a pistol. 

Musk. You found a pistol! Do you say you 
found a pistol in my pocket? 

JLaz. There it is. ^ 

Musk. Oh! do you coll that a piatol? 

Laz, Ay, what do ;^u call it? 

Musk, t keep it to light my pipe. 

Beat. Weil, out, sir, let me look at this person ; 
because I was very well acquainted with Don Car- 
los, and his servant, too, if tliis be the same he had 
before he left Madrid. . 

Musk. Do look at me,^ma!aiu ; did you tfver see 
ray face before ? ^ 
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^ Beat, Never, apottmy honoar. 

MmMk, See there, gentlemen. 

Lns. Why yoi^ourself said but now, that yoa 
belonged t& Don Clarloi* 

Miulc. Did 17 

Don F» Yen, thin moment. 

I don't think 1 said any snoh thing; and 
I am almost anre 1 did not. 

Beat, Indeed, sir, }oa are mistaken here: he 
that lived with Don Carlos, used to make love to 
me; a good, genteel, personable fellow ; whereas, < 
this is one of the worst-looking, ugl^ bounds 1 
ever saw in my life. • 

Lae, Sir, believe wbat I s^ to joo : this is the 
servant that lived with Don Carlos, when he was 
last in Madrid; and be was always jost as ugly as 
he is now. I even recollect his name ; it ^gins 
with joss, or fuss, or — 

Musi. There is neither joss nor fuss in my 
name ; so you may give me my liberty. 

^ Mar. Indeed, sir, I think you had better tarn 
him about his business. 

Don F, 1 think the contrary. I’ray, mafem, 
you and your maid return to your chamber. La- 
zarillo, look that door, and give me the key. 
{To Mushaio, who endeavours to steal away .') — 
'Tis in vain to strive to escape, sir ; I shall leave 
you locked op here!' tHl I come back with proper 
oflicers. 

Musk. (Pulling LaxariUo by the sleeve.) Young 
man, 1 find myself a little indisposed ; if you have 
any such thing as a drop of spirits in the bouse, I 
would be obliged to you for — 

Lax. Oh! you’ll be in greater want of spirits 
presently ; you had better keep them for a more 
pressing occasion. [Exeunt all but Muskato. 

Must, ^nocking at the wainscot,,) .Open ! 'tis I. 

Aur. (Voming out, veiled.) Well! 

Musk. Heyday! have you got ipto petticoats, 
tool ’Gad I I don't know but you are much in the 
right of it ; for there is an old gentleman here- 
almuts, who conducts ladies out of his house with 
an admirable politeness. But, joking apart, I sup- 
pose you have heard what has happened. 

Aur, 1 endeavouitid to listen; but the noise 
tyas so great, 1 could hear nothing distinctly. 

Musk. You could hear nothing distiuctly? — 
(Squeaking to mimic her.) — What the devil ! have 
you put your voice into petticoats, tO(A' I led you 
a doable bass; and, 1 Hod you a treble. 

Aur, (Shewing her face.) Come, a truce with 
these impertinences. 

Musk, Donna Aurora! For heaven’s sake, 
young gentlewoman, how came you here? 

Aur. ’Tis a long story to tell: however, make 
Yourself easy, your master has escaped. He came 
here just now, and ottered to stay with me, or 
make me the companion, of his escape : the for- 
mer, you may be sure, I would not hear of ; and, 
in tile latter oa.se, 1 thought I should only be an 
impediment to him. 

Beat. ( Through the key~hok.) Muskato ! 

JIfftfi:. Who's there? 

Beat. 'Tis I, Beatrice. Have they locked you up 7 

Mu4e* Ay, double-locked me up ; I am locked 
up on both sides. 

. Beat. 1 wish 1 could let yon out. 

Musk. 1 wish you could. How did yon get out 
my master 7 

Beat. We have him here within ; and he says 
he won't go without you. 

Musk. 1 am very much obliged to him. But 
what good will that do me? However, at any rate, 
I should be glad to take my leave of him, before 
we part. I wish you would ijirive to put back the 
lock of the door. 

Beat. It's impoBsiole ; J>at oomfort yourself ; 
my lady and I have been both crying for you ; and, 
1 dare swear, wc shall cry a great deal more. 


Must. You think we shall sutTer, tbaih 

Beat. Takoesreof yourself; Den Feriinaadit 
coming np the other way with the algoas^s. 

Musk. (Rsmamg to toe pond.) Is he! bjr gad» 
then I will take all the care I can. 

Aur. Stay, Muskato— (Her /oof slips om she U 
Qomg to foUmo him.) Oh, gracious heaven! 1 have 
hurt myself, and they are opening the door. 

Musk, (Shutting the panel,} Nay^ if you won’t 
come — charity begins at home. 

^ur. (On the outside.) Mn^ato! 

Enter Don Ferdinand, Lazarillo, ami 
Atguaxiis. 

DonF. (Without.) Yes, yes; Lazarillo and I 
seized him ; and we have him hc^e under lock and 
key. Here, gentlemen, is the corigidur's warrant, 
and there’s your prisoner Lazarillo. 

Lax. Sir! 

Don F, WJiere’s the servant of Don Carlos? 

Lax, Is not he there, sir? 

Don F. And what woman’s this? By heavens, 
I left him locked up here, and have had the key 
in my pocket ever since. 

Don P. See who the woman is 7 

Lax. (Approaching Aurora.) I'll jigeyhat. 

Don F. (Aatrora making a motion wUh her hand.} 
Stai^ oft'! 

Lax, She beckons to speak with you. 

Don F. I desire, gentlemen, you won't leave the 
house yet. — [Exeunt JjasariUo and AlguaxUs^-^ 
Well, now, ma’am, who and what are you! 

Aur. Answer these questions yourself, sir; (lifl^ 
iug up her veil;) for the rest, my sex and my 
fortunes give me claim to your protection. 

Don F. Aurora, the sister of Don Pedro ! — 
Where is the man I left here ; aud by what nnao- 
countable accident— 

Aur. A time will come for satisfying yon in 
everything. Consider, at present, but the peril of 
my siination ; my brother is here, I am a woman, 
and you are a gentleman. 

Don G. (Behind.) Alguazils in my house again ! 
this is really monstrous! How came the sentinels 
to let these people up 7 

Don F. Was ever man so embarrassed os I am ! 
Here’s ray uncle now : if he find a woman with 
me, and I refuse to give an account bow she came, 
be will believe the story Marcella told him con- 
cerning last night; if I discover her, 1 slioll inf 
volve myself in a quarrel with her brother, besides 
breaking my word given to her. 

Enter Don Pedro Pacheco. 

My dear Don Pedro, don't be surprised at 
what I am going to say to you : it stands me 
npon to keep this Isdy from my uncle’s sieM; 
I beg, therefore, you will not mention anything 
about her ; add prayf ma’am, do you into this 
cabinet. [Exit Aurora. 

Don P. Shall I shut myself op with her? 

Don F. No ; stay where you are. 

Enter Don Gczman de Riddera, spetdsmg la 

Lazarillo; afterwards, enter Marcella and 

Beatrice. 

Don G«. Go you, sir, and desire my daughter to 
come to me immediately. Nephew, I am very 
angry with you. 

Don F. I am sorry for that, sir. 

Don G. A fig for your sorrow. 

Don P. Don Guzman, 1 kiss your hand. 

Don G. I am glad to see you out of your 
trouble. 

Mar., Here I am, sir: what's your pleasure? 

Don G. Wbat, you won’t let me enjoy ease 
and quietness?— (To Don Ford.) They tell me, 
nephew, yon haw seized the servant of Don Car- 
los dc Pimentel. 

DenP. Yee, sir; hut he has escaped. 
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THB PANEL. [Act III. 


Den O, How has he esoapedi 

Don F, That's more than 1 am able to say. I 
left him looked np here ; and, when 1 came back 
again, I could not find him. 

Don GF. Oh ! rery well ; I warrant you I’ll find 
him. 1 hear tales of a very ugly nature from one 
side and the other, of men and women being con- 
cealed in the house. 

Don F. 'Tis most certain, sir, that I met a 
strange man in the house last night ; but I don’t 
pretend to determine how he got in. ' 

JDon G. My daughter says there was a strange 
woman ; and, for anything that appears to the con- 
trary, both the lurking toads may be in the house 
still ; and, if somebody does not ferret them out, 
we may have our throats out one of these nights, 
when we are asleep in our beds, and dreaming of 
no such matter ; and, therefore, I am determined 
to hunt every hole and corner : and first, I’ll be- 
gin to examine this. {Going towards the closet 
where Aurora is.) — Perhaps they may have bidden 
themselves — 

DonF. {Placing himself before tjie closet.) Hold, 
sir! you must not go in here. 

Don G. No ! And why not, pray? 

Mar. Do go in, sir. ,, 

Don G. Nephew, I will go into that place. 

Don F, Pardon me, sir, 1 have the ^reate^ re- 
spect for yon; but here my honour is engaged, 
and, by heaven 1 I itili defend this door with my 
life. 

Don G. This is very pretty behaviour, I protest; 
ttOWever, sir, since you are so violent, I will not 
oooibnd with yon at present : I’ll take this room 
in my way back. And will you, Don Pedro, be so 
obliging as to accompany me, while 1 search the 
rest of the apartments. 

Mar, Hold ! pray, sir, stay a moment. 

Don O. What mischief’s in the wind now ? 

Mar. You most not go this way, sir. 

Don G. Most not ! By my iaith, but I will, 
though. 

Don F. I say, sir, do go in. 

Mar. Pw, sir, don't think of it. 

Don G, Then I’ll go in there. 

Don F. No, sir; &at must not be. 

Don O. Why now, did ever any one see the like 
of this 7 I say, nephew — daughter — 

Aurora throwing open the doors of the cabinet, 
comes out, and discovers herself. 

Aur. Ruin I see must overtake me ; tlierefore. 
I’ll meet it. 

Don P. Fury and death, my sister ! Villain, 
draw your swora. 

DonG. Nay, now, Don Pedro, you’re out of 
your wits. 

Don F. Hear me, will you? 

Don P, I'll hear nothing. 

Mar. Nor I. 

DonG. I’ll leave it to all the world, now, if 
ever there was a poor old fellow so hampered 
and plagued, by a set of young rascals and hus- 
sies, as 1 am. 

Enter Lazarillo. 

La». Where’s Pop Guzman — where’s i my mas- 
ter? Oh! gentlemen, gentlemen! 

, Don G. (Stopping them.) Pray, hold a little^ 
What ails this fSlow? 

' Beat. Lazarillo, have yon seen a ghost? 

Laz. Yon have hit it ; the house is haunted. 

Don G. Yes, with a pack of mad peoide. 

jLaa. Spirits, air, spirits ! As I am a living man, 
youT ton, Don Alonzo, appeared to me this instant. 
His laoa was as long as my arm, and as pale as a. 
,\„#iece of chalk; his eyes glared like two coals of 
^if^re, and he bad a flambeau in his hand, 
r DonG. 1 won’t believe a word of this; It's all 
a monstrous lie : a ghost and a piece of chalk, and 


a flambeau and stnlT. Draw all your swords, and 
follow me. 

^ Mar. (Sinks into Ferdinands arms.) Oh ! 

Don G. Here! you, man, ghost, devil, or what- 
everyon are, make your appearance : I protest be- 
fore heaven, I’ll do yon no harm, but let you go 
quietly about your business. 

Enter Don Carlos de Pimentel, with his mask 
on, and his sword drawn; after advandng some 
• paces, he discovers himself. 

Don C, Don Guzman, I take you at your word. 
All. Don Carlos ! * 

Don F. Call in the algnazils. 

DonG. No, come back. How have yon the 
audaciousness, Don Carlos, to appear in tliis place? 
And what do you think most be the oonseqnenoe of 
my seeing you? 

Don C. 1 have delivered myself into your hands, 
Don Guzman, on the faith of your promise, that the 
memory of all past acts should be cancelled between 
ns ; but conscious of iny innocence, I disdain to 
oweViy safety to an undesigned clemency ; recall 
what yon have said, I release you from your word, 
if yon can have more pleasure in satisfying m nn- 

i *ost revenge than in sacrificing it to a point of 
tononr. , 

Don G. Go away, and never let me see yon more.. 
Don P. This may do for yon, Don Guzman, but 
I ant* to be answered in another manner. The death 
of a son may be forgiven, but not the ruin of a 
sister. 

Don C. Don Pedro, I never wronged you. I 
honour, I esteem, I admire your sister ; but not 
out of fear of your anger, but in regard to her vir- 
tue ; and as a debt due to her reputation, brought 
into danger by her attention to me, I am willing to 
make her my wife. 

Aur. {Going ajmrt with Don P.) Brother — 

Don F. There is one circumstance in this dark 
affair which surprises me more than anything else. 
Where is your servant, Don Carlos, whom I seized 
joat now in the street? I left him locked up here, 
and in less than a quarter of an hour — 

Musk. {Within.) Heigho! 

Don G, Who have we bricked up in the wait, 
yonder? 

Enter JM vskkto from behind the panel. 

Musk. Are we all friends? is it peace and good 
fellows!^ without respect of persons? 

Don G. Sirrah, I desire to know — 

Musk. I am included in the treaty, air. 

Beat. This brings things into my head. Hark 
you! rogue’s face, was it no^ you that stole my new 
gown? 

Mttsk. Yes, ma’am. 

Beat. Well, and where is it? 

Musk. Why, yon must know, I put it on. 

Beat. Put op my gown ! 

Musk. Oh, Lord! yuB;»l make one of the geu- 
teelest ladies yon ever laid your eyes on ; ask Don 
Guzman else. Being somewhat more corpnlent 
than you, indeed, your gown has suffered a little in 
the seams ; hut don’t make yourself uneasy; to re- 
compense the damage, I’ll throw myself andfertune 
at your feet. ( Fallvng on his knees.) 

Don P. What you tell me is very odd ; however, - 
that is not a suflioient reason for my doubting the 
truth of it. Don Carlos, we have no leisure now 
to enter into discussions and explanations ; your 
family and fortune are unexceptionable; you aay 
you are willing to marry my sister; take her, and 
may you be happy together. 

Musk. My dear master, I wish you joy from the 
bottom of my heart, of being released from all your 
troubles, by the generosity of this good old gentle- 
man : his bebayioar baa bhen that (|f a noble Spaniard ; 
and I hope oairinends will testify their satisfaction, 
by joiuitig to applatad it. [ExeNiit. 



THOMAS AND SALLY; 

Or, THE SAILOR’S RETURN: 

A MUSICAL ENTERTAINMENT, IN TWO ACTS. 



CHARACTSRS. 

TMF ’SQUIRE I SALLY 

THOMAS I DORCAS 


ACT I. 


Stfnf I . — A VtUage at the foot of a htU, wUh a 
cottage more aduanced than the reit, on one side, 

Sali y ducooered spinning at the door. 


AIR.-~Sally. 


Mg tme how happy once, and gw ' 

Oh * blithe I was lu bbthe couU be. 
But now I’m sad, ah, wetl-a-day^ 

For my true love is gone to sea. 

The lads pursue, I strh*e to shun. 
Though all ihar arts are lost on me; 
For I eon nei*er love but one, 

^nd he, alas* m gone to sea. 


• Thw bid me to the wake, the fair. 
To donees on the neigWrmg lea; 
But how can I tn pleasure share. 
While my true tom isoutat sea? 


e dowers droop tdl bgkt's return, 
rheweon mourns Us absent she; 
will I droop, so will I mourn, 


So unll I droop, hw < nwnnii 
TUI my true love comes hack from sea. 


Bnter Dorcas. 

Dorcas. What, will you never quit this idle 
trade*? ^ 

SHU, sHII in tears 7 Ah ' ^on’re R foolish maid ' 


In time, have prudence, yonr own int’rest see;* 
Youth lasts not always , be advis’d by me. 

AIR.— Dorcas. 

UmI May^day of hfs is for pleasure. 

For stngma,for danang, and shew; 

Then why unit you im»Ms such a treasure 
In signing, and crymg heigho^ 

I^els copy the bird m the meadows. 

By hers tune your pipe when ’its low; 

Fly round, and coquet as she does. 

And never sit crying heigho! 

Though when in the arms of a lover. 

It sometunes may happen, 1 know. 

That, e’er aU our toymg ts ovsTj 
W e cannot help crying heigho! 

In age ev*ry one a new part fdfces, 

I find, to my sorrow, *tisso; 

When old, you may cry tiU yckr heart ddies. 
But no one unllmmayou~--keigko! 

Sally. Leave me. 

Donas, Go to. I coma to make you glad, 
Odzooks' what’s heret this folly sets me mad. 
You’re grieving, and for whom? 'tis pretty sport! 
For one that gets a wife at ov’rj port 

Sally. Dorcas, for shame ! now oan you bo so 
base? 

Or after this, look Thomas in the face’ 

His ship’s oRpoeted— 
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THOMAS AMO SAUY. 


[Act I. 


Dorcas, Tell not me. The ’Squire— 

As Tom is yoor’^ yoa are bis heart’s desire. 
Then why so peevish, and so froward still? 
He’ll make yoar fertmie ; let him hsye his will. 

AIR.--SALLY. 

IFere I as poor as wretch can he. 

As great as any monarch he. 

Ere on such terms Fd mount his throne, 
rd work my fingers to the hone. 


’inquire. Where woald you fly? of who are yoa 

afraid? 

Here’s neither spectre, ghost, nor gobliq^nigh ; 

Nor Hoy one hot Cupid, you, and 1. 

Sally, Unlucky! (Aside.) 

'Sguire. ’Sdeath 1 she sets me all ou lire. 
Bewitching girl 1 1 languish with desire. ^ 

But wherefore do you shrink, and trembUng stand. 
So ooy, so silly? 

SaUy, Pray, sir, loose my band. 


Grant me,ue Pow*rs, (f ask not wealth,) 
Grant me but innoeence and health. 

Ah! what is grandeur link'd to yicef 

*Tis only virtue gives it price, " f^Exit, 

Dorcas, Well, go your ways.. I cannot choose 
but smile : 

Would I were young again! alas, the while ! 

But what are wishes? wishes will not do: 

One cannot eat one’s cake and have it too. 

AIR. — Dorcas.^ 

When I was a young one, what girl was like me ? 

So wanton',' so airy, and brisk as a bee: 

I tattled, I rambied, I laugh'd, and wherever 
A fiddle was heard, to be sure I was there. 

To all that came near I had something to say; 

*Twas this, sir, and that, sir, but scarce ever nay; 
And Sundays, dressed out in silks and my lace, 

I warrant / stood by the best in the place, s . 

At twenty, I got me a husband— poor man! 

Well, rest him, we all are as good as we catt; 

Yet he was so peevish, he'd quarrel for straws; 

And jealous — though, truly, I gave him some cause. 
He snMi^dme aim huff'd me; but let me alone. 
Egad! Fve a tongue and I paid him his own. 

Ye wives, take the hint, and when spouse is untow'rd. 
Stand firm to our charter, and have the last word. 

But now Fm quite alter'd, the more to my woe; 

Fm not what J was forty summers ago; 

This time's a sore foe, there's no shunning his dart; 
However, J keep up a pretty pood heart. 

Grown old, yet I hate to be sitting mumchance; 

I stUl love a tune, though unable to dance; 

Anfi books of devotion laid by on my shelf, 

/ teach that to others J once did myself. [Hxil. 

The 'Squire appears, descending the lull, with 
Huntsmen, 

AIR.— Tke 'Squire, 

Hark, hark! the shrill ^hom calls the sportsmen 
abroad: 

To horse, my brave boys, and away ; 

The morning is up, and the era of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious duay, 

Whai pleasure we feel in pursuing the fox! 

O'er hUl and o'er valley he files; 

Then follow, we'll soon overtake him — Huzza! 

The traitor is seiz'd on, and dies. 

Triumphant returning at night with the spo'l, 
lake Bacchanals, shouting and gtgp; ' 

How sweet with a bottle am lass to refresh. 

And lose the fatigues of the day! 

Wjdh sport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy; 

Dull wisdom all happiness sours : > 

JSinee Ijfe is no more than a paseme at best, 

XsFs strew the way over with flow' re, 

IBMunt Huntsmen, The 'Squire knocks at 
Sw door of the cottage. 

Enter SallV. 

Sa%.» Ah !^ whither hare my heedless steps be 
■'-V ‘ tray d? 


AIR.— T/ie 'Squire, 

When late I wander'd o'er the plmn. 

From nymph to nymph I strove in vain 
My wild desires to rally; 

But now they're of themselves come home. 

And, strange, no longer seek to roam: 

They centre aU\n Sally, 

Tet she, unkind one, damps my joy; 

And cries I court but to destroy: 

Can love with ruin tally f 
By those dear Iws, thoee eyes, I swear, 

I would iSt deaths, all torments bear. 

Rather than tajure SaUy, 

Come, then, oh! come, thou sweeter far 
Than jessamine and roses are, 

Or lilies of the valley; 

Oh! follow love, and quit your fear. 

He'll guide you to these arms, ifw dear. 

And make me bless' d in SaUy, 

Sally, Sir, yon bemean yourself; and, to be 
free. 

Some lady you should choose of fit degree : 

I am too low, too vulgar— 

'Squire. Rather say. 

There’s some more favour’d rival in the way : 

Some happy sweetheart in your thoughts takes 
place; 

For him yon keep your favours ; that’s the case. 

Sally, Well, if it be, His neither shame nor 
sin; 

An honest lad he is, of honest kin : 

No higher than my equal 1 pretend: 

You have your answer, sir, and there’s alfend. 


DUETT . — The 'Squire and Sally. 


’Squire. Come, come, my dear girl, I must not he 
deny'd; 

Fine clothes you shall flash in, and rant it 
I'll give you this purse, too; and, hark you ! 


uesnue. 

We'll kiss ai^ we'll toy aU the hmg sum- 
mer's day. 


Sally. Of kissing and toying you soon would be 
tir'd. 

Oh! should hapless SaUy consent to be 
naught. 

Besides, sir, believe me, I scorn to be hir'd; 

The heart's not worth gaining which is to 
be bought, . 


’Squire. Perhaps you're afraid of the world's busy 
tongue ; 

But know, above scandal you then shaU 
be put; 

And laugh, as you roU in your chariot 
along, 

At draggled-tml chastity walking a-foot. 


Sally. If only thro' fear of the world I were shy. 

My coyness and modesty were ill 
shewn; 

Its pacioH 'twere easy with mon^ to buy; 
6ulh0f>, tell me how, I shoiim purchase 
Itilfown? 



Aot II. Scene 1.] TH0MAS AMD SALLY. 


IS 


'Sqoire. LtmfefMr^toarey-hMrd8,tho» 
deaignd 

For belter employment — 

Sally. '' / will not endure-^ 

’SqQire. Oh fie! ehiid, love bide you he rich, and he 

Sally* Sat virtue commando me be honest and 
poor, lExeunt. 


ACT II. 


Scene 1. — The Seaside, 

Enter Tiiomas» with Sailors in a boat, from whUh 
they land, 

Thomas, Avast! my boys, avast! all bands 
ashore. 

Messmates, what cheer 1 Old England, eh! onge 
more. 

I*m thinking how the wenches will rejqice ; 

Out with your presents, boys, and take your 
choice. 

I’ve an old sweetheart — but look, there’s the town; 
Weigh anchor, tack about, and let’s bear down. 

AIR and CHORUS. — Thomas and Sailors, * 

Now happy is the sailor's life. 

From coast to coast to roam ; 

In every port he finds a wife. 

In every land a home. 

Ne loves to range. 

He's no where strange ; 

He ne'er will turn his back, 

To friend or foe; 

No, masters, no; 

My life for honest Jack, 

Clio. He loves to range, ^e. 

If saucy foes dare make a noise. 

And to the sward appeal; 

We om(, and quickly lam *em, boys, 

With whom *hey have to deal. 

We know no crajt, 

But fore and aft' 

Lay on our strokes amain ; 

Then, if they're stout, 

For t'other bout. 

We drub 'em o'er again, 

Cho. We know no craft, ifc. 

Or fair or foul, let Fortune blow. 

Our hearts are never dull; 

The povket that io-dity ebbs low, 

To-morrow shall be full; 

For if so be. 

We want, d’ye see? 

A pluck of this here stuff '; 

In Indi — a. 

And Americ — a, 

WAre sure to find enough, 

Chb. For if so be, Sfc. 

Then bless the king, and bless the state. 

And bless our captains alt; 

ne’er may chance unfortunate, 

The British fleet befall. 

But prosp'rous gates. 

Where'er she sails, 

And ever may she ride, 

Of sea and shore. 

Till time's no more. 

The terror and the pride. 

Cho. But prosp'rous galeSf‘illl’e, [Exeunt, 


Enter ihe ^Squire and DOBCAS. 

* Squire, In vain I’t€ ev’ry wjly art assay'd. 

Nor promises can tempt, nor vows persuade ; 

No prospect of sucoeirs is left me now : 

How shul 1 gain her 1 
Dorcas, Why, I’lltell you how. 

This way she comes; the wench is full of pride, 
Lay oaths, and vows, and promises aside: 

Often, when regnlar approaches fail, 

Besjpgers storm a place, and so prevail. 

AIR.— Dorcas. 

All you would wish to succeed with a lass. 

Learn how the affair's to be donef 
For if you stand fooling, and shy, Idee an ass, 
Youll lose her as sure as a gun. 

With whining, and sighing, and vows, and all that. 
As far as you please you may run ; 

She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
Bui jilt you, as sure as a gun. 

To worship, and call her bright goddess, is fine; 

But nutrk you the consequence, 

The baggage mill think herself really divine, 

Aqfi scorn you as sure as a gun. 

Then he with a nunden, hold, frolic, and stout. 

And no opportunity shun ; 

She'll tell you she hates you, and swear she'll cry out, 
Eftt mum— she's as sure as a gun, [Exeunt. 

Enter Sally, with a milking-paiL 

Sally • How cruel those who, with ungen’rous 
aim, 

Strive to seduce, and bring poor maids to shame! 
That brutish 'squire ! but wherefore should 1 fear? 
I ne’er can turn false-hearted to m v dear. 

No, when be came his last farewell to take. 

He bid me wear this token for his sake ; 

He shall not prove me fickle and unkind ; 

Or say, that— out of sight was out of mind. 

AIR.— Sally. 

A uspicious spirits guard mu love. 

In time oj danger near him bide ; 

With out-spread wings around lum move. 

And turn each random ball aside. 

And you his foes, though hearts of steel, 

* Oh ! may you then with me accord; 

A sympathetic pa.vnon feel. 

Behold his face, and drop the sword. 

Ye winds, your blnst'ring fury leave ; 

Like airs that o'er the garden sweep; 

Breathe soft in sighs, and gently heave 
The calm, smooth bosom of the deep. 

TUI halcyon peace return'd, once more. 

From blasts sebure, and hostile harms. 

My sailor views his native shore, 

And harbours safe in these fond arms, 

• En^er the 'Squire, 

DUETT.— The 'Squire and SALLY. 

’Squire. Well met, pretty maid; 

Nay, don't be irfraid; 

I mean you no mischief, I vow; 

, Psha! what is't you ail? 

Come, give me your pail. 

And rU carry it up to your cow, 

Sally. Prap let it ahne, 

Fve handeqfmyoum, 

Nor need pour's to ke^ me— forbear ! 
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TROKAa AMD AMiLY. 


{AQTil. 


JSbweMMMMrftiff 
Mbr liof’if 


'Squire. /n you itme^ ^roee. 
/« 


AUrmmd ike noeet f4fUi tpmg*4 
Amdikere woe a fJhniM, 
Sardbifmahuk, 

^TmoMckam you to Aeor JbieSe ftoye. 

Sellj. hark t j^yihee, hark! 

Look, ffonier's a ksrk. 

It warkloeotidphoieMm eo; 
TpkearHn nh taU, 

CT ettoef rngklmgale, 

I moM not be tmopUd to go» 

'Squire. Them here we^tt tit dou»; 

Come, come, never f room. 

No longer nm bUat Fttretard; 

XSnd Vemu tkaU epread, 

Bor von over hetid. 

And ike lUtle rogue, Cupid, keep guard* 


Sallj. Would gonmreet onr J I re ei mA m mf 
NowmvkeartkaeTieiillJmrt 
Ok! mg beet, mg deareet SSifMMtfj 
Sure tome at^brmg^ifmbn^ 

'Squire. Since ker paltrg mdkmtion, 

StoMt to tuck a ntgou; 
nut I make a reamtdimtt, _ 

Wretched, fioUik gmi, aO^ {EnU, 

Sdlg. Oh! welcome, weloome! How thill f 
impart 

The joy tfaic happy meeting givei heiMtt 
Now, Tom, In eafety staj at home With me. 

And neyer trait again that treaeh’youe loa. 

Tkomat, Excoie me, Sal, while ynighty George 
haa foes. 

On land and main, their malioe 111 orooie. 

But hang this talking, my deairei tmmen ; 

Yon nee yon steeple, hud know whafl mean. 

DU£TT.-4iloiiAfl and Sally. 


Enter ThomasI 

‘ rAoiuie7“What*i this I sm 1 M‘*y 1 believe my 
eyes? 

/pirate just about to board my prize ! 

*Tn well [ this way chanc’d my conrsc to steer — 
Sal, what*s the matter 1 
Sattg, Thomas ! 

* Squire, ’Sdeatli ! who’s herel 
Fellow, bi^ne, or— 

Tkomat, Larn yonr phrase to mend : 

Do yon sheer oiT, or else I’ll make you, friend. 
liBt go the wench, I claim her for my share. 

And now lay hands upon her— if you dare* 


Thomas. Let tops pretend mfamet to meU, 

And talk of pangt tkeg nseerybla^ 

I speak without disgutae or art, 

And with my hand bestow my heart, 

Sally. Let ladies prudttidy deny. 

Look cold, and give their thoughts Sw lie; 
J owtt the jMtssion in my breast. 

And long to make my tover bleA, 

Thomas. Eor this the sailor on the mast. 

Endures the cold and cutting blast; 

All dripping wet, wears out the night. 
And braves the fury of the fight. 


TRIO.— Tie 'Squire, Thomas, and Sally. 

'Sqniro. Sosj^ rascai, this intrusion 

You shall answer to uour cost ; 
BuNu'd I— ’Scandalized coti/usion / 

Am my schemes mid wishes crossed. 

lliomas. Barhuou, master, keepyour distance; 
'Sbhod! take notice what J say : 
There's the channel, no resistance. 

Tack dhout, and bear away. 


Sally. For this the virgin pines and sighs, 

With throbbing heart, and etreaming eyes ; 
Till sweet reverse of joy she waves. 

And clasps the fdUhjul lad she loves. 

BoUi. Ye British yoidks, be brave, gou*Ufind, 

The British virgins will be kind: 

Protect their beauty from alarms. 

And they'll repay you with its charms, 

lExeunt, 
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ACT 1. 

SciSNC I.— 5tr Harry Porlland's Haute. 

CfcARA and MeiIRBa ditatvered, 

Ckura. Well, mj dear MelisM, jou will be a 
Lap^ woman. 

Hd! I have no doubt of it. The attention which 
Mr. Oaborne baa shewn me, was not that a ma'i 
eager to gain the affeotion of bis mistress by hu- 
mouring her ouprioes, praising her beauty, and flat- 
tering her follieii. lie is obliging and well-bred, but 
sincere , yet his disopprobatioo is delivered with a 
delioaoy that makes it more agreeable than some 
pe^le^s compliments. , 

Clara. If time, instead of mellowing the strokes, 
sbonld tearaway this smooth varnish, and discover 
a harsh ontline, ahonld yon not be offended at the 
severity of bis manner, vqu t 

Mel. Believe me, dear Clam, there is no danger ; 
for if tbera be one man on earth more capable of 
maki ag a woman happy tbgn another, it is Mr. 

Clara, It won)d be heresy in yon, my dear, to 
hold anv Oilier opinion; and I hgve no donbt but 
you will qpntinue oithodox after marriage. 

Jfef. Ves; I shall certainly die in that faith, 

Clara. Your broflier, Sir Jlarry, I boUeve, is of 
yonr Miligion, too* 

Maf. Entirely. T^ie friendship of Mr. CNborne 
and iNf bfother m w unoere as the oommenceroent 
of it waa renkaraahle. Have i oo-eyer heard their 
sti^f 

CijigRpat Never. Yon know my aoqtiaiiitimQo with 
your IhMUy bat Jnst be«tan\ bat 1 bone von will 




! I Mi W^yonmsigotmj Iknowit I 


by sympathy. >YeII, then, IMl tell yen : Harry and 
Osborot happened to be both abroad at the Mune 
time As rov hi other was going to Italy, mid fNMtt- 
ing through the moontainous part of Savoy, bf siM 
to a hollow way, among the rocks, snnronmM^ 
trees and raverus ; all on a sadden, at a taming in 
the road, he beheld Osborne and bis aerrants, at- 
tacked by six banditti, apd ready to sink under theiy 
wounds. 

Ckua. Was Sir Harry alone? (Alarmed.) 

MeU He bad bin governor, two servants, and the 
postillion. My brother iosUnlly leaped from hb • 
mniMge. snatched up bis sword and pistoltw and 
flew to the place of action. 

Clara. 1 declare you teirify me, 

MeU He was not seen by the oombataats, and 
took care to advance so near before he fired, that hw 
could not iail to do execution. He laid two of file 
banditti dead, and their companions, who bad difjr 
cbatged their fire-arms, and beheld Sir Harrow 
peoide running to the attack, and levelling tbimr 
pieces, Oed. 

Clara. Thank you for that, my dear; yon batfe 
given me breath. 

Mel. The intrepidity with which Sir BfWfiy Mtw 
Osborne defend biii»»elf> mid the fbHitiia bg 
covered when he waa iaformed, ga tt sfM «d liiit 
believed, that his wonnda were movUil« att gri W j Mj 
brother so powerflilly to him, tlgtt kn ttMolveatRM 
to leave him io the bands of slrMi||NSl« bat anxiaiMtjr 
waited while he was under onm 
H Clara This was a noble 
Mel It was ; and Osbom whann SMlilde of it. 
that, t'jongb he was fobg ilin*oUMir way, be would . 
retnm with Sir Harry ln|e Italy ^ eod flriead^ 
ship hbs ooatioued evpreinoe, 
jClora. But ia it ant atrange, mjr dear, that H * 
eaboot deUeb Ml Hdwafi Am tlia gamhig-tablat ^ 



2 pupJ4Ci7y. 

4 MeL My brother is bfatuated. It is his greatesti 
atmosl his oaly nvoalmess. 
t CInra, Bat the report is, that Mr. Osborne takes 
ad^anta^e of this weakness ; and, in fact, has Imlf 
ruined’ Sir Harry buDself. 

MeL The report of malice, my dear« 

Enier Sir Harry Portland and Mr. Obborne. 

Sir Harty. Ladies, year obedient. Pray, wbep 
di^oi^ arrive in town, madam? {To Clara*) 

. Clara* Yesterday. Bat how came you to qait 
Bath so suddenly, gentlemen ? 

Sir Marry* Mr. Osborne, madam, was hoTrible- 
ment omuy^; dull as an alderman at ^aroh, or atht 
lap-doe alter dinner*, thinking on marriage, Melissa, 
and other important matters; and so— 

Osh* Come,Vbme, Sir Harry, this is mighty in- 
gqnioas; but yon were, at least, as willing to be 
^oe as myself. The truth, madam, is, my modest 
friend here heard you were to set off in a day or 
two ; and from that moment, was oontinaally giving 
hints, and asking me how I, as a lover, ooold exist 
so long without a sight of my mistress; and, in 
short, began, all at onoe, to talk so sympathetically 
about absence and ages, that 1, who bad made the 

• i_. i-i; L! f 


lAOII. 


excursion purely to oblige him, was, I acknowledge, 
‘exoee^.ngjy happy to mid 1 could oblige him oy 
returning. ,, 

Clara* What say you to this, Sir Harry? But, I 
know your politeness : you will confess it kll to be 
true, aiid begin to^ay civil things upon the subject, 
that will only put me to the trouble of blushing and 
curtsying ; so we’ll suppose them all, if you please. 
But come, tell me : what’s the news of the pay ? 

Mel. News! Oh! that’s true. Look here, my 
dear. I thought I had something to tell you. (Rfiods 
a paragraph in a newspaper*') ** IVe heart from very 
good avihorilyt that an hymeneal treaty is concluded 
oetween a certain beautiful wardt not a mile from St, 
James" s-square* and tier old guardian; and that the 
lady is expected in town from Bath, every hour, to 
sign and seal.** 

Sir Marry* What say you to this, madam ? 
Clara* Say ! 1 protest 1 don’t know what to say ; 
except that these newsmakers are a very pleasant, 
inmious kind of people. 

Mel* Bat aren’t you angryl 
Clara* Angry ! no^ indeed.^ 1 am sure I am very 
‘much obliged to them for thinking of me : I shall 
be so stared at ! I’ll go into public continually, and 
my raardian shall go with me. [my dear? 

MeU But is there any foundation for this report, 
Clara* Nay, 1 am sure I can’t tell. I have sus- 
pected the matter a great while, by ray guardianjs 
*0g and squeezing my hand 


simpering and squeezing my hand so often. 

TM, Ihb other day, in the Annual Register, of a 
man, at Inverness, wbo lived to the age of one hun- 
dred and seventeen ; and he has been talking ever 
since of purchasing a country-seat in the Highlands. 

Sir Harry* That would be pleasant. 

• Clara* Very. Then -we should have a flock of 
goats, I suppose. 

dUir Harry* Dorastus and Faunia. [wav. 

Clara* Oh ! yes *, quite in the Damon and Puilida 

Oj6. You are very happy rn a lover, madam. 

Clara, Oh ! quite proud of my conquest. There 
is no sncb great miracle in bringing a young fellow, 
whoso passions are all afloat, to die at one’s feet. 
TheJliing’s so natural that one does ^t every day. 
But to thaw the ioy blood of a grave old gentleman; 
toOeo him simper, sigh, danoe minuets, and look 
fidiottloua for one*— Ob ! there is, positively, no flat- 
ual to it. 

He will make your winter eveulngs 
ands quite entertaining, with relating 
pranks he committed, and the deeds or 
> prowoas m was guilty of in his youth ; then yon 
" wilt bo so' delighted with listening to his raptnres, 
,^and ta^ng his panado* and— 

A ‘ giara. Oh ! yes ; yes, yes— Hk, ha!— I— I think 


I see him now, with his ven^ble bald head, his 
shrivelled fkoe, and hia lituop^ DdB6» that looks 
as red and as bright as the best Datch seiding-wax, 
rising from bis chair, by the help of his orotcli- 
headed stick, to breathe forth vows of love and 
everlasting fidelity. Ha, ha, ha! 

Mel It^s whimsical etioafb. 

Clara. Yes. Ob! now yon talk ofwfafmsioalitj, 
1 was accosted by an old gentlemsn tbo night before 
I left Bath, in the rooms, wbo was Iho drollest 
belog I ever met with. 1 thought be would have 
made love to me; swore I was an angel, and said a 
thousand civil things. 

Osh* Oh ! madam, the old men are the only polite 
men of this age. ' " 

Clara* Upon my word, I begin to think so. 

Osh. The young ones, taught in the modem soliool, 
hold a rude famuUisty to be the first principle of 
good breeding. 

Clttra. Manners, like point rnflIeB, are now most 
fashionable when they are toiled. 

Sir Marry. No, no ; diey only hang the easier for 
being deprived of slarch. But who was this old 
gfentleiiian, pray, madam? 

Clara* A relation of year's, sir. 

Afir JTort^. Of mine, madam? * 

Clara. I should s^pose so, for be mentioned his 
nephew, Sir lEIarry f^rtland. 

Mel. Our ancle, Sir Hornet Armstrong. 

Sir Harry. It is. I found a letter from nitn when 
F cnnic to town, in which he informed me he should 
arrive in Bath Jbe very day we left it. — [Enter a 
Servant with a — Who brought IbisT 

Serv. It omno byShe post, sir. ^ [Bri/. 

Clara* I die to be better acquaiuted with bim. 1 
must have him in iny train of sighing swains. 

Osh. Yon seem astonished. Sir Harry. 

Clara. Some unkind billet from bis mistress, I 
suppose. ^ 

Sir Harry. No, indeed ; it is the most nnac- 
countable epistle I ever received, and from my un- 
accountable uncle, too. There, read, read. ( To Osh.) 

Osh. {Reads.) ** Dear Harry, — You know, you 
dog, how your old uncle loves you. You wiU say so 
whm you are thoroughly acquainted with the occasion 
of this. In brief* J met wUh a young lady at Bath, 
the most extraordinary, take her altogether, 1 ever 
beheld* She is a nonpareil, a phoenix ! Bui yam will 
judge for yourself: she is coming up to town with her 
brother ; Icho, hy-the~hy, is a country booby — but ^t*s 
no matter. I saw her only once, and that was m the 
rooms; but once is suffidssU* They wUend rominy up 
to London, by way seeing the town, for they are 
country people, I find; though the sister has more ac- 
complishments, ease, and good-breeding, than I ever 
yet saw inf he drawing-room. I proposed a match to 
the brother, and he seemed happy at the offer* They 
will arrive ne^ly as soon as this, for they set out 
before it; and I shall follow, maugre the gout, as fast 
os/con.— H ornet Armstrong. P.S. I forgot 
to mention their name is Turnbull.** Turnbull ! why, 
what, in the devil’s name, is Sir Hornet mod? 

Sir Harry, In one of his right ancient wMtqji, I 
suppose. Sir Hornet has had many such in hts time. 

Mel, But pray, who is this intracolous Indy, Mr. 
Osborne? for you seem to know something other. 

Osh. Do you remember. Sir Harry, a gtfwky girl, 
that stalked round the rooms, and stared prodi- 
giously? she that was stuck to the side of a bob- 
wigged country ’squire ? 

Clara* Oh I what, the — the girl with her i 


dangling, her chin projecting, and her mo^i'open, 
that looked as if she were afraid of being Ifiit. 

Sir Harry* Yes ; or as if she dared notirost her- 
self wlone, cat of her own parish, lest somebody 
sbonld catch her, put her in a sack, and send her 
for a present to the king of the cannibals. 

(fib. The same; that is the accomplished Miss 
Turnbull. 
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S0fiNe4.) 

Sir Huml ^ [lady. 

OaL That if tha eaay, welUbred, dimwiag-room 

Sir Sarjry. It it pofubla? 

Clara* ba, bal Well, (iotl& i^tieted gravity) 
and I don't doubt bat aba would make a sort of a 
— «.*-a vary «ood wife. Undarstands tba art of 
brawioff, bftiog, piokl^ of pork, oaring of hang 
baa^ danuog of stoakiiigs, and other braoohaa oT 
bodoewifei^i in parraotion. Baliavas in ghosts, and 
has got the Wandering Prinoa of Troy, the Babes 
in the Wood* and the entertaining dialogae of Death 
and the Lady, by heart. 

0«h. 9iiob, and so numerous, are the wife-like 
pr^^es of Miss Barbara Tumbnll. 

Clara, Tumbnll, too ! Well, that is such a de- 
lightful name for a country lady ; so pastoral I 

Osh. The father was one of the greatest graziers 
in the west of Bngland ; and was so intent on getting 
money, that he bred his ohildren in the most slupia 
ignorance. He is lately dead, and the sou has com- 
menced gendeman and 'squire, by virtue of the 
father's industry, and a pack of fox-hounds; and 
though he has scarcely knowledge enough of arti<^ 
oulate sounds to hold a dialogue with his own geese, 
vet does he esteem himself a devilish shrewd fel- 
low, and a wit. His conversation is vociferous, and 
patched up of proverbs, and out-of-the-way sayings, 
which he strings together without order or connec- 
tion ; and utters, upon .all occasions, and in all 
oompanies, withont respect to time, place, or per-* 
non. 

Claras Well, well, Sir Harry, T sfasllhave to wish 
yoa joy soon, I-soppose : but I most begone ; fifty 
▼iaits to make this morning — time flies— but agree- 
able company, and all that, you know— ObT Sir 
Harry, you mean to attend the spring meetings this 
year, at Newmarket? I am told you understand the 
turf ; I think of sending a venture of five hundred 
by somebody. Bat 1 shall see you ofteA enough 
before then. Adieu. lExii with Melista, 

Sir Barry, Well, what do you think of this lady, 
Ojfeome? 

Dsi» I think her a very amiable, aocomplisbed 
one that, noder an assumed levity, ob- 
serves jpd understands everything about her. 

Sir Barry, I um entirary of your opinion. If I 
may judge Rom an aoquaintaDoe of such short date, 
she is the first woman in the world. 

OA, Except one. Sir Harry. • 

Sir Barry, You, Oaborne, may make exceptions, 
if you pleaae;! am not so captious. She has beauty 
without vanity, virtue without prudence, fashion 
wHhoutaffeotation, wit without malice, gaiety with- 
out coquetry, humour — 

Oah. Hold, bold! stop to breathe. Horn was it? 
Vimmar without acid, fire without heat, light with- 
out wade, motion without matter, and a likeness 
without a feature. 

Sir Harry, "Spite, by the gods! proud spite 
and burning envyf" 

But did yon obsjBrve her Newmarket bint. 
Sir Harry; und the conoeiled significance with 
which H was delivered? 

SirHarfj/, I did. . 

OjA. Wbioh being feithfoUy done into English, 
bears this interpretstion : " 1, Clara Forrester, a 
beaai{fal,' elegant, sensible girl, with a fine fortune, 
should like to take you, Harry Portland, with youth, 
spirn, and certain ei ^eraa, but" — 

Sir Harry, " But that 1 am afraid of iodulgiug a 
parttali^ for any man who is so intolerably addicted 
to gaming. ' . la not that the Oooolasion of your 
speeoh? 

OsA.^ Ofai^fiol No, no: gamitig.! That man has a 
body withii^o^oottl, that nevm feit an ioclination 
to jmmiog^ . 

JKariw;^1^Hdwpa. so; but Aat 'man baa the 
gii^esnfohl best resist that inclination. 

Oah, PAha i QtiAiDgisfeeess 9 nooofrashioo,aDd 


one of your stronmt recommendiUoar. Cbmt ja fi 

5 irl of spirit, ana what girl tliat comes under that 
esoription, would ever place her affeetionH on a 
sneaking, sober, prudent fellow? a mechanical 
Boonndrel, that knows the day of the month, sips 
tea, keeps a paw in the parish ohuroli, writes me- 
morandums, and goes to bed at eleven o'clock. 
Pho! absurd! 

Sir Barry, Curse me, Osborne, if I know What 
to make of you. You are a riddle that I cannot 
expound. You have such an awkward way of 
praising gaming, that it always has the appeuraiioe 
of satire. 

Oah, Satire! How so? Do you think I’d satirize 
myself? Who sports more freely than I do? 

Svr Harry, Why, there’s the mystery. You are 
as eager, to the foil, as I am. If I set a hundred on 
a back hand, you offer a thousand ; nay, ba«t I the 
fortune of a nabobs and wore to stake it all, you 
would be the first man to cry "covered!" and be 
d— d mad if any one wanted to go a g[uinea : not 
because you have not generosity, bat in the true 
and inveterate spirit of gaming. 

Oah, Certainly. Gaming! why, gaming is the 
best sal volatile for the spleen : it rouses thw sniriin, « 
aeitates the bloody quickens the pulse, and puts the 
whole nervous system in a continual vibration. No 
man evei*yet died of an ^oplexy, that loved a box 
and dice. 

Sir Harry, Bat they have died as suddenly. 

OjA. Oh ! ay, ay ; but that’s a fashionable disease, 
aninfloMaa; that’s to make your exit with dcAif; 
that's to go out of the -world with a good report.' 

Sir Harry, True, true ; and, indeed, as to a few 
years, more or less, that is, in reality, a mighty in- 
significant circumstance. 

0»h, A bagatelle! Let ns live while we do live, 
and die when we can’t live any longer. 

Sir Harry. That’s my comfort, that’s my comfort. 
Yes, yes ; a pistol — a pistol is a very certain remedy 
for the cholic. Nobody hot a pitiful scoundrel would 
goaighing, and whining, and tens ing other people 
with bis griefs and complaints. When a man is 
weary, what should he do but go to sleep? 

Osb. To be sure. Life itself is but a dream. Tis 
only sleeping a little soonder. 

Sir Hurry, What! live to be pitied! Ha, ha! 
A decayed geotlcman! No, do, do. A wi titered 
branch ; a firelock withont a flint. And yet — ^heigfao ! 
this Clara — d — n it, it'a provoking. Youth, beauty, 
affability— she’s a bewitching girl! 

Oah, She is, indeed. 

Sir Harry, A lovely girl! 

X)sh. Ay, enougli so to make any man, that might 
hope to be in her favour, in love with life. 

Sir Harry, Any man, any man but me — no, no — 
Undone, undone, undone! 

Osb, Well, but, seriously, since you have such 
bad success, why don’t you renounce play? 

Sir Harry. /Tis too late. I have Nunk eighty 
thoDsand ; iny resources almost all exhausted, my 
estates all mortgaged to Jews and scoundrels. 

Oah. All? 

Sir Harry, All ; except the estate in Kent. 

Osh. Well, then, if you cannot content youraelf 
witb your present loss, your best way wui be to 
make another ^gorous push. 

Sir Harry. That's exactly what I am dUtevialabd 
to do; and, unless the devil possesaes tbed^, 1 
think I may expect, without a miraole, that fortune' 
should change hands. 

Oah, One would think so. Indeed. Will you dine, 
then, at my bouse? There wiN be the Chevalier, the 
Baron, and the usual set. They have engaged to 
dine with me. They are spirited fellows, and will 
play for any sum. 

Sir Harry, 1 don't know. Suspieion is a cursed 
meanness ; and yet, I cumiot help having my doubts 
« of some among that company. Noy, had you not so 
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often aseared me ^on were perfectly acquainted 
with them all — 

Otb. Why» I tell you as^ain and again, 80 1 am. 
1 will be anawerable for their conduct, and that’s 
more than 1 would say for any other set of gamblers 
upon earth. 

Sir Harry. Well, well ; I’ll meet you there. 

Osb, We dine early ; at live. 

Sir Harry. Agreed. 

Osh. And then, hey for a light heart and a heavy 
purse. , 

Sir Harry. No, no; no light heart for me: I ara~ 
snnl^, degraded in my own opinion. Gaming altera 
our very nature. Osl>orne used to hate it; he was 
then an open-bharted, generous fellow ; be nqw ap- 
pears to have contracted an insatiable love for 
money, and a violent desire to win, he cares not of 
whom, of me as socm as another. Were I in bis 
situation, and he in mine, I think I should find an 
aversion to increase his distress ; he knows mine, 
yet has no such aversion. Perhaps be thinks my 
ruin certain, and that he may as well profit by it as 
another. I know him to have the most refined and 
strictest sense of honour : 1 have lost most of my 
mone y tqh im. and in his Compaq, and, therefore, 
have not been duped out of it. That is some com- 
fort, however. [^Exit. 

Scene II. ^ 

Etder Mr. Osdorne and Timid. 

Osb. Well, Mr. Timid, has Sir Harry sent to 
you for a farther supply 7 

Timid, Lackaday! sir, yes; and a very large 
supply, too. lie wants five thousand pounds iuime- 
dJate/y. Lackaday!,! asked him how he thought 
it possible for me to raise such sums as be called 
upon me for every day ; reminded him what a bad 
way bis affairs were in, and what an usurious rate 
I was obliged to borrow all liis money at. 

Osb. What said he 7 

TiiM. Lackaday! not much : seemed chagrined; 
said it must have an end, one way or another, soon ; 
and demanded whether I could or could not raise 
the monev. Lackaday ! I told him I was no longer 
master of ways and means ; and he said then he 
moat positively employ another prime minister, for 
supplies he must have. 

Oab. Why did you tell him that? Go to him, in- 
form him you have met with a tender-hearted Jew, 
who knows nothing of the situation of his affairs, 
that will lend him ten thousand pounds directly, if 
he want it. 

Tlimuf. Ten thousand! on what teniis? 

Osb. Oh ! the mortgage of the Kentish estate. 

IHmid, The Kentish estate ! Lackaday ! but sup- 
pose he should go to gaming, and lose it to some- 
Do^ else instead of you. 

Osb. Oh ! I’ll take care of that. 

Timid, Lackaday! It must not be Benjamin So- 
lomons who lends this 7 

, Osb. True; no — humph! Isaac Levi, agent to a 
private oonmmiy at Amsterdam. 

Timid. (Writes in a pocket-book,) ** Isaac Levi, 
agent to a private company at Amsterdam.” Lack- 
ad^! 

Usb. Well, go you to him, and inform him that 
the money shall be ready in about liftlf-an-bour. 

Tbnuf. Lackaday! good young gentleman! Hea- 
ven pardon me, 1 had like to uavh said d — the 
dice! You’ll be a true friend 1 

Osb. Be under no apprehensions. This old fool 
' is become suspicious, I must be sudden. (Aside.) 

Tima* Had not we better inform him of. all, be- 
fore lie ^es any furtber7 

Oih. Bt no means; leave that to me. 

Lackaday ! Well, the remembranoe of a 
good, deed is grateful on a death-bed. 

Osb. Do you be^ eapeditious; i’ll instruct the 
Jew, and be shall meet yon here. [BjetiR/. 


ACT II.—SCEIIE I.— TAs smWr 
Sir Harry Portland and Melissa dssetmared. 
Sir Harry, Heavens! what romance t.l can 
scarcely believe my eyes. Did you ever bear of so 
strange an affair? 

Mm. Strange ! it’s miracnlons. QnfxoCism 1 And 
our good nnole is the prince of madmen. 

Str Harry. To send a foolish, illiterate, contotrj 
dowdy, and her blockhead brother, a visitiiup on 
snob an errand ! What can I say to them! Ide- 
olare I don't know how to behave: never was so 
embarrassed in my life. Where are they? 

Mel. He has made an aeqaaintaiioer with the 

g room, and is gone to the mews, which seems to 
e his proper element, to examine the horses ; and 
I left her with my woman, staring, like a Dntch 
doll, at everything she fixed her eyea on. Here 
she comes. 

Enter Miss Turnbull. 

Miss]T. My gracious! Here be a power of voine 
— (staring about) — I wonder if that he he that be 
be husband. (Aside.) 

Sir Harry. 1 hope, madam, the fatigue of your 
journey lias not injured your health. 

MissT.^Ail [jouroey. 

Sir Harry. I hcq>e you are pretty well after your 
MissT. Pretty well, thank you, zir. Iveok! he*a 
a handsome man. (Aside.) 

^ Mel. This is the oddest aflatr. 

Sir Harry. ( Aside.) I don’t know what to say to 
her. T am afraid. Miss Turnbull, you won’t find the 
town so agreeable as the Elysian fields of Somer- 
setshire. 

MissT. Lysian fields! There be no zneb yields ia 
oar parts. There be only corn yields and hay yields. 

Mel. My brother, madam, means to say, you are 
not so well pleased with the town as with the coun- 
try, perhaps. 

Miss T. Oh 7 yes, but I be tliough, and ten times 
better. ( They stand silent hr some time.) Pray, miss, 
when did you zee Zekel Turnbull, my uncle? 

Mel. 1 have not tlie honour to know him. 

Miss T. My gracions! What, don’t you know 
Mel. No, indeed. [Zekel f 

Miss T. Why, he do come to London zity vour 
times every year. 

Sir Harry. Is he in parliament? 

MissT. Parliament! 

Sir Harry. Yes. 

MissT. What, a parliament-mau? 

Sir Harry. Yes. 

Miss T. No; be be a grazier. (Silent ogam.} 
Pray, miss, have you been to zee the lions and the 
Mel. Tp-day? [wax-work to-day. 

Miss T. Ees. 

Mel, 1 never saw them in my life. 

Miss T. My gracious! What, never zaw the 
kiims, and the queens, and the tomb-stones? 

Mel. No. [See ’em now, then. 

MissT. Merciful vather! Well, let’s go and 
Mel. People of fashion never go to those lund of 
Miss T. itoyerl [places.^ 

Mel. Never. 

Miss T. My gracious ! But I am zure I will go 
every day, while I be in London zity, if J can vind 
the way. Pray, be this vair-time here? Where be 
ait those volk gwain, and where do they all oomtffro’ ? 

Turn. (Without,) Barbara, Barbara! Where 
beelt, Barbara? 

Miss Tm I be here. 

Enter ’SuuiRE TurnbulL. 

Tam. Well, Zir Harry, here we be. Mndam^ 
your zervant. 1 zapped wi’ Zir Hornet three nights 
ago, an’ a zaid you be a vine lass : what, thou^ 1 
bad never zeen you, but I gave you, miss, in a 
hamper: an’ Zir Hornet swore BiktV except Bar- 
bara, a didn’t knaw one to matci|i you. 

Mel, He did me great honour. 



SORNB 2.] 

. Turn* Wby, to be 7>are a did. What, though a 
^BS wroDK— *1 Koe a was wrong ; Barbara is well 
eaoagli ; bat ‘Tor ail the length of her spursi she 
won’t do, pitted agunst this vine ginger pullet. 

Md, Yoor compiments quite overpower me, sir. 

Timi. Comptiments! No, no. What, ,tboogh 
vather be dead, an’ I ha’ three tboasand a year, sod 
the best pack of vox dogs in Zomerzetzhire, I ha’ 
no need make oompliinents ; I would as soon over- 
ride the hounds, or veil oak saplings vor vire-wood. 
Barbara, majhap, understands zio things, her reads 
kadem jo’ compliments ; vor mj part, 1 ha’ no time 
vor zio trash — 

Miss T, I’m sure it be a very pretty book. 

TVirw. Hold (liy tongue, Barbara, an^ then nobody 
will knew thee beest a vool. Iiookye me, miss : I do 
want a wife, and I should like hugely vor yoa au’ 
I to zet our horses together, as the saying is. 

Md. Sir, I don’t understand — 

Turn. Vor my part, 1 am none o’ your lialf-bred 
ones. Wfaat, though sliilly-shally and no tbank you 
are always hungry — a lame tongue gets nothio]i^ 
and the last wooer wins the maid — a bad lionna 
may start a hare, but a good one will caldi her. 

Sir Harry, 1 believe, sir, you never saw my 
sister before. 

7Wft. Why, no, to be sore. What though, love 
and a red nose can’t be hid — If you cut op the 
goose. I’ll cat it — The hare starts when the houud 
least expects it. * 

Sir Jiarrp. Very true, sir; but here is a disa- 
greeable misunderstanding — 

Turn, Why, to be sure, I do knew it. We mis- 
understand the thing parfitly well : it be very dis- 
Agreeable, an’ I be glad of it. I lia’ brought Barbara 
to London to zee the lions, buy ribands, an’ be mar- 
ried. But, what though, liking’s liking, an’ love’s 
love; myzelf bevore my sister. If tne mountain 
won’t go to the man, the man inun go to the moun- 
taia-~nii* vnint heart nfver won vair lady. 

Sir Harry. Don't yon think, sir, that were, roy 
sister’s affections totally disengaged, this abrupt- 
ness were very unlikely to gain them? Is it not too 
violent, think you, for female delicacy'! 

Tunc. Why, to be zure — veraale delicacy ! 1 hate 
it; and as vor your abriiptness, why, gi'^ me the 
man that speaks bolt outright: I am vor none o’ 
your abruptness. What though, he must ha’ leave 
to speak that can’t hold his tongue. 

Mel. Yoor proverb is quite apropos, sir. 

TVim. Why, to be sure; dogs bark as they are 
bred. 

Sir Harry and Mel. Hn, ha, ha ! 

Turn, I am a staunch bound, miss, and seldom 
at vault ; an’ zo, wi' your leave. I’ll — {Ojfersto kiss 
MeUssa,) 

MeL I beg, sir— 

Turn, Nay, don’t be bashful; I like fruit too 
well to play long at bob -cherry— a’s a vool, indeed, 
that can’t carve a plum-padding. {Offers to kiss 
again, and is prevented by Sir Harry,) 

Sir Harry, I am sorry to be obliged to inform 
you, that you are entirely mistaken, both with re- 
spect to the affections of mv sister and myself. As 
a friend of my uncle’s, sir, I shall be happy to shew 
yon every tespect, but nothing farther can possibly 
take place between the families.— [JSnfer a Servant, 
and delivers a card to Melissa. Exit Melissa,! 

Mv 'TIm.:.] .... A. ..II xi._. 



[E^Serv,'] Sir Hornet has been exceedingly pre- 
cimtate'in tins business, sir : he is coming to town, 


Md must apologize for his error. 'As to iny sister, 
a have no dotrbt but she has every respect for your 
merits they deserve ; but her atteotions are pre-en- 
gAgsdf the nuptials fixed i and arc soon to be celc- 


DUPUCITY. I 

brated. While you lumain in town, however, I beg 
you will command my house and services. [JSrif. 
Tupi, Well, Barbara, what dost think on uni 
Miss T, Why, a be well enough ; but 1 daunt 
rightly knaw what a means. 

Turn. Wliat a means ! thee beest a vool ; thee dost 
na’ knaw the London tongue, thee means : a zaid, 
in a kind o’ round-about way, that it’s all right. 
AfMvT. Didat 

T^n. Hid a! why, to be zure a did; didst na* 
zee bow zivii a were, an’ what a low bow a made? 
But tbee has no contagion in thee ; thee will never 
learn what’s what. 

Miss T, Why, where be I to learn zic things ? 

I ha’ never been no where. 

Turn, Never been no where! Well, what o’ that? 
W'here have I been? I ha’ never been no where. 
What though, I do knaw how to ztir iny broth 
without scalding my vinger — I can zee an owl in Un 
oven as zoon as another. 

Miss T. But when be us to and zee the zights ? 
Turn. Oh! we’ll go all together on the weddiug- 
day. 

Miss T, M.y gracious! 1 wish it were here. 

7'icni. Ay, ay; 1 daunt doubt thee: wManqpigs,* 
and nonltry, be never zatisfied. 

Miss J*. An* he you to be married as well? 

Turn, Be I to be married as well ! Why, to be 
zure I be. Isn’t vather dead? an’ ha’ not 1 three 
thousand a-^'ear, an’ the best pack o’ vox dogs in 
Zomerzetzhire? An’ didst na’ near me tell miss ’at 
I woule marry her? What though, I do knaw how 
to catch two pigeons wi’ one pea; shew a dog a 
bone. And he 11 wag bis tail ; be that is born a 
beauty is half-married, an’ like will to like. 

Miss T, ‘ Well , then, lake me to parliament-boose, 
an’ shew me the king, an’ the queen, and the lord 
mayor, an’ th’ elephant, an* the rest o* tb’ royal 
vamily. 

Turn. 1 tell thee, thee sha’n’t. 

Miss T, My gracious ! What zignificalion’s my 
coming to London ziW, an’ 1 must ue moped up a 
tliiK’ii { I will go, zo 1 will. 

Iw’n. 1 tell thee, thee sha’n’t. 

^ Miss T, Why, then, an’ I munnot zee the king, 
I'll go into next room and zee his picler, that f 
will. [Exit. 

Turn, Alioio! Barbara, Barbara! The nelve 
after the hatchet— He that holds a woman, man ha’ 
a long rope an’ a strong arm — ^Women an’ males 
will go their own road in zpite of riders or ztiug^g- 
nettles. [Extf. 

m Scene II. — T/ie House of Mr, Vanderveu, 
Jffwfi'r VaNDERVF.lt. 

Vand. Clara is very beautiful, but mankind is 
very censorious. They will tell me that sixty-seven 
i.s too late in life to undertake the beetling, bring- 
ing up, and providing for a family. What of that? 
Must I go out of the world as I came into it, nobody 
to remember me? Must the name of Vandervelt be 
forgotten ? Must 1 leave no pretty picture of my- 
self? Sixty-seven is but sixty-seven. Haye not 
we a thousand examples of longevity upon record? 
And, then, as to cuckolds, I cannot be persuaded 
that they are ns common now a.s they were wl^en I 
was a youngster. 'I'iines, men, and manners uter. 
Children are born wittier, and the world gets more 
sedate : 1 myself am a living proof of it : I never 
go to bagnios now; I never break lamps, bent 
watchmen, and kick constables now. 1 have no 
socli wicked inclinations. 

Enter CLARA. 

Clara, Ah ! i/ioii cher papa ! What, rumihatfaig? 
Vand. Ah ! turtle. Bat why do you always call 
mepapa? you know 1 don’t like that word, turtle. 


Vlarit. And why, papa, do you always call me 
turtle? Have nbi I toldyoo, fifty limes, it puts me 
in mind of calipash, and aldermen, and other ogly 



Fond. Callpasli { Thoa arC tweeter, more tender, 
delksaie, delightful, and delioioua, than all the cali- 
paali and cal^e in the univerae. A gen, a jewel, 
thatairthe aultana, grand siguiora, aoogreat inogola 
oftire wholeearth havenot richea enough to purohaae. 

Clara. You are ao gallant! Yoo do uy the most 
obliging thing#. 

Vma, Say tlie moat obliging thhijgal Ay, and 
will — no matter — Deeds, utle-deeda, rent-rolls, 
India bonds — Well, death and the day of judgment 
will make strange discoveries. ° 

Chra. Ok! yes: I know jon wise men often 
meditate on these serious subjeots. 

Vand. Ay, jife is treacherous ground ; one foot 
drni, and the next in a pit. 

Clara. But why so inelanbboly, papal 
Vatid. I have no friends ; that ta, no relations, 
no children *, have made a great fortune by care, and 
labour, and anxiety, and debarring myself the plea- 
sures and comforts of life in inv youth} and why 
sfiould not I sit down and enjoy it? 

Clara. Very trne; and why don’t you? 

Vitnd. Because^ men are fQols, and laugh they 
don’t know why. 1 hate ridicule : .nobody loves to 
<be thought ridiculous. The world has got false no- 
tions : a man of fifty ia called old«. and must not be 
in love, for fear of being pointed at; whereas, some 
men are older at thirty, tlian others at threescore. 
Clara. Certainly. 

Vand. What is threescore? 

Clara. A handful of minutes, — 

Vand. That vanish like a summer shower, — 
Clara. Melt like a lump of sugar in a dish or tea — 
Voiid. That come you don’t know how, — 

Clara. And go you don’t know where. 

Vand. Sorely, a man of sixty may walk through 
a church-yard without fear of tumbling into a grave ? 
Clara, If he can jump over it. 

^ Vand. True : ana 1 was once an excellent jumper. 
Sixty why, Henry Jenkins, the Yorkshire fisher- 
man, liv^ to a hundred and sixty-nine. So that a 
man of sixty, even in these degenerate days, has a 
chance to live at least a hundred years. 

Clara.^ Well, I declare, papa, you are quite a 
blooming youth ; forty years younger, in my opinion, 
than you were a quarter of an hour ago. 

Vand, Forty? 

Clartt, At least. 

Vand. Why, tbeo, bv dad, as tbou sayest, I am 
a blooming youth. Ah! turtle, I could tell you 
something that would surprise you; 1 could tel! 
' yoot—Thuik what 1 oould tell you. {Sings.) *'If 
Hia joy to wound a lover’*— hem! — “how much 
more to give him ease.” 

Clara. {Sings.) “When his passion we disco- 

Vand, “ Oh ! bow pleasing ’tis to please!” Oh ! 
1 oould tell— but no, no ; you are sniggering, laugh- 
ing in your sleeve : ay, ay, I peroeive it ; 'you’re a 
wit, and 1 am an old fool : soeering, ridiculing me ; 
1. hate wit and ridioule. 

Clara. Me a wit! JL^rdl papa, 1 would not be 
moh an animal for the world. A wit ! Why, a wit 
is a kind of iirohin, that every man will sethis dog 
M«,^at won’t touch himself, for fear of pricking his 
ingara* A wit is a monster with a ludeons long 
tongue and no brains ; a dealer in daradoxea ; one 

that u . 

u 

il _ 

a cudgel. 

FoMk Frightful, indeed*. Thank heaven, nobody 
Mlfl^Iamawit. 

“ JEnteraServani. 

SanA Mr. Codicil, the attorney, desires to speak 
wicHyaa^iijh 

Vawil, Very well; 1 am ooming, 
dkrp. Bf nuTVip, madam, is in the housokecner’s 
roo^y and iajB she faepea yoor ladyship is well. 


DUPLICITY. (Act JI. 

Cbra. Desire her to walk op, [ExdSItrv, 
Vand. Wlio is Mrs. Trip, turtle^ 

Clara, A person that lived saveral tears la our 
family. She is, at present, lady's-maid to IMSssa, 
Sir Harry Portland’^s sister. She will divert roe with 
Jier fine language; besides tliat, I wish to ask her 
how she likm Sir Harry’s family. 

Vand. I know Sir Hanry’i node. Sir Hanoi 
Armstrong, very well ; an old friend. 

Clara. Indeed ! I never saw bim here. 

Vand. Why, noi I don’t know bow it baa bap- 
pened, but I nave not sqen bim above twice tbeae 
two years myself; be’s an odd mortal ; a wbimsioel 
ol^entleman. Well, b’ye, b’ye ! 

Clara. Adieu! 

Fond. B’ye, b'ye! jEnim 

Clara. This Sir Harry runs eontinually m nty 
head ; ay, and I am afraid baa found a ptace in my 
heart: yea, yes; there's no denying that: but that 
friend, that Mr. Osborne — If I have any penetra- 
tion, that man wears a most snapicious, hypocritical 
face.— [JSnier Mrs. Trip.] — Im, Mrs. Trip, how 
have you done this long time? 

Mrs. T. Pretty well, thank yoo, madam, except 
tliat I am subject to the historicals, and troubled 
with the vapours; being, as I am, of a dilikut 
nervous system, whereof I am so giddy, that my 
poor bead is sometimes quite in a whirlpool ; and 
if I did not bathe with my lady, tlie doctor tells me 
I should decline into a liturgy, and so fall down and 
die, perhaps, in a lit of apostaoy. 

Cutra. And how long have yoo lived in Sir 
Harry’s family, Mrs. Trip? 

Mrs. T. I came soon after my poor dear lady, 

f our mamma, died, and was interrogated; whereM 
was at her funeral. My lady is a very good lady ; 
that is, I mean, ma’am, my fnture lady that I live 
with at present : she is to be married soon to Mr. 
Osborne, and may Hydra, the god of marriuM, tie 
the gorgon knot ; whereof I heard your lady^p in 
to be one of the oeremoniala. 

Clara. I am invited, and shall be there. But, 
pray, Mrs. Trip, what Is your opinion of Mr. 0»- 
bome? 

Mrs. T. Ob, lard! ma'am, oonBaroing Mr. On- 
borne — 1 heafd a small bird sing. 

Clara. A small bird sing! 

Mrs. T. Yes, ma’am. 

Clara, Of wbat feather wae tbia fowl? 

Mrs, T. Foul! No, I assure yoo, your ladyship, 
as fair a speechified person as any in England; 
whereof be has a great valiation for me. 

Clara. Well. 

Mrs, T. And so, the aecret is that Mr. Osborne 
has won almost all Sir Harry’s estate. 

Clara. Indeed! 

Mrs. T. And, moreover, has pretended to be a 
synagogue, and a Jew, and has lent money in other 
people’s names, on mortgagees and nuitaots, whereof ' 
my friend has been a party coosarned. 

"Clara. Good heaven, what villaiiy ! {Asids.) And 
who is your friend, Mrs. Trip? 

Vs. 7. Oh I ma’am, 1 hope your ladyship won’t 
intoxicate roe on that head, for I know Mr. Timid 
too well to— 

Clara. Oh! it was Mr. Timid? 

Mrs. T, W hy — that is, ma’am — I didn't meaii— 
Mercy ! wbat have I said? 

Clira. You may asaure yourself, Miu. Trip, I 
shall he careful not to do you any prejudice. 

Mrs. T. I am sure, I am supinely obligationed to 
yonr ladyship. [fiotf. 

Clara. Poor Sir Harry ! He {laa a heart that does 
honour to mankind, that does not diatress ; 
yet, if 1 angur right, it muat ahorUyTeel the oevoreat 

K false frieDdsbip eao ii^ot. Ungratefol Os- 
! I most warn Melliaato beware of Urn, and 
if possible, to detach Sir Harry from the gaming- 
table. 





Aot III. Scene 2.] 


DUmClTV. 




ACT III. 

Scene I.— iS^ir Hwny Poriland^M Hau$$, 
JBider Sir Harry Portland, Clara, Melissa, 
Muf Vandervelt. 

C&ira.HA/ha, ha ! Sir Horry, you are a happy mao. 

Ay, Sir Harry, yon ore a happy man. 

Mali Socq an aooompliiihed eponae ! 

Clara. And lo kind an ancle ! 

Sir Harry. Upon hiy >oal, I can’t help lan|[hing ; 
and yet the more I reflect on the afioir, the more I 
am amaced ; Sir Hornet ia wbtmaical, ’tia troe, bat 
no fool. 

FmidL Fool, Sir Harry ! no, no ; he ia alWaya the 
readieHt to spy the fooleries of other people : many 
a time have 1 langlied at his whims and jokes ; an 
odd mortal he is. 

Clara. Nay, if he be so fond of a joke, who knows 
bat he may nave sent them on this errand for the 
joke’s sake? § 

Valid, By dad, turtle, thoa hast hit it. As sure 
as can he, that’s it ; it is for the joke’s sake. ^ ^ 
Sir Harry, Impossible: the affair is too serious 
to be intentional caprice. 

Mel. But 1 thought, wheal left you, you were 
ootnine to an eclaireiaseinent. 

Sir Harry. Coming to an eclaircissemcnt ! Why, 
I told them, as plain as 1 could speak, (hat no 
alliance whatever could take place between the 
families. > ftlieh. 

Mel. ’Tis certain they have not nnderstooa you, 
iS'ir Harry. Well, there the matter must rest till 
I can find an interpreter, for f can’t make myself 
more intelligible. [scene yet? 

Clara, And you have not had one tender love 
Sir Harry. Not one. 1 am amazed at the girl’s 
simplicity, it equals her ignorance; she speaks and 
looks so totally unconscious of impropriety, so void 
of intentional error, that I don’t know how to reply. 

Chra, Suppose, then, yon were to practise a 
little. Come, I’ll stand up for the young lady.^ 

Sir Harry, I shall still find a difficulty to speak. 
Chra. Surely! 

Sir Harry, In very truth, ma’am. But it will be 
from a quite different moiive. 

Clara. Oh ! for the love of curiosity. Sir Harry, 
explain your motive. 

Visfid. Ay, Sir Harry, explain your motive. 

Sir Harry, I cannot, sir. * 

Vand, Cannot! Sir Harry, why so? 

Sir Harry, For reasons, sir, which are for more 
easily imagined than described. 

Vand, Nay, don’t be afraid. Sir Harry. My 
turtle knows how to answer interrogatories ; you 
won’t find her a simpleton, 1 warrant. 

Sir Harry. No, sir ; the danger is that she might 
find me one. 

- Vand, I fancy, Sir Harry, you are a little like 
me: cautious with the ladies, lest you should be 
made ridiculous. 1 am very circumspect in those 
matters. 

Sir Harry. You are very right, sir ; it is not 
ei^y one who has the gift of wearing a fool’s-cap 
with a grace. 

Clara, Aj, but notwithstanding all ibis, Sir Horry, 
I should likp to have a love-scene with vou. 

Hand, How, turtle! 

China. In the character ctf Miss Turoboll. 

V and. Oh ! ay, do,>Sir Harry, have a love-scene 
with my turtle. 

Harry, Anything to oblige you, sir. 

Famf. Come, then, begin. (Clara sets herself ut 
anaeUkuard^myatHMeT) Ha, ha, ha! Look, look 
at my Turtle lovoy-dovey. 

Sw Harry. (Addressma Clara.) My unele,' Sir 
HorM AvttOtroQg, madam, iadesiroas that I should 
gain the hieiiUmihle blegsiag of Vour hand. 

Chra. Aium! 

' Vand. Ha, ha, ha! 


Sir Harry. And give me leave to stiy, madam, 
however anvrorthy I may be of the liappinesa and 
honour intended me, no person can be mote gehsl- 
ble of them. 

Chra. What! that be as much as to zay you 
want ha’ me, I suppose. ( fVhimpers,) 

Vand. Ha, ha, ha! Nay, bat don’t cry in ear- 
nest, lovey-dovey. 

Sir Harry. Oh! dry those heavenly eyes, ma- 
dan^ and believe me, when 1 call every sacred 

S ower to witness ray oiFection, T love, 1 adore, I 
ie for you. Suffer me to wipe away those pearly 
tears that hide the beauties of your cheek. (^Offer- 
ing to saluie her^) • 

Clara. Hold, hold, Sir Hany ! 

Vand, Ay, hold, hold, Sir Harry. 

Sir Harry. Why so, sir? ’Tis quite in character. 
Clara. Deuce take you, Sir Har^y, you — ^you are 
too passionate in your feigned addresses ; so warm 
and pressing — 

Vand. Ay, so warm and pressing. 

Clara. One was not aware. 

Sir Harry. I was taken by surprise myself, ma- 
dam. The bounteous god of love kindly contrived 
an opportunity which my profound adtfcotlwu, 
a conscious want of thent, had totally deprived me 
of. Pai^on me, if, for a moment, I forgot that re- 
spect which every one, who beholds you, cannot 
help feeling. 

Vand. Why, what’s this, Sir Harry? You^are 
not in downright earnest, arc yon? 

Sirdtarry, Sincere as dying sinners implUring 
mercy. 

Vand. What, in love with my turtle? 

Clara, Pooh! Why, no, to be sure. We were 
only acting a supposed scene. 

Vand. Supposed ! By dad, I think it was de- 
vilishly like a real scene. You both did your parts 
very naturally. 

Sir Harry, Oh ! sir, no actor who feels as forci- 
bly as I do, can ever mistake his character. 

Vtmd. Feels forcibly I Y our feelings are forcible, 
indeed. 

Mel. Come, come, let ns adjourn to the drawing- 
room ; I want to have your opinions on a luuntlng 
of CoreggLo’s that my brother has made me a pre- 
sent of. 

Vand. Favour me with your hand, young lady ; 
and, Sir Harry, do you take my turtle^ ; but don't 
you let your feelingH be too forcible. [Exeunt. 

ScEN £ II. — The Hall in Sir Harry Portland's house. 
^Enter Sill Hornet Armstrong and Servant. 
Sir Hor. Are the trunks, safe, sirrah, George? 
Serv. Yes, sir. 

Sir Hor. And did you order that dog of a pos- 
tillion to take care of the poor devils the horses? 
Serv. I did, sir. 

Sir Hor. And of himself? 

Serv, I did, sir. 

Sir Hor, You did, sir? Why, then, do you go 
and take egye of yourself, you rascal. 

Serv, I will, sir. 

Sir Hor, And do you hear, George? 

Serv, Sir? [break your hlOMa. 

Sir Hor. If I find you disobey my orde^ I’ll 
Serv. I ’ll bc*very careful, sir, I assure you. [JBaif. 

Enter TlMlD and SCRIP. 

Timid. Brokerage comes rather heavy, Mv* Sorip, 
when the sum is large. . 

Scrip, Heavy! no, no; a d — a paltry |rittaifee; 
five-and- twenty pounds only, you see, for adtling 
out twenty thousand. Get more by one Inofcj hU 
than fifty of these would produce* 

Tmi'i, Ay ! 

Scrip. Oh ! yes ; jobbing-— atook-iobbngi between 
you and I, is the high roid to weatlh. 

Timid. Laokaday ! may be so. Well, good day. 
(Scrip iV gmng, but seeing Sir Hornet , stops to lisitn. ) 



0 


BWUCITY. 


CAOt lU. 


JKr Bor, ’What, old LaokadajI 

anbnfd. Ahl^irAbrnet. 

^ Hot, W^t’s tbe best news with jon ? 

TMif. Ab, lackodajr ! the best news I know is 
■Mreelj worth relating. 

'Scrw, Beg pardon, sir, (to Sir Her.) beg par- 
don — bad news in town, did jon say? 

Sir Hor. Bad! sir; not that I have beard. 
iSicr^ Exceedingly sorry for it. 

Sirffor. Sir? 

Serh. Never was more distressed for bad news. 
Sir Mor, Distressed for bad news ! 

Scrip, Excessively ! The redaction of Gibraltar, 
the taking of ^Jamaica, or the destrootion of the 
grand fleet, one of the three would make me a happy 
man for life. [yon liappy for life ? 

Sir Hot. The destruction of tbe grand fleet make 
Serm, Completely. 

Sir Bor, Here’s a precious scoundrel ! 

Scr^, No great reason to complain, to be sure; 
do more business than any three doctors of tbe col- 
lege; generally of the sure side ; made a large for- 
tune, if this does not give me U'twinge ; rather over- 
done it; but any severe stroke, any great national 
rnisfoi^nnA would exactly close my account. 
iSrr ^or. Hark you, sir! « 

A^crm. Sir? 

Sir Hot. It is to be hoped — ** 

Scrip, Yes, sir, it is to be hoped. [account. 
Sir Bor. Tbat a baiter will exactly close your 
Scrip. Sir? 

Sir Bor. You raven -faced rascal * Rejpice at 
national misfortunes ! Zounds! I thought such lan- 
gniyw was nowhere to be heard from the mouth of 
jm Eii(gllshman, unless be were a member of par- 
liament. 

Scrip. Lord ? sir, 30 a don’t consider that I am a 
bear for almost half a million. 

Sir Bor. You are an impudent villain! Rejoice 


( sure; when I am a 
) Alley but would do 
'the same. Were I a bull, indeed, the case would be 

Sir Bor. A bull ! ^Ilered. 

Scr^. For instance, at the taking of Charles- 
Town, no man was merrier, no mao more elate, no 
naan in better spirits. 

Sir Hor. How so, gentle sir? 

Scr^. Ob ! dear sir, at that time I was a bull to 
a TBst amount, when, very fortunately for me, the 
news arrived ; the guns iired, tbe bells Mattered, tbe 
■tooks mounted, and I made ten thousand pounds. 
Bnough to make a man merry. Never spent a hap- 
pier mgbt in my life. 

Sir Bor, Aba! then, acoording to tbat arithmetic, 
yourDnld be as merry and as happy to-ni^ht, could 
Tovanoomplish the destmotion of this said British 

&rip. Happier, happier by half! for I should 
legliBe at least twice tne sum — twice the sum. 

‘ w Bor, Twice the sum ! 

Sorip, Aj, twice the sum. Oh ! that would be a 
I^UMdons event, indeed. Never prayed so earnestly 
fiiremything since T was boro ; and who knows — 
whe knows what a little time may do for us? 

Sir Hor. Zounds! bow my elbow aches ! (Aside,) 

Serw, 1 shall call on some leadinf people — men 
of intmligenoe— of the right stamp. 

Bp* Hor. You shall? 

Ser^ Yes, sir. 

i&rBor, Why, then, perhaps you will be able to 
'.4estr«^ tbe British fleet between you. 

.fltrtpk 1 ho|M BO, I hope so — do everything in 
mjrpower. Oh! it would be a glorious event. 

mrHor, Bark you! sir, do you see that door? 

Sirt 

SirWw, And this cane? 

Scr^ Wbr, but, sir— 

Sir Bor, Mfeke year exit, you imp ' 


Ser^. But, sir— 

Sir Bor, Get out of the bonee, yOB vile msbbI, 


yon diabolioil— .TlMvs 
a eooandrel ! Who is he? 
here? 


_ ^ A fOB*e eoB of 
fiarbisioese hed he 


TYsud. Laekaday! sir, be is a etook-broker, that 
Sir Harry employed, at his sister’s reqneet, to sell 
out for her; because she ohooses to mve her for- 
tune in her own possession against to-Aorvow. I 
have been paying him the brokerage, andreeeiving 
the money, wbiou I shall deliver to madam Melisaa 
directly. 

Sir Bor, An inoomprehensibledog! Pray fertile 
redaction of Gibraltar, tbe taking of Jamaica, or 
the deatruction of tbe Britisli fleet! 

Tmid. Laokaday ! sir, it is his trade. 

Sir Bor. Trade! a nation will never flourUlftliat 


encoorages traders to thrive by her misfortunes. 
But come, tell me something of my own affairs: 
where is Harry ? bow does he go on : 

Timid. Ah, laekaday! 

Sir Bor. What, is he a wild young dog? Does 
He get into thy books ? 

Timid. Ah, laekaday! 

Sir Bor. Ah, laekaday! Zounds! don’t sigh, 
man : he won't die in thy debt. 

Tknid. Ah, laekaday ! Sir Hornet, be should be 
welcome to the last farthing I baye in the world. 

Sir Bor. Should he, old Truepenny? then give 
me thy band ; thou sbalt be remembered in my co- 
dicil : but, what, he shakes his elbow, I suppose, 
eh? Seven’s the main? 

Timid. Ah, laekaday ! Sir Hornet, what between 
main and ohance he has been sadly nicked. 

Sir Bor. Has he? I’ll score his Ipsings upon bis 
pate, a dog— tbat is, if he will let me. But where 
18 Miss Tornbult ? she’ll soon reform him; her an^ 
gelic smites will teach him — 

Timid. Sir? 

Sir Bor. Sir! Zoutids! yon stare like tbe wooden 
heads of tbe twelve Cwsars. Miss Turnbull’s charms 
I say, will find employment for all bis victoes'csd 
wean him from all his vices. 

Timid. Will they, sir? 

Sir Bor. Will they, sir! Yes, they will, sir. 

Timid. Laekaday! 

Sir Bor. Laekaday! What ails you? 

Timid. Nothing, sir, nothing; only tbat 1 wm 
afraid my eyes begin to grow dim. 

Sir Bor, Your head, 1 believe, begins to grow 
very thick. 

Timid. Ah, laekaday ! sir, like enough, like enooj^. 

Sir Bor, Be kind enough to answer me a 
questions : is not Miss Turnbull a beautiful giri? 

Timid. May I apeak truth? * [■■y- 

Sir Bor, May you speak truth ! to he sure you 

Timid. Then 1 answer no, sir. 

Sir Bor, No! 

Timid, No. 

Sir Bor, Is she not an elegant girl? 

Timid. No. 

Sir Bor, Nor a witty girl? 

Timid. No. [she, in your opinion? 

Sir Bor, Tol de rol loll tititnm ! Fray, what is 

TVmid. A silly, ignorant, ill-bred, country girl, 
and very unfit for Sir Harry’s wife. 

Sir Bor, Tol de rol lol ! laditum ! Let mulpok 
in your face. Yes, yen; he has it ; the moon^s nl- 
most at full. Poor Laokaday ! which is your right 
hand? (Timid holds it up.) Indeed! wonderful! 
And are you really in your sober senses? 

7\imid. Why, indeed, sir, I begin to be rather in 
doubt: I believe so; but lest I should lose them, I 
will wish your honour a good morniog. ^ rEmif. 

Sir Bor, Laekaday ! Ha, ha 1 Not oewtifiu, nor 
witty, nor— tol de rol lol ! Tbe old fool has a nind 
to set up for a witr and has began by bantering me. 
Zoundsl I was neither drunk nor mad; and to tbe 
best of my knowledge, I am not now in a dream* 
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Tbe brodwr# Indeed, b a booby; and does not ap- 
pear to be of tbe aatte familj— hardly of the eame 
■Mies; tboogh be had leate enongb to snap at the 
fOhr hnaiediitely. 1 remarked he did not stand on 
cerenH»y> Surmy, I have made no miatake in the 
bosinesa— ’Sblood! if it prove so ! Parson Adams 
the second ! 1 shall-- Eli !' who’s this ? No, no, no 
—it is; ’tis she berself, in propria ^s— [JBiiler 
Claba.^M its Tumboll, I most heartily rejoioe to 
Clara. Miss Tarnball! (Aanie.) [see von. 
Sir Hot, Your presenoe has relieved me from 
one of tbe oddest qualms— bat the sight of you has 
given me a oordial. 

Clara, 'What do you mean. Sir Hornet ? 

SirHor. Mean, my angel ! why, here has been a 
Imntering, lying, enigmatical son of a scoundrel, 
with a bundle of ironical, diabolical tales, railing at 
your beauty and accomplishments, till, egad ! 1 be- 
gan to fancy my fine- flavoured pine -apple a crab. 

Clara, Ibis is delightful ! fiat I cannot find in 
ray heart to undeceive him. (Aside,) There is no 
answering for the diftercnoe of taste, sir. 

^ Sir Hor. True. Asses prefer thistles to neCta- 
rines^ but yet he must be an ass, indeed, who could 
not distinguish St. Paurs from the pillory. 

Clara. Taste, Sir Hornet, is a sort of shot silk, 
and has a variety of shades: one says *tis blue, an- 
other black, and a third is positive ^tis yellow. It 
would be a vain attempt, therefore, for Miss Turn- 
bull to endeavour to please the whole world. • 
Sir Hor, An old booby ! I would not give a hair 
of the pope's beard to please him. Bui how is it 
with Sir Harry? is he in raptu res ? is he dying for you'’ 
Clara, No, sir; he eats and drinks as usual, and 
is, for aught I ran discover, in tolerably good health. 

Sir Hor. f s lie 7 an audacious dog ! in good health ! 
If I find him in good health I’ll pistol him. But you 
mistake the matter, perhaps: the rascal's proud, 
and not willing you should see his sufferings ; he Is 
a stricken deer, and sheds his tears in solitude and 
silence, ma^hsp. Do you discover no symptoms of 
tbe sighing swain 1 Does be never cut bis fingers? 
or scald himself? or run against a post, and beg its 
Clara, No, sir. [pardon? 

Sir Hor. 1 doubt he is a sad dog. But no, no ; 1 
am certain he adores you ; ’tis impossible he should 
do otherwise. But there is another material point, 
about which I am not quite so certain. 

C^a. 'What is that, sir? • 

Sir Hor. Has be found any place in your affeo- 
tions? 'Tis true, he’s a fine fellow. I don’t mean 
by that, one tliat is pickled in oosmetics ; preserved 
in musk and marecnal powder ; and that will melt 
awayi like Lot’s wife, in the first hard shower: 
■en^f your fellows that are too valiant to give a 
woman the wall, and too witty to let her have the 
last word ; but one that is — in short, his own man- 
ner will best describe what he is. [so short. 
Clara. True, Sir Hornet, but tbe time has been 
S^Hor. Short ! Ah ! madam, if he did not do the 
business with a coup d'oeil, at once, I would not 
give a feather of a goose- wiug for all tbe arrows bis 
l^pid has in bis quiver. But come. Miss Turnbull, 
1 know you are above the silly piqjudioes that or- 
dinary minds era swayed by ; tell me sincerely, has 
he made any impression on your heart? Is he the 


Oiara. To speak ingMNiously, Sir Hornet, that 
is a point entirely undetermined, at present. 

Akr Hor. Undetermined! why, what — 

Clara. Sir Harry’s person is engaging, bis man- 
nera deligjbtful, and his understanding unexoeption- 
able. [bear you say so. 

Sir Hor. Bravo! my dear girl! you charm me to 
Ckara. I will m more. Sir Hornet. I find my 
baait iatereated in ills behalf, and sincerely believe 
1 shall never see another man with whom 1 could 
be half so bimy* 

Sir Bor. Wj dear Miss Tumbull ! 


Clara. Bot yot I have too many reaiiMiilld fimr 
it will be impossible we shonld ever be united. 

Sir Hor. Impossible! 

Clara. 1 firmly believe, Sir Harry pofieaiea a 
iliousand virtues, but they are all discoTonred by a 
failing, which, if not as erroneous as some otner 
vices, is more destructive than any. 

Sir Hor. 1 understand you. 

Clara. This will for ever deter a^ woman, who 
values her own peace, from cherishing a passion 
that must, in its oousequences, be so fatal. 

Sir Hor, But you, ray angel, will soon cure him 
of this : it is not a rooted vice — 

Clara. Permanently, or myyntelligence says false. 
Air //or. Well, but we have hopes that Mr. Os- 
borne will find means to reclaim him ; he is conti- 
nually with him, oontinnally warning him, and— 
Cutira, Mr. Osborne, Sir Hornet, is an interested 
physician, and would rather enconrage than core 
tbe disease. [of this? 

Sir Hor, Heaven forbid ! But who informs you 
Clara, Those who are in the secret, I assure yon, 
sir. I am afraid Mr. Osborne is a wicked man ; he 
is — wbat I dare not speak. 

Sir Hor. I confess yoo alarm me, t hough I b^e 
withont canse.^ Osborne assnmes eve^^appearadoe 
of rigid virtue ; and, if this were true, he would be 
the wBrst of villains. However, suspend your opi- 
nion awhile; I’ll soon sift the affair: and in tner 
meantime, let me beg of yon to think as well of Sir 
Harry as your doubts will permit yon. 

Clara. 1 shall do that, Sir Hornet, without an 
eflbft. 

Enter Vandervejlt. 

Vand. (Sees Clara going off.) Why, turtle, why 
— All! Sir Hornet, I am glad to lee you. 

Sir Hor. Ah, ha! friend Vaml why, yoo look 
tolerably well. [should I uotf 

FioRfi. Tolerably well !• Ay, to be sure. Why 
Sir Hor. Why shonld you not! Let me see: 
there are, as near as I can gness, about seventy 
reasons why yon should not. 

Koficl. Hampfa ! Ob ! wbat, my age? No, nq : let 
me tell yon. Sir Hornet, I— I am not an old man. 
Sir Hor. No? 

Vand. No; nor you neither. 

Sir Hor. Indeed ! I am exceedingly glad of that ; 
and, pray, when did you make this diaoovery? 

Vand. Make it! why, I have been making it 
these twenty years and upwards. 

Sir Hor. Oh, bo ! And how do you prove it? 
Vomf. By comparison and reflection. I’ll tell 
you — bold ! first, I’ll shew yoo what I call mj list 
of worthies : there, look at that. ( Gives a eossaum^ 
place hook.) 

Sir Hor. Wbat tbe devil have we here? (flaade.y 
Patrick G*Neal, married, for the seventh Skte, ai 
the age of one hundred and thirteen; walks withasA m 
cane, never idle; children and great-grandrchiUtrm 
to the number of one hundred and twentg-tkree** 
Vand. There’s a fellow ! I warrant that BUUi is 
alive and hearty at this moment. 

Sir Hor. Humph! And, pray, do yon think to 
imitate this worthy, as. you call him? Will you bo 
married aeven times, and have a hundred and 
twenty-tbree children ? 

Vtmd. That’s more than I can tell. 

Sir Hor. Ha! (Reads.) •* Thomas Partf btmp 
aged one hundred and twmdy, fell « Isvs UNfh Co- 
tnerine Milton,** , [the obnroh-door. 

Vand. Ay, and did penance in a while sheet at 
Sir Hor. Homph! {Reads.) ** flawry/snKwf”^ 

' Vand. Ay, there’s another: oorrecM bis great 
grandson, a yonth of seventy, with his own band, 
mr bei^ idle. 

Sr^Hor. (Reads.) •• Johannes de Tsagpaihus, or 
John of Times, armour-bearer to the emperor Charle- 
magne, died, aged three hsndred threescore and ana 
year.'* 
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Vtmdn Very well; new tell me, when jon eom- 
pare me to Johannes Temporibos, that is, when jon 
compare sixty-soTen to three hundred threesoore 
and one, can yon say I am an old man? 

Sir Hor. An old man ! By the beard of Methu- 
selah, thou art scarce an infant ; it will be, perhaps, 
these five years yet before then art perfectly a child. 

Fond. Nay, Sir Hornet, let me beg of yon to be 
serioas : yon are an old friend, and know the world; 
1 shall be glad of y onr advice : I ruminate on the^e 
^inM ^ myself, till I am quite melancholy : nbw, 

® somebody to bear half my griefs, I 

should suppose they would be lessened. [so. 

Sir Hor, Why,^trno, as yon say, one would imagine 

Vand, Don't you think, then, if I were to take a 
handsome, young wife, 1 should, perhaps, find a 
core for all my ills? 

Sir Hor. An infallible one. 

Va»d, And this is, seriously, your opinion. 

Sir Hor, Seriously. 

F and. Then tell me — you were talking with the 
young lady that went out as I entered — 

Sir Hor. Well, what of her? . 

Fond. Is she not very beautiful? 

Jiir Hw^ A divinity. 

Fond. Finely accomplished ? , 

Sir Hor. Beyond description. 

Fond. That's right. You are a Pensible, discern- 
ing man, Sir Hornet; and I am delighted to find 
you approve my choice. 

Sir Hor. Your choice ! 

Vondl My choice. That is the young lady ^ you 
must know, to whom I intend to pay my addresses. 

Sir Hor. Your what ! 

Fond. The lady 1 mean to marry. 

Sir Hor. ha, ha ! 

FnndL Nay, Sir Hornet — 

Sir Hor, Ha, ha, ha ! all mad; every soul. 

Fond. I don’t understand. 

Sir Hor. Most reverend yonth, I beg your par- 
don* Ha, ha, ha 

Fend, You see things in'a mighty strange light. 
Sir Hornet. Is it any miracle that a man should 
loro a beautiful woman ? 

Sir Hor. Ha, ha, ha ! Love ! why thou’rt ano- 
tter JEStna — Cupid’d burning mountain. Your nose 
han taken fire at your fancy, and become a beacon to 
warn' alt young gentlemen of three-score and ten, 
of the rooks and qaicksands hidden in the sea of 
amorous desires. 


Fuad. Upon my word, Sir Hornet, this is exoeed- 
^ strange. • 

Ssr Hor. Ha, ha, ha ! Yon must excuse me. 
What a rosy youth ! Harkye! friend Vanderveldt, 
it’s my opinion yon have been bantering me. 

Fcmd. Od! that’s a good thought. (A side.)— 
Bantoflhg yon ! why, ay, to be sure I have. Ha, 
ba, ha! {Forces a laugh.) 

Sir Hor. Oh ! you have? 

Fond. Certainly. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Hor. Ho, ba, ha ! ( With the same tone.) 

VmA Didn’t yon perceive that before ? Ua, ha ! 

ihrHor, No, Taitn! Ha, ha, ha! 

FMd. That's a good joke. Ha, ba, ha ! 

SKrJTi^. Excellent! Ha, h^^a! (During the 
ku^ht Sir H, imitates FaMdereeft.)->Now let us 
be serious. * 

Fond. With all my heart. 

Sir Hor. And I’U'tell you a story. 

Fond. Do. 


Sir Hor. There was a certain antient penonage 
fifBiy aoqnaintaiioe, called Andrew Vandervelt— 
WM. What, is your story about mel 
Hit Hor. Hive me leave, 3 'oang gentleman, and 
yon sbidi hear. — Everybody imaipned bim to be a 
prodei^ Wiiats, griwe person, with a moderate 


Fond. Wdin 


SirH. Aad, ss it was evident hU beard was 


^y, his lindM pkisied, hts skin sfarivHled, aodllia 
sinews shiunk — 

Fond. How, Sir Hornet? 

Sir H. They naturally oonolnded, he bad made 
his will, wrote his epitaph, and bespoke his ooffin-^ 
f^d. Mercy upon me ! 

Sir Hor, But instead of meditating, like a pkmfi 
Ohristian, on the last four things, a orotqhet takes 
him in the head, he buys a three-penny fiddle, 
scrapes a matrimonial jig, olaps a pair of horns 
upon his head, and onrvets through the town, the 
sport of the mob, derided by the young, pitied 
by the old, and lanrhed at by all the Worldl 

Fond. Heaven deliver me, what a piotore! — 
But vou forget, Sir Hornet ; didn’t I explain to 
yon that it was only a joke? 

Sir Hor. Oh! true. Ah! witty rogue! Well, 
adien. I’ll remember the joke. Ha, ha, lia t 
Fond. Ay do. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir Hor, Oh ! for a song to the lane of ** Room 
for Cuckolds ! ” I Exeunt. 

^ ACT IV. 

Scene I. — A Chamber at Sir Harry Portland's. 
Enter SirHarrY PORTLAND. 

Sir Harry. ( Much agitated. ) May the everlasting 
curse of heaven consume those inmlements of hell, 
those deceitful, infernal fiends ! Pll never touch, 
neyer look on cards or dice again. Iff ever mako 
another bet, may all the horrors of a rained fortune 
haunt me, sleeping and \iaking ; may I be pointed 
at by children, and pitied by sharpers. Distrac- 
tion ! May 1 be — I am already ruined, past re- 
demption. 

Enter a Servant, who delivers a letter to Sir Harry. 
Sir Harry. (Breaks open the letter hasHiy.) Um 

I — Um— Stay, sir. (To the Servant.) D nl 

I Is it possible! In league with shakers. Wb« 

! brought ibis letter, sir ? 

Servant. A porter, sir. 

Sir Harry. Where is he 7 [in a burry* 

Servant, Gone, sir ; he ran off round the oomer 
Sir Harry, Yon may go, sir. [£«tf Servant, 

Enter OsuoRNC. 

Osh, You seem moved. Sir Harry; may 1 en- 
qnire the cause ? 

Sir Harly, You are the canse, sir. 

Osb. 1 ! 

Sir Harry, Yes, yon. There, read, air. 

•Osb, (Reads.) ** Beware of a false friend; tko 
person who gives you this caution, would sacr^ke a 
life to preserve you from the destruction that threatens 
you. Mr. Osborne is in league with Jews and 
sltarj^s, and you are a victim lo his avarice and 
duplicity,** So, so. Well, Sir Harry, do you 
give any credit to this epistle? 

Sir Harry. Nay, sir, you are lo tell me how 
much or how little credit it deserves. 

Osh, Why, look you. Sir Harry, I cannot, nor 
I will not, enter into explanations. 

Sir Harry, Sir! Cannot, nor will not, enter 
into explanations ! 

Osh. No, sir. 

Sir Harry. Bat I say, sir, yon shall. 

Osh. Shall ! 

Sir Harry. Yes, sir, shall. 

Osh. Ay, sir? Who is he that shall mako me? 
Sir Harry. I am he, sir. 

Osh. Indeed! 

Sir Harry, Friendship, hononr, lioneety, ought 
to make yon ; bat present appearances declare yon 
void of these. 

Osb* Present appeaianoas deolara you void of 
reason, sir, otherwise you would tomoimr mo for 
one of those who are are not to be terrified by n 
loud tongue, or an angry brow. I repeat it, 1 will 
not now enter into explanatioaa, 1 have playad 
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with yoB, i bB^e stskid my moMy, wd won 
yours. Woold it’.haTo been disbommnblo liad 
you won mbio 1 1 bavo disposed of that moiioy as 
I tbooffht proper. No matter whether with Jews 
or Ghnstisns; and^ 1 sbonld have SDp|MBed« your 
passion and snspioiou woold have required better 
proof* than the malevolent aspersion of an anony- 
mons letter* ere thev ooKht to^have incited yon to 
a qnarrel'with yonr frieoa. 

Sir Harry, I befc yonr pardon, dear Osborne; I 
am to blame ; nothing but the severity of jny late 
losses can plead for me ; 1 know you to be a noble- 
hearted* worthy fiellow, and explanations, on such 
an nooosation, are as much beneath yon to give, as 
me to demand. Forget my silly warmth : it is my 
weakness. 

Osh. Do yon forget the cause of it, Harry, and it 
is forgot. 

^ Sir Harry. It was madness— I am above jns- 
piobn— *tis ungenerons — 'tis damnable — pray ex- 
cuse — prav forgive me. 

Osb, Well, well, think no more on*t; only 
guard against suspicion for the future. 

Sir Harry. No, no, it cannot be; there is an 
open fortitude in his manner, a bol^ess that* can 
only result from innocence. 

Enter Melissa. 

AfeZ. Oh ! brother, f am glad I have found yon. 
Why did yon send these troublesome things to me? 
Why did not yon take care of them for me? Trust 
a giddy girl, indeed, with a parcel of bank bills. 
Here, here, here they are, take ’em, take ’em, 
they will be safe with you ; I have been in a panic, 
ever since they were in ray possession, lest they 
should take wing, and fly throngh the key-bole, 
or in some other noacoountable way. I am 
unused to snob large sams, and don’t feel happy 
while they are about me. 

Sir Harry, Bnt what am 1 to do with them ? 

Mel. Keep them tdl to-morrow* and then* yon 
know,^ when yon give my hahd to your friend; yon 
may give them too, to make it the more accept- 
able; there are just twenty, of one tbonsaud each. 
So, DOW 1 am easy — goodb’ye: 1 am going to pur- 
chase a few knick-knacks. {Exit, 

Sir Harry, Well, but, sister! Melissa! She’s 

g one, flown on the light wings of innocence and 
appiness, while I, depressed by folly, feel a 
weight upon ray heart, that hope itself cannot re- 
move. What is a mined gamester 7 An idiot, 
who begins for his amuaement, who oontinnes 
hoping to retrieve, and who is mined before be 
can recolleot himself ; a wretch, deserted, solitary, 
forlorn; ashamed of society, yet miserable when 
alone ; shunned by the prosperous ; despised by 
theprndent; deservedly exposed to the poisoned 
aharts of insolence and envy ; a by-word to the 
vulgar, and a jest to the lortonate ; hanoted by 
duns, preyed upon by usurers, persecuted and 
curst by creditors. Inexplicable infatuation ! 

Scene II. — Another Apartment. 

Enter Clara, Mf.lissa, and ’Squire Turnbull. 

Mel, Mr. Turnbull, 1 must beg, sir, yon’U desist. 
^ Tieme Decist, why, to be sure ; I’ll go and buy 
license out o’hand, make hay while tne zun do 
zhine.and don’t lose the jslieep for aha’porth o’tar; 
whal tbo,' the pepper-box must ha’ a lid ; a bushel 
o’words wnnt vill a basket ; when the owl goes a 
hunting, ’tis time to light the candle. 

Clara. Ha, ha* ha! If you’ll permit me, my 
dear, 1 tliink 1 can relieve you from this embairass- 
nient. 

JfW. Permit ^mul I am snrO' if yon can, you 
sbaH bo oanoniiEed* and .have ohurohen ereoted to 
yoaomomory. 

Clara, I'll talk to him ia bis own language, he 
^^aB oompreheud no other. , . 


Tam, Well* voir lady. 

Clara. Well, «r. 

Tam, Yon do see bow tlie nail do drive. Be 
yon to be one at bridal ! 

Clara, No. 

Tam, No! Wlwcof yon’at be bride-maid. 
Clara, No, bnt 1 wnnt. 

Turn, Wnnt yon? 

Clara, No : nor jon’st not bebiidegroom* BOtboVr 
Turn, No f 
Clara, No. 

Turn, How zo ! 

Clara, Beceose yoo’ve zold the zkin* avore 
yon’ve oatobed the vox. You’ve reckoned your 
chickens bevore they be batched. ' 

Tarn. Nay, nay ; stop at the dike ; cure 1 d» 
knew my own mind, an miss be agreed. 

Clara, But miss ben’t agreed. 

Turn. No I That’s a good joke; bnt she bev 
Clara, But she ben’t, though. [tbodgh* 

Turn, Bnt I’m zure she be. 

Clara. But I’m zure sbeben’t. 

Turn. No! Why, miss, ben’t you agreed? 

Mel. No, sir. 

Turn. No ! ^ 

Clara, You may gape, bnt the woTt 

drop ; too mum mettle is dangerous in a blind 
horse t misreckoning is no payment; John would 
ha' wed, bnt Mary war na willing. 

Mel. You seem surprised, sir; lean only say* 
it is without reason ; you have deceived youraelf, 
in Biroposing such an alliance posaible, and 1 hope 
yourown good sense will inform you, that* after 
this declaration, any renewal of yonr addresses to 
me must be considered an insult. 

Turn. An* zo, then, the meaning of all this vino 
zpeech, I /.appose, is* that you want ha’ me? 

Mel. It is. 

Clara. “Make h^ while the zun do zbine: 
don’t lose the zbeepior a ha’p’orth oT tor ; abnihel 
of words wunt vill a basket ; when the owl gopa u 
hunting, ’tis time to lighPtbe candle.” YonrnMit 
obedient, gentle ’squire. Ha, ba, ba ! > 

ndlh Caaaim 

Turn. Zo, then, it zeems I ba’ been rookoriiig 
without my host here. Well, what tliougli* BOOB 
hot zoon cold ; zoon got zoon gone ; care’s bbobib; 
zorrow won’t pay a man’s debts ; he waotod u 
zinging-bird, that gave a groat for a cuckoo ; an’ 
he that loses a wife and zixpence, has lost a tester. 
-^\Enter Miss Turnbull.!— Why, Berbera* 
what he's the matter wi’ thee? Where hast thee 
been ? 

* MisB T, Been! Why I ba’ bin wildered. 

Turn. Wbat,loBt! 

Miss T, Ees ; an’ if 1 bad na’ by good hap met 
wi’ John, who has got direction in writteoJtand* 
it were vive golden guineas to a brass varthin I’atd 
been kidnapped an’ zent to America, among the 
Turks. 

Turn. Zerve thee right, thee most be gadding ; 
but I lia’ news vor thee, the cow has kioked^wn 
the milk; it’s all oft' ’tween miss and I . w, 
Misr T. Zure ! rabbit me an I didn’t gneea aa 
mnob. St 

Turn, Bes, the nail’s clenched ; zhe and 1 hu* 
sdiook handU, an’ parted. 

Miss T. My gracious ! What, won’t yo* Wolie ? 
Tunt. No, I wont; her may whistle* bnt I 
zba^ji’t bear ; her may beckon, bnt 1 zka’n't ooue; 
catch me an* ba’ me, I’m no vool ; zo* do^n Bee, 
an’ you be minded to wed* zay moe an^vaH to ; 
vor*l don’t like yonr London tneks* aD’ioI'st 
leave it as vast as 1 can. 

Miss T. An’ when be 1 to ^e wed? 

Turn. Why* 1 do vind Zir Hornet be oome; zo* 
when yo’ do zee Zir Harry, yo’ may zettle’t ; on’* 
d’ye ^icar, Barbara, don’t let me vind yo* at any 
o’tliese skittish off an’ on freaks ; I ba’^^zcon too 
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mttoh on 'am loteljr. Oh! here be Zir Hirryoom- 
ing, an* zo [*at leave yon to make love yoor own 
; I’st not play my ace o'trnmps ont yet. [£xil. 

Emier Sir Harry Portland. 

Sir Sorry. So, bere'a my good whimaioalnn- 
ole’a Roimarei], aa be ca|lslier— hisphceniz. All 
alone, Mibb Tnrnbull? 

Mios Tm Eea ; brother be jnst gone ; a’a vallen 
ont wi* miBB, an’ a’s plagnily frnm^. 

Sir Harry. Sare ! [make love. 

Mias 7, Ees ; a zaid, too, ’at yo* an’ I be to 

£ir Harry. He did 

Hiss T, ^b; and I do knaw his tricks ; a’ll be 
in a wonndy rm, an I don’t do as he bids me. 

Sir Harry, -What, will be be enrly ? 

Miaa T. Znrly ! a’ll snarl worser than our great 
dog, Jowler, at a be»ar. 

Sir Harry. He is ill-tempered, then ? 

Jfm 7. Oh! a’il zulk vor a vortnight round, an* 
when a comes about again, a’ll make a believe to 
romp; an’ then a’ lamps, an* gripes, an’ pinches, 
till I am quite a weary on’t. 

Sir Harrif, Well you may, I think. Poor 
thing. {Aside.) And which way are we to make 

le^e 1 If,.—. 

' Arise 7. My gracious ! don’t yoL knaw? 

Sir Harry, 1 believe T can give a guess^ yon, 
I sappose, are to hang down your head and Utter. 

Miss T, Ees. 

Sir Harry, 1 — hem! and look sheepish. 

Miss 7. Ees. [thumbs. 

Sir Harry. You gnaw your apron ; 1 twiH my 

Jfiwr. H«, he! E«8. 

Sir Harry, You say — it’s a very fine day, sir, 
and I answer, yes, ma^am, only it rains. 

Miss 7. He, be, he! Ees, iveck, that be vorall 
the world the very moral of our country vasbion. 
Oh ! but here be zomebody coming. 

Haisr SIR Hornet Armstrong, Clara, and 
Vandervelt. 

^Sir Hor. Why, Harry, you dog, what, liave you 
Hi^oarself, because you would not see me 1 

W Harry. Dear sir, 1 am exceedingly glad to 
aee you, but it is not a quarter of an hour since I 
heard of your being in town ; and 1 suppose, sir, 
you will scarcely be angry at finding me in this 
company. ( Vand,, Sir Marry, and Miss T,relires.) 

Str Mar. Finding you in — ^Zounds! wbat 

m^wyd cargo of rusticity has be got there ? ( 2V> 

CAra. A young lady from Somersetshire, with 
• tolerably good fortune, that Sir Harry, it is 
thought by some, intends to marry. 

Sir Hor. Marry ! He should as soon marry the 
mummy of queen Semiramis. 

Clara. She has been strongly recommended to 
the family, sir. 

Sir Hor. Recommended! By whom? 

Clara. By one yon are very intimate with, and 
who has very great influence with Sir Harry, as 
well IB with yonrseir. 

SISHor. Ay ! Who is that ? 

Clara. Paroon me there. Sir Hornet. 

Sir Hor, Certainly the fellow cannot be foolish 
enough to admire her ; but I shall soon discover 
th^, ^ what he thinks of you. Harkye, Harry! 

SirBoi^l cannot, upon the whole, tell very 
well what to make of you. Are you thoroughly 
OGUviiiQed that you are, at this instant, legally oa- 
|Mlde of making your will? 

^ Harry, My will, sir! 

1 ^ Hor. Ay, are yon of sound mind ? 

'Sir Barry, I believe so, sir. 

Sir Hut. Then pray tell me, now lire have yon 
tape to thpe, what is your opinion of MissTnmbnll? 

Sir Hartf* Sir, that is by no means a qnestion i 
proper to be aup^wend in this company. I 


Sir Hor. Psba! l^u your ddioRor. Make 
yonr panegyric, and I’ll blosh for her aM you, too. 

Sir Harry. Sir, I have no panegyric to make. , 

d?«r Hor. Sir! 

Sw Harry. Even so. 

Sir Hor, Why yon impudeut, confounded— 
Have you the barefaced enhmtery, with such a 
picture before yoor eyes, to — 

Sir Harry, Yon have applied the torture, and 
my own ease requires confession. 

Sir Hor, Humph ! And so you — ^Now, pray, all 
be attentive, for Bacon’s brazen head is going to 
utter. ^ So yon do not think Miss Tombnlla most 
engaging— (i9ir Harry smiles,) — Why, yon intoler- 
able — 

Sir Harry, I am concerned to see you so serions 
on the subject. I must acknowledge, that in this 
case, sir, I have either a most perverse or stupid 
imagination, and, cannot, for the soul of me, ois- 
cover the latent wondera in the young lady, winch 
year better sight has so distinct a view of. 

Sir Hor, Ha ! 

Jir Harry, 1 am, however, exceedingly willing 
to try the utmost strength of my faith, to believe 
as innoli as I can, ana take the rest for granted ; 
provided yon will not inflict the punishment of a 
wife upon my superstition. 

Sir Hor, Obliging youth ! {Bows.) Inflict the 
punishment of.a wife upon yonr superstition! And 
so^ou think, no doubt, a wife a burthen much too 
heavy for the back of so fine and pretty a town- 
made gentleman as yourself. 

Sir H^y. With the addition orMigsTarnbuH’s 
accomplishments, I most undoubtedly do, sir. 

^ Sir Hor. You do ? Humph I Pray, most civil 
sir, permit me to ask — perhaps there may be some 
other lady in this good company, to whom yonr 
profound penetration would give the preference? 

Sir Harry, If such preference could, in the 
least, make me deserving of her, I have no scruple 
to say there is. 

Sir Hor, Miracle of modesty ! There is 7 

Sir Harru. Most usuredly. But, though to 
possess theVdy you bint at, wonld make me bless- 
ed beyond description, 1 have ne^er dared to de- 
clare BO much before, becanse 1 am oonsciona of 
being unworthy of such a profusion of charms and 
accomplishments. 

Clara. Cenerous difiidence ! (Aside,) 

Sir Hor, Charms and — What the devil is all 
this? Where am I, at 8eB,^or on shore? Have I 
a calenture in my brain, or ia this my nose ! They 
--they call yon Sir Harry Portland, don’t they, 
sir ? 

Sir Harry, And yonr nephew, sir. 

Sir Hor, No; that’s rather dnbions. Well, 
then, Mr. Harry, or Sir Harry, or wbat yon please, 
you are pretty well convinced, 1 suppose, lhat 1 
nave had some slight regard for you. 

Sir Harry, Perfectly, sir, and remember it with 
gratitnde. 

Sir Hor. That remains to be proved, friend. 
Ever since your father’s death, if 1 don’t mistake, 
1 have been tolerably busy, a little active, or so, 
in forming your mind and manners, and moulding 
you into a sort of being, a man might belioM wilh- 
ont blushing. 

Sir Harry. It is impossible, sir, I sbonld ever 
forget yoor goodness, though I am happy to be 
reminded of it. 

Sir Hor, That!s a lie, I beKeve. However, sir, 
among the rest of my oarBs, I was anxious to find 
a woman worthy of you; nay, so solicitous was 1 
about adjusting preliminaries, that though the goat 
bad laid an embargo npon a parael of my fihgars 
and toes, 1 resolved to Ybrego ny own ease, and 
set sail immediate! v* that! might convoy ^on safe 
into the barbonr of happiness. 

Sir Harry, 1 am very aanaible of the benevo* 
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lenae of joarintentioiis, ur, tod onljr wUb you had 
done me the boooar to-— 

. Sir Hot. Well, I haye only a word or two more 
to say on the snbjeot : I hare been an entbasiastic 
old blookbead, 'Us tme, and was fool eoougb to 
think all men had eyes ; howerer, if yon haye not 
either the oomplaisanoe, the wit, or the lore, to hit 
" ^on some expedient to make yoar peach with Miss 
T^rnboll,.! will never see, never 'know, never 
speak to yon again. Ahd now, sir, you will act 
as yon^reat wisdom shall direct. 

Sir Harry. Indeed, sir, I am distressed to see 
you so intent upon this business ; I am exceedingly 
unhappy to do the least thing to incur your (iHs- 
pleasure, at this moment especially': I have a 
thousand reasons to be dissatisfied with myself, 
and am grieved to add ,your anger to the list. 1 
would do anything in iny power to preserve your 
^iendbhip and afleotion ; but this is too severe a 
fask ; I cannot totally forget common sense : I 
cannot entirely command so delicate a passion as 
that of loye. A little time will discover whether 1 
am ever to think of love or happiness again !«of 
this, however, I am certain, I never can possess 
either with Miss Turnbull. [JSnt. 

Sir Hor. Indeed, 3 'oungater! so resolute! 

C/ar|L What a noble fortitude! (Aside.) 

Sir Hot. 'We shall see who will first read tbeir 
recantation. An insensible, blind puppy ! I’ll be 
a greater torment to him, than a beadfle to a b^- 
gar, a cat to a rat, or a candle to ^a moth : PH 
singe his wings; I'll plague him worse than Moses 
did the Egyptians. [ther opinion. 

Clara, Oh ! Sir Hornet, you’ll soon he of ano- 
Sir Hor. Never, never, never ! — [Enter ’SauiRE 
Turnbull, unperceimd,^ — However, let him act 
as he will. Miss Turnbull shall have no cause to 
repent her coming to London. [zigbtsi 

Miss T, What ! will yo’ take me to /.ee the 
Turn. Who the devil bade that goose cackle ? 
Sir Hor, A cursed idiot, or 1 liave no skill in 
physiognomy. 

Turn, What, Barbr.ra ! Ees, that her be, though 
no vool, neather : her do kuaw better than to thatch 
her bouse wi* pancakes. 

Sir Hor. Psha ! Miss Turnbull ! (To Clara.) 
Miss T, Ees, I be here. 

Sir Hor. Again! (Takes Clara by the hand.) 
Give me leave, I say, dear Miss Turnbull, to — 
Vand. Eh ! Sir Hornet ! 

Clara, Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Hor, Why, what— - [bull, sure? 

Vand, You don’t take n^ turtle for^iss Turn- 
Sir Hor. Your turtle ! I don’t know what you 
mean by your turtle ; but I taSe'this young lady 
for Miss Turnbull, sure. 

Vand, You do! 

Sir Hor. Yes, I do. (Vand. and Clara lauyh,\ 
Why, what the devil — Eh ! — why, sure — 

Vsmd, Ha, ha, ha! This is a good joke. 

Sir Hor. A good joke ! Why, madam — ’Squire 
— Zounds ! — 

Vastd, Ha, ha, ha ! I would not have missed 
this for a thdusaud pouqds in new coined guineas. 
Sir Hor. Mr. Turnbull, sir, is not this your 
Turn. Ulster ! [sister, sir ? 

Sir Hor. Yes. 

Tym. What thic ! 

Sir Hor. Yes. 

Jam. Tide Barbara! 

Sir Hor. Zounds j >es, I tell you. 

2Wn. Wby,no, to be sure^ Tbio be Barbara! 
Clara.. Ha, ha, ha! [fleered. 

Vand, Ha, ha, ha! the biter bit; the fleeter 
Sir Hor. ( Thic be Barbara ! 

TVni. Ees, tbio be Barbara 1 
Jw*'Y;Ees, I be Barbara. 

« • Why, what a numskull your nephew », 

»^irfloniet. 


Sir Hor. Do you think so? , 

Vand. A blmd, insensible poppy ! 

Hor. Is hel 

Vand, But you’ll torment him; yen'll singe his 
wings ; you’ll plague him worse than Moses did 
the Egyptians. What a discovery ! 

Sir nor. -Oh ! yes ; I have made more disco* 

Vand. Ay, what are they ? [veries. 

Sir Hor, Why the first is, you’re an old fool ; 
the next is, I am another ; and the third is, that 
we pre not the only fools in company. 

[Exit, followed by Clara and Vand, 

Turn, Barbara. 

Miss T, Ees. 

Turn. How does thee like London? 

Miss T. I knaw not ; it do zeem a strange place. 

Turn. A strange place ! 

Miss T. Ees, I do think it be. 

Turn. Thee dost ? 

Miss T. Ees. 

Turn. An’ zo do I ; whereby, dost zee? Ill 
get out on’t as vast as I can. A pretty ohace, as 
the man said that rode vifty miles a’ter a wild 
goose. London ! Afl this he London, the devil 
take London. Come, pack up thy ribands an’ 
vlappets. an’ make thyzel ready. ^ 

Miss T. NeeU, zure ; you wont go zo zoon. 

Tur^. Wont I? An’ I stay in thic town to-night. 
I’ll eat it vor breakvast to-morrow. 

Miss T, My gracious ! 

TWn. Come, come, don’t stand mauxingand 
dawdling, but make tbyzel ready. 

Miss T, Lard ! why 1 a* zeen nothing jet. 

Turn. No, nor nothing thee zhalt zee, that I 
promise thee ; zo stir thy stumps, I tell thee. 

Miss T, My gracioQs! Man I go down into t* 
country again like a vool, an’ ha’ nothing to zaj ' 
vor myzei? 

Turn, Why, look thee, Barbara; coraealopg; 
vor thee have come up like a vool, zo there oau be 
no barm in thy going down like a vool. [Exeusd, 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — A library in Sir Harry PorUan^a 
house. 


Sir Harry Portland and Timid discovered. 

Timid. Indeed, sir, you have always been the 
best of masters to me. 

Sir Harry. No, Timid, no ; I have been a rery 
weak, idle, fellow; and have pat it out of my 
power to be a good master to any one. 

Timid. Lackaday! Sir, don’t say so ; I am gjfraid 
I have been a bad servant ; a very bad servant. 

• Sir Harry. Never. 

Timid, lAckaday ! sir, you don’t know, you 
don’t know! Lackaday! I thought all for the best. 

A^tr Harry. You have only done what 1 com- 
manded. 

Tiifiid. Tobe sure, sir. But, lackaday ! I wish 
I dared to open my mind to him. I am terrified; 
he will never believe me innocent. (Aside.) 

Sir Harry. My ruin is all iny own work. Here, 
Mr. Timid, take this ring and remember me;' it 
mi^ be the last present I shall ever make you. 

Timid, Pray aon’t say so, sir. I am terrified. 

Sir Harry, 1 am going to Mr. Osborne’s. 

Tmid. T<^ Mr. Osborne’s ! 

Sir Harry, Yes, if you should not see me to- 
morrow morning ; if any aooident should buppett— 

Timid. Lackaday 1 

Sir Harry, Give the state of my olTairs, which I 
ordered you to draw up, to my ancle, and this 
picture to Clara, the young lady that is with him. 

Timid, Sir ! W bat do yon mean ? 

Sir Harry, Oh! nothing, notliiug ; I’m not very 
I well . I— a slight swimming in my head, that’s all; 

I but there is noAnowiog what may happen. 

Timid, Lackaday I S^ir, you terrify me, you talk 
like a dying man makiug bis will. 
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lAOKaOBj : JL wish ne Knew— i « i 

the mortgage of the Kentish estate ; Mr. Osb< 
ortoed me to bring it : I’ll lay it open on 
O^me’s table. I hope my dear master will 


Sir Hvtrym No, no^ not so ; 1 have nothing to 
leave : and, as to djiiig, men most die live as 
lour as th^ can, they most all die at last. 

TmAL Small 1 go for Sir Hornet, or yoi 
or dm Idling ladyT 
SwUarry. No; no young ladies for-^hl 
Timid* l^kaday ! my heaVt aches* 

Sir Harry* I am going to Mr* Osborne's pre- 
sently. 

Timid* lAokadaj ! I wish he knew — I’ll take 

Mr. Osborne 
I on Mr. 

bope my dear master will see 
it; 1 hope be will disooyer all. (Aside*) 

Sir Marry. Heigho ! 

Tumd. Dear sir, don’t sigh so; don’t look so: 
tell me wbi 4 1 oan do to serve yon* to oblige yoo, 
to make yA^happier? 

Sir Harry. Nothing, nothing; past hope, past 
core ; onite, quite — 

Timid. Lsokaday! 

Sir Harry. A thoughtless, profligate, idle, dis- 
sipated fellow. Oh 1 my head, ipy nead ! 

Twdd, 1 cannot bear to see him so. I’ll hurry 
to Mr* Osborne’s ; I’ll try if I oan yet persuade 
kittt to Jim *^ue friend ; 1*11 beg, I’ll pray. I’ll go 
down on my knees ; I’ll do anything. [JSsnt. 

Sir Harry* Clara ! an angel ! a cherub * And 
what am 1 T Well, well, it will soon be all oyer; 
there will be a sudden stem— a speedy end. ^Laagh- 
mg tatlAoul.) So happy— Heaven — Heaven increase 
Tonrjoysl mine are for ever fled — light laughter, 
innooent smiles, and social mirth are fled for.'iver, 
forever. Oh, folly! Ob, madness! [Exii. 

Alter StR Hornet, Vandlrvelt, and Clara, 
(Laughing.) 

Sir Hor* Aj, ay, pray laugh, laugh heartily, I 
-hese e oh you; 1 deserve, and 1 desire no mercy* 
Clara. It is one of the oddest adventures. 

Famt. How the denoe oould you mistake that 
IdnyBabel, Mias Turnbull, for my turtle 1 
^ llBr Hot. Why, true, as you say, friend Van ; ! 
iiK that happens to be a blunder which I never 
did, nor ever ooskL make. 1 should as soon take 
njielf for a kiiu, or yon for a ooniuror. 1 only 
iMPtoekthis loA to be Miss Tumbnll, not Miss 
^Kittbull to be this lady. 

Vsmd* Mistook Miss Turnbull and this lady, and 
dOM^lvnderstand it. 

dsitt. Be kind enough. Sir Hornet, to explain 
the matter. 

Sir Hot. Yon remember, madam, I had some 
eonversation with you in the rooms at Bath. 

Cimra. Perfectly. 

Sir Hot* And yoo could not but perceive how 
ibrqibly 1 was struck with your wit, beauty, and 
aooomplishments. 

Clara. 1 reoolieot yon were very polite, sir, and 
wire pleased to say abundance of obliging things. 

Sir Her* Not half so many as 1 tuought, 1 as- 
sure you, madam. 

Vmd. Well said. Sir Hornet. My old friend is 
quite enamoured with you, turtle. 

IHrHor* Yes, sir, so 1 am; though I do not 
intend to marry the lady. 

Vamd. Hemi ^ „ 

Sir Hot. My grand object, the thing that, of all 
others, 1 have most at heart, is to see my nephew. 
Sir Barry, happy ; as for myself, I feel I am grow- 
ft" a^e,^and am almost tired of the farce of 

Vmd, Why so. Sir Hornetl 1' am sure you 
pliw your psirt exoellently* 
iSirfShr. Jie, no ; I am rolling down bill . 
and imt steep deoUvily mayjMPhdpiUto me 
to the bottem, there are^ oertain affairs l wim to 
see fiamhedf one of which is the marriage of Sir 
Hairy. 


Clara. So the peraon yoaasfced eoneorniiigme, 
when 1 went out of the rooms,, mlstoidc the qooi- 


tioB, a»d thooglltyoa meant Miss Tondmll I 
Sir Bar. So it appears, mailam ; and I was too 
much enraptured to stay to rectify mistakes. When 
I negotiated the nflUr with ’Squire Turnbull, I 
studiously avoided an interview with his supposed 
sister, for fbar the^ business should wear a face of 
precipitate indelioaoy and I thought if I could 
once bring yon and Sir Harry together, I would 
leave the oontingent possibilities to love, and the 
superior good qnuities and penetration of the par- 
ties, which I, rationally enough, oonolnded could 
not fail to produce the desired effect. 

Clara. But, Sir Homet,.bow did it happen that 
yon did not enquire of me myself who I was 7 
Sir Hot* Wny, 'faith! madam, I had been so 
particular with yon, and had spoken so freely on 
tlie subjects of love and matrimony, that 1 was 
afraid, if 1 made those kind of inquiries, you 
would mistake the matter, perhaps, and think I 
wanted to make love to yon in my own proper 
peirson. Hey ! young Van. (Asids.) 

Vand. Heigho! 

dara. Oh 1 no, Sir Hornet, I assure yon, I had 
a better opinion of your understanding. 

Vand. Hem ! # 

Sir Hot. Certainly, bad 1 been capable of such 
a whim, I should have made myself cursedly ridi- 
oqjous. Hey! young Van. (Aside.) 

Clara. Beyond dispute ! 

Vand. Heigho! 

Enter Timid, looking wild and frighted. 

Sir Hot. Heyday! What's the matter with you, 
old liaokaday 7 

Timid. I’m terrified* I’m terrified. I’m terrified ! 
Sir Hot. Terrified ! What’s the matter 7 Zounds ! 
why don’t you speak 7 
Tiadd. Laokaday ! I can’t, I oan’t speak. 

Sir Hot. Make signs then. 

Timid. I’m a miserable old man ; I ran all the 
way to tell yon — 

Sir Hot. What? 

Timid. Mr. Osborne! 

Sir Hor. Mr. Osborne! What of him? 

Timid. Laokaday! Sir Harry! 

Clara. Heavens ! A duel. 

Timid. I have put my trust in mao, and am de- 
ceived ; loan’d upon a reed,^ and am fallen; 

I have seen the shadow of friendship and — 

Sir Hwr. Curse light on your metaphors ; come 
to facts: What of Osbornel What of Sir Harry? 
Where are they 7 What have they done? What 
are they doing 7 ^ 

Timm. Gambllhg ! 

Sir Hor. How! 

Tiadd. I was at Mr. Osborne’s when Sir Harry 
came ; I was there with the mortgage of the Kent- 
Sir H. Of what 1 [ish estate. 

Timid. It was executed this very day ; 1 am a 
miserable old man — all lost \ 

Sir Hor. Lost ! 

Timid. Lackaday ! that’s not all ; I went into 
the next zoom and heard Sir Harry go to gaming 
with a gang of sharpers that were there on purpose; 
Sir Harry bad lost everything he bad in the world ; 
Mr. Osborne has got all, all the mortgagee of all 
his estates, 1 saw ’em, left ’em all in a Im on his 
table. 

Sir Hor. Mortgages of all his estates ! Pordi- 
tionl How did be get them? How oamoyou to 
know! 

Timid. Laokaday! I am terrified, I dare not 
tell ; I am an aooomplice ! A wioked, innocent, 
miserable old man. 

Sir Hor. D n 1 Order tbe eeitob, there; 111 

tear him to atoms ; I’ll rend him pieoemeal — my 
poor ^y— an .intolerable villain! Dtor madam, 
you don’t know what 1 feel. 



Scene 2.] DUmciTY. u 


CUtrih PardoB m€. Sir Hornet, if job knew my 
heart, yon would not ear ao; I detest the treaehery 
of Mr. Oshcrne as moon as you do; andi wcasaa 
as I am, would risk my life to see it pru|^y pn- 
nished. . . , 

SvrHw* A smooth-tongued, hypocntioal Til- 
lain, that owes bis life to my boy. 

CUura, Dear Sir Hornet, excuse my weakness ; 
I am in the utmost terror— in dread of consequences 
still more Fatal. 

TWtf. Laokaday ! sir, so am I ; I am terrified. 
Sir Harry gave me this ring for a remembrance, 
and bade me deliTor this picture to yon, madam. 
CUura, (Bursts into tears,) It is his own. , 
Timid. He looked so melancholy, and so furious ; 
lie had his pistols. 

Clara, His pistols! Ob! for pity's sake. Sir 
Hornet, let us fly. 

SirHor. Instantly. 

Tiamd, I'm a miserable old man. [Exeunt, 
Scene II. — Mr. Osborne's House, 

Eater Sir Harry Portland excessively agitated, 
followed by Osborne with a brace of justols that he 
Isad ^rested from him, ^ • 

Osh. How now. Sir Harry ; wlial is the cause of 
this sudden phrenzy 1 Why expose your want of 
temper and fortitude thus to the company? You 
have driven them away, they are all going — 

Sir Harry. Oh \ horror ! • 

Osb. If you must wreak vengeance on yourself, 
let it be a becoming one at least. 

Sir Harry. Insupportable horror ! 

Osh, Fie, fie, recover your temper ; be, or seem 
to be a man. What — You knew you wei% ruined 
before this event. 

Sir Harry. Oh, Osborne* Oh, Melissa! 1 can- 
not speak — I cannot uttei it ; I'm a wretch— a vil- 
lain, the meanest, the w orstof villaios, and infamy, 
eternal infamy is mine. 

Osb, Why, what have you done! 

Sir Harry, Ruined you, ruined my sister. 

Osb. How ! 

Sir Harry, And branded myself, everlastingly, 
a villain. [way? 

Osh, Rained me! ruined your sister! which 
Sir Harry. The money I have lost within. 

Osb, Well. 

Sir Harry, Is her's — Is year’s. • 

Osh, Mine! 

Sir Harry. Melissa's — her fortune— she put it 
into my hand this very day. 

Osb. D ^n! 

Sir Harry. Have compassion on me, give roe 
the pisitols, let me at once put an end to my mi- 
sery and shame. 

Osb, ThooghUess, weak man! Do you think 
the momentary pang of death a suflicieot punish- 
ment for the ruin and destruction you have en- 
tailed upon all those who have had tpe misfortune 
to love, or to be related to you? Do yoathiuk 
that to die, and to forget, at oiice, your ifiTamy and 
crimes, is a compensatioo for the havoc yon have 
made with the peace and property of those who 
dearest to you, who must live to feel the ef- 
f^ of youf viees, and bear, uqjustly, the reproach 
jmur abandoned conduct, 

Oh, torture! 

CmL Waa it not enough that you had reduced 
ftpm affluence and honour, to contempt 
andbeg|tary, but yon must wantonly, wickedly, 
sport with what was not your own ; and involve 
we innocent and unborn in your wretchedness? 
Shall not yoqr sbter’s offspiing, whom your in- 
tempomnoe iknll have reduead to poverty and mi- 
aery, detest your memory, and impreoate enrses 
onyonrname? 

Sir Harry, Oh, hell ! 


Sm Hornet Armstrong mokt wUhoui,md 
afterwards saiers, foltowedhy Cl An A andTlUW. 
Sir Hot, Where are they ? which is the room? 
So, Mr. Looifinr— oonld you deooyyoor friend*to 
no other place to rob bim, but your own house? 
Osb. Did you address yourself to me. Sir Hornet. 
SirHor, Vet, I did. Sir Satu, and if— 

Sir Hasry. Dear sir, forbear ; I idone am the 
proper object of anger— of vdngeanee— « wretch— 
a demised and miserable outcast ; and bittemeas 
and despair are deservedly my portion. 

SB Hor, Yon are a dupe, a poor fascinated fool ; 
you have beheld the serpent's mouth open, have 
telt the inflnenoe of his poisonous breath, yet stu- 
pidly dropped into his ravenous jaws, and song a 
requiem to your own destruction. 

Osh, You are liberal, sir, of your ^thets and 
accusations. What do you mean by tMl? 

SirHor, Horrible impudence! Have yon not 
taken a vile, a rascally advantage of the want of 
temper in the man, for whom you professed the 
most perfect friendship ? Have you not stripped 
him of his estate, by the most villanoirt arU, by 
plotting with Jews and scoundrels? 

Osb, You talk loud, sir. [was true. 

Sir Harry, Osborne plottiog! the 
SirHor. Yes,* plotting! He is the principal, 
the leader, of the hellish gang that has been plun- 
dering y%n. 

Osh. Well, sir ! suppose it— What then ? 

Sir Hor, W hat then ! Halters I 
Osb, Why BO, sir? He has persisted in bringin|a 
destruction upon himself, and must sufler the ef 
foots oT hU obstinacy. What crime was there in my 
receiving what he was resolved to throw awiu? * 
He bad not been a month returned from bis iravelf, 
before his passion for play made him the jest of 
every polite sharper in town. They saw there wet 
Ml estate to be sorambled for, ana every one wau 
industrious to obtain a share* After squandering 
a part of bis fortune among these adventurers, hn 
engaged at play with me, and after losing une aui^^ 
waa never easy till he liad leal another. Asu%\ 
then, to be accountable for bis folly? 

Sir Harry. Infernal treachery ! Dares he avoir 
Osb. Dare ! Yes, sir, I dare. 

Clara. Righteons heaven ! Is there no 
no quick veugeanoe for iDgratitude? {Asm.) 

SirHor. 1%e deeds, Uie annuitiee yf»a hare, 
granted, the mortgages you have lUade, aniuliis.’ 
possession ; be owns he has them all. 

Sir Harry. He! 

Osb, Yes, sir, I. 

JSrr Harry, Madness! Remember and beware, 
remember and tremble, though I have no longer 
the fortune of Sir Harry Portland, I have stOl 
Harry’s spirit, and dare chastise insolence aud 
perfidy. 

Osh. No doubt *, the roan who is rash enough to 
risk bis estate upon the chance of a die, Iim, yMBjf 
iierally, valour enough to wish to cut the winnevV 
throat. Friendship is uo protection. 

Clara, Friendship ! Monstrous prostitution I 
Friendship * Deeds, Mr. Osborne, are the beat 
proofs of friendship, and that preach^ will gain 
oat little credit who is a detected villain, wh^ ha 
is describing the fitness and beauty of moral virtue* 
iSirHor. Friendship! Where ace the dead#, 
the mortgages? 

Osb, There they are, sir. (Pomfs to a hoar.} 
They are mine ; the annuities he baa grautau, aad 
the mortgages he has made are mioa; his efiTeoU^ 
are mine, his houses are mine, hia estates aiamiiia,' 
his notes are mine, his all is mine, except hia po- 
verty aod spirit, which, as be says, are his own. 
Sir Harry, Heavens! mostl beartb|fi? 

Air Hor, Oh ! fo&* ratsbane or bamp. 

Osb, Nay more, sir: (To Sir Harry.) I was not 
only aware, but certain of my own superior nd- 




tt 

dreit. or I M Ml boon weok eooligli to bore 
liiMoojpittiofoiyfortooo. IlNiT 6 Mit|[ot«o- 
qoiradyoprlitoiooootoiiHitforii^ aoUwoi, 
XoBod ooer^'ovt to itimoloto oiid ihoito 700 to 
p 1 « 7 « toolt adf uitam» ttodied evorr triok. 
improtod frm Inokr Maooo, mnd rejotoed at 
every aod all of tour lOMoe, till 1 bad joo totally 
in my powdr; 1 beheld diitreae aooamiilaiioK on 
yoar bead, and waa happy at it ; renarkeo the 
di^Uon of yodr mind, and iDoreaied it,; aaiv the 
ionroiiu of yoor temper, and aggravated it. , 

Sir Sony. P — ■ n ! Are yon a man 1 
0to. Try me. 

SirBtmrjf^ IHre yomgivo ide the aaUafiMstion— 
the fovoDge of a maot 

I'U give it yon inatanfly, air. (As Sir 
JXemf ^lUili^fo go, Oiboms ssitss kis arm, and hs~ 
ihre kis eomatenancs changtsfrom assumed 


ieyoar 

forme rJWIjr, and be happy, 

' Clam* AatoidihiBeot! 

**^Qf§r*?/lr do yoa aeem anrpriaedf My heart ia 
yonr'a, my life ia yoar*i! I owe yoa everything; 
a debt whieh never can be repaid, and negei* 
be forgotten. When ainking beneath the marw^ 
ona hand of viHaay, it traa the benevcdent ardour 
of yoor aonl, it wan the intrepid valour of yoar 
toto reaooed roe 1 
dHr Barry, ^neroaa friend! v 

Osb, In that box ia contained all that I have 
r won of yon, and aimoat all yon have eter loat. 

I beoome an aaaooiate with aharpera to pro- 
; yon dtom them ; and, by aaorificang a little, 
I preaerved^ toat . 1 have worn the maak till 
1 ^ Arooome toommfal, and now gladly caat it 
If my Qop/ki m wt rp joi a dnbiona appearance, 
) a Witniidi that wlu be ioatantly credited.^ 

I dks e h ea itote i d eor, and caUs Melissa , — 
" Ts,jmd*ms to Sir Barry.) 
rotlarl 

hialer! Oaborne! 

• mv heart! 

‘Ansr apause,) Tol de rol ! « 

dtadayi rma happyoldman' He’a 
fa tmo fijitod ! I’m a happy old roan ! 
Can yon, loo, alater, formte my folly 7 
Jte intnfM ao nnpardonably 1 
MdL Pear brother, yon are not ao goilty aa yon 
iliippoaO. It waa a plot upon yon ; you were led 
hito It, to ahew you what a loaing gameater ia 
.Maable of 7 

<Nr J7or. fiarkye, air' (To Oaborar.) All the 
I and deeda are there, you aay 7 

air; together with whatever money 
, at any time, been woo of him, ainoe 1 
ddtora coooerned in thig transaotion. 
p Bar* AH in that box! 

happy old man ! 

S tory. My dfear UDole ! 
or. Let me alone — ^Tol de rol \~^Ooes ia 
and foies its hand,) Will you forgive 
toOi Oebome! will yon— will rou forgive my boy? 
*mr Barry, (Takes oth^ hand^ 

iHNoaol— I cannot apeak— * 

Cihlro. Indeed, Mr. Oaborne, 1 don't know how 
to tmt you'What 1 think. Eateem, admiration, are 

» expreaaimw to oonvey.mj feelinga. I have 

taiatakon and to blame. I iremhled for Sir 
X condemned you ; and wrote a letter— 
maSUuD, waa that letter yeiir'a) 

How mueb oMigad am I to yoo, and 


Worry, 
a. (A, 




Mnrry } I waa to bliune. ^ 


[AdT y • 

it MlMy mil to blame* Add 
ri ehlbr me to any one word: let 
m 0 Mmwfnl, an eveHaaifaig me- 

amll and diiNbeia. in eon* 

■ e goen ee of htohlgiiig In tbia aheehann vice; re- 
member the diatraotea wife and widow'i ourie, the 


and forever ahun, for evef nbominate, thedeteat- 
able viee of gaming. 

Sir Barry* Prowsaiona of raaolution from me, 
Oalmme, come with an HI gtooe. I am aaharoed 
of my folly: I deapiaad/ even while I praotiaed it; 
bat the pnniahment you have inflicted baa been so 
jndicioos, ao aeVerely generous, I think I oan 
safely say there ia no probability of a relapse. 

Sir Bor, Well, but, Harry, tom about — look at 
this lady; surely, you have not forgotten Mica 
Turnbull, have you 1 

Sir Marry* Voor Mias Tnrnbiill, air, I shall 
uf^ver forget. 

Sir Bur* Oh ' what you have beard the renowned 
history of my Bath adventare? 

Sir Harry, 1 have, air. 

Sir Bor, Well, and what say yon to— eh! my 
eherab7 You told me, you know, yoa bad no aver- 
sion to the fellew. ^ 

Clara, Nny, Sir Hornet, ia that the part of a oon- 
doaDte7 

Sir Bor* Why, yea, it ia ; for, aa I take it, a 
oonfidanle ia bat a kind of a go-between to bring 
the parties together — And here oomea the blooming 
yoani-4 Hater Vanociivelt.] — here oomea Johnn- 
nea de lomporibna to second the motion. 

Fiaful. To aeoond what motion. Sir Heniet7 

Sir Bor* An hymeneal motion. 

Vand. Can't tell. Who are tbe candidates? 

Sir Bar, Horry Porfland and Clara Forester* 

Fofuf, Hold, bold I Sir Hornet, not ao fiut! 
that lady ia my word. [wife. 

SirMor. Yes, and may, if she please, be yoar 

Fond. I— 1 did not aay ao, Sir Hornet. 

Sir Hor, No, bat I did, young Van. But, hofk- 
ye ! (tokes him asids) resign all your silly pMlen- 
sions peaceably, throw yoar worthies into the fire, 
and give ap tbe lady to her lover ; or yon shall be 
held up. ID terrorem, an object of* -ridicule, to 
frighten all the dangling, whining, old feola in 
Cbriateodom, who are turned of Uusse-seore. 

FofMf. Well, well, apeak in slower key. 

Sir Hor, May 1 be oertain of your conseot, then? 

Fond. W^, yea, yea — ^Heigbo 1 

Sir Hor* Dear madam, ibis worthy, old geutlo- 
man, your gpardian, moat hambly im|dores yoa 
wooid have mty upoo Sir Horry. 

Clara, Did yoa aay so, pttmi 

Fond. Me! no. 

Sir Hor. How? 

Fond. Not in those exact words'^ bat aometbing 
ve^ like it, tortle. Heigbo ! 

JBef. Come, my dear Clara, let me have the hap- 
piness to oiU yoa sister. 

Osb* Let me ioteroede, madam. 

Charm. Paha! here ia everybody intergading, hmt 
him that can iatereede most to tbe purpose. 

Sir Harry. Forgive me, doaretft Claral my fete 
ia aospended on yoor fipa; and I nm co oonaoimia 
of unwortbiMa, and ao modh afibotod by the fear 
of a severe senteuoe, that 1 nave not power to 
plead for mercy. 

Clara, Yea ; but yen have a partml, tender- 
hearted Judge. 

Sir Bar. hr, •* and a wise yMul Jndgai/’ too. 

Clara. Well, welll I eannolwjtomf^. A ge- 
nerous heart, a noble mind, arc wdom met and 
aeldOni merited. When bumineas like this pre- 
sents itself, to rejeoi is ffs^ to^olfrto U* [H kwmf . 
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ACT r. 

Scene I. — An Apartment m Friendly HalL 
Enter SiR Thomas and Lady Friendi y. 

Sir T. I tell you, injr lady, I am convinced T am 
ri^ht. The girl is pomtivel y struck — « 

Loily F, Struck with such an immoveable crea- 
ture as Mr. Blushington. Impossible, Sir Tho- 
mas! Why, tlie^ have never spoken to one ano- 
ther; never seen one another^except at oharoh 
nay, I don't think that he baa ever as|m her even 
there, for be never looks at anything but bis prajei- 
book. 

Sir T. While you and most of the congregation 
generally look at everything—but yonr prayer- 
books. No matter for that , Diuali is smitten with 
him. I'm certain. I watched her nairowl> all last 
Sunday ; and, during the whole of the service, she 
never had her thumb off fhe page of matiimony, 
nor hei e>e8 oil' the young fellow. 

pady F. He is certaiulj very well endowed in 
point of figure, — 

Sir 7 '. Wliicb will satisfy, Dinah ; and very well 
endowed in point of fortune, which will satisfy us : 
so the sooner we make it a match the better. 

Lady F, True; but how is it to be brought 
about/ 

Sir T. Leave that to my management : you 
knew how well I manage things, ru send him an 
invitation to dine with us, introduce him to the 

g irl; and, cnoe together, they’ll settle the business 
y themselves, much quicker than we can settle it 
tor them, I’ll be bound. 

Lady F , But be has so much mauvaise honte, so 
mooh timidity ahflRt him ! 

Sir r. Dinah will soon rid him of all that : ’lis 
merely the fault of his edueatioo. Recollect, he 


rap: 
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was bred up with no expectations; was 
poor scholar to CambridM;^ pM never introdo 
into society ; and now, by fhtdeath of bis fit 
and uncle, be is, all at omMb aa rich Bda| 
bob, and perfectly his Why, i* 

enough to overturu any bqiiai 1 dtm^l 
all my management, if even I sfaonldlnare been, 
able to have cootinned perfectly mvseir,i^er such 
circumstances. I’ll go and send the invitaliou di* 
rcctly. 

* Lady F. Well, as you like, my dear Sir Thonspsi, 
As he has so large an estate, it will ccitainly hip 
but kind of us to iiidiry hiui into the farotly : 1 m 
may get into impro)>rr hands else ' and if Dinah ia 
in love with him, it would be cruel in us to boulk 
the poor girl’s fancy ' 

Su 7 *. Very true, my love. We'll notlosoi 
ment about it. Foot voung roan ! 1 really fe#I Tor 
his unpiotected situation ' His foitune most he 
taken cBie of : he must many Dinah. Yes, jeo; 
I’ll niBiMge the thing at once. Come, my IuIjm- 
Oh ! hang this gout ' [fiociiiif • 

Sees Library in S/usbinytoH Satisa, 

Enter Blushington and Gyp, 

Blu$h. ’Tis of no use your attempting to per- 
suade roe , 1 shall not go out this morning. Gyp. 

Gyp, Let me prevail on 30a, sir; do rub ofiTthe 
rust a little bit ainongHt yonr country neighbours. 
Consider, sir, 30U are not at college now, that 
you’re to ahut yourself up, day after day, amongst 
npBicel of musty old books. Come, sir, do ven- 
ture abroad. '* 

’Tis impossible, Gyp; roy bashfulneas 
was born with me : 1 was almost too ashamed to 
come into the world ; teased m v p<mr mother ter- 
ribly through it. When a boy, behind my (uthpr'a 
M7 X- 
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«ouBter, mj oaraed modeatj reodered me perfeotl? 
nseleai : I oonld never master up courage enough 
to look anybody iu the face, and committed all sorts 
of blunders ; gave the customers sand for salt, salt 
for sugar, and brick-dust for Cayenne. 

€fj/p. Common, every-day mmtakps, sir; occur 
in the best regulated shops. 

BUtth, That’s not all : I served them vinenr for 
■mall beer, and fly-water for kelclinp *, so finding 
me good for nothing, father thought the best thing 
he could do with me, was to send me to collt^ge ; 
where 1 went a poor scholar, and have returned a 
rich ignoramus. 

6m. The death of your father and uncle, sir, 
have 'left you nothing to desire, in point of wealth, 
Zoundh 1 air, take heart. What have you to fearl 
JSlhish. NUthing, and yet everything. Go out in 
"mpossihle! 


the o^ei^air, in oroad day 1 Impossi 


When- 
ever 1 sally forth, 1 imagine all eyes are fixed upon 
me, and am ready to start at every post I meet, 
fearing it may be some great man. 

Qyp, Nothing unnatural, sir. ^Posls and great 
men are pretty inseparable now-a-days. 

Bbtah, As if my bashfulness wasn’t euongh to 
twrpleY»nie,tI most be plagued with the curse of 
near-sightedness : can't see an inch beyoAd my 
nose ; oay, sometimes, not so far. Then J. can’t 
wear spectacles, conscious 1 am spectacle enough 
without; and as to using a quizzing-glass, that 
would make me the quiz of the whole county. This 
subjects me to all sorts of mistakes. 'Twas but 
the other day, I palled oft' my hat to a ahabby gen- 
teel beggar, and requested the honour of Ins ao- 
ggaintanoe ; and directly after that, gave a shilling 
•'jPpie rich banker of the next town, telling him 1 
' ^^cularl/Uked to relieve distressed tradesmen. 

. Rich baiM|||!l|M onfrequently come under 
nominatioiuVlK consider, sir , a tall, fresh- 
I gmitleimA Hike you, only five and twenty, 
i tnorqugfa kaowlmge of the olaasics, and a 
ily flnrtune — zouiiifl ' sir, your company will 
*ed by all the ttmilies of consequence for 
\ round. 

Yes, that btire marriageable daugliters. 
;J. certainly Um rather good looking. Gyp? 
p. Why, yes, sir : we don’t want for beauty 
Ah ! Wm only lake the advice of your faith- 
Syp. yonVe no bitter friend, sir; no, not 
even in j|N>ar tutor, Doctor Starch; nor your 
maiden aunt. Dame Phillippa Straitlaoe. Con- 
hJiUer how carefully 1 always made your bed at 

And stole my tea and sngar. Gyp: I do! * 
) I’m a sincere well-wisher, sir. How puo^ 
tawty I used to call you up to prayers in a mom- 

%iBilA. And pocket half my candles while I was 
gi|k I remember it well. Gyp. Haven’t I re- 
iHRM yoq for it, by placing you at the head of 
rny^ameatios? 

^ YiL sir; made me own gentleman and 
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pfivuti aeoriwy* 

Bkuh, 1 can do things very well when I’m by 
mvself. I’m sure, I altered as fine an oration the 
otoer day, to the Chinese mandarin^ over my 
chkuney-pieoe as man would wish to hear ; I spoke 


Imre, you should have seen me with the piaster of 
, PaiwVenos, on our staircase, yesterday ; but when 
to the real thing, somehow— 

’ fiMp« It’s Just like bathing sir ; one plunge, and 
thi Ifiiag’s done. Do juat go out for a short walk, 
now, if Uf only to try over your new bow, tbatTve 
got the dandlng- master to teach you ; as there is 
imthing like praotice to familiarize you to the 
Anpeny of diatlnguisbed characters. Suppose me 


Well, Jut by way of pifletioe, t doo^t 
csrjnl do, for onoe* 

Cfjfp* ’Tis well snid. Now, then,, first pesitiou ! 
How loehy it was for you, 1 fouiid out the pro- 
fessor who undertook to ieacb grown gentlemen to 
dance so easily. Mind you don’t faU, sir I The 
few private lessons y'bu’ve taken of him, have done 
you a world of good. Now, then, sir, you’re to take 
me for a duke. You’re advancing to address me. 
Second position : yon wieh to kiss my hand. 
Third position : I beckon you towards me. Fourth 
position : yon are coming. — 

Bbutk. (Stumbl^,) No, I a’n’t; I’m going. 

Gyp* Fifth position — 

Enter JoHN. 

John* A letter from Sir Thomas Friendly Ba- 
ronet, sir. 

Blush, (Ricking Oyp,) Zounds! Gyp, rascal! 
you are rnsJung me ex^se myself again. 

Gyp, Pardon me, sir ; but you raised your foot 
rather too high for the fifth position, then ! 

Muah, Win you be quiet, sir ? A letter from Sir 
Thomas Ft iendly ! Bless my soul! I’m all in a 
tremble ! Then for John to see mS in such a situa- 
tion * I’m crimsoning like a carnation ! Who 
brought it, John? 

John, One of Sir Thomas’s boys, sir. 

Blush, Why haven’t you asked the gentleman 
U walk in ? 

^John, Walk in, nw lad. 

Enter NiCK. 

Blush, (To Nick,) I’m sure, I beg ten thousand 
pardons for keeping you waiting. Have the good- 
ness to lake a chair, sir. 

Nick. With all my heart, sir. What a civil gen- 
tleman ! I’ll take a chair, and anything elgs yonlike 
to give me besides. 

Blush, Ay, very trne ; certainly, by all means. 
How could 1 be so neglectful! Give tne gentleman 
a glass of wine, John. 

Nick. If it makes no diiTerence to yBu, sir, I’d 
rather have ale. 

Blush. By all means. How could I make such 
a mistake ! I declare I’m quite ashamed. Take 
Sir Thomas’s gentleman into the cellar, John, and 
give him some ale. 

John. I -will, sir ; and I’ll take myself there, too. 
What’s gmd for the goose — ^Tbis way. Sir Tho- 
mas’s gentleman. {Exeunt John and Nick, 

Blu^. How very ill-bred of me not to behave 
better. A letter from Sir Thomas Friendly ! What 
can be have to say to me? Dear, dear! if I a’n’t 
quite afraid flo look at it I Open it, Gyp ; open it, 
and read. 

Gyv. I will Sir Thomas, Lady Friendlu, 

and Miiss Dutirns best complments to Mr. Blush- 
ington; they can take no denial of his company at 
dimer, to meet a select party at Friendly Halt to- 
day. Dancing iu the evening. 

Blush. Whal’s to be done? — ** Can take no de- 
nial !” 


Oyp. No ; so you see you must go. 
Blush “ Dancing in the evr“‘ “ " ' 


evening, too!” 

Gyp, Yes; you’ve just learnt m time. It will 
give you an^ opportunity to shew off the fifth po- 
sition, eh, sir! 

Blush. Then Miss Dinali, the pretty young lady 
I took a sly peep at^ from under my hat, last Sun- 
day, when I enter^ church. Oh I I’m in ago- 
nies! » 

Gyp. Ah! there’s an inauoement! What a part- 
ner for you ! Oh I yon must go ! 

Bhssh. Must I? Was there ever anything so 
emharrastlng? Do, my dear Gyp, me me your 
adviee. Iff could but get over the first introdno- 
tion, J wouldn’t so much mind. 

Gyp, Suppose you were to qWuage a few sen- - 
tences in ydur mind, befoiu>jMiid, to deliver to 
Sir Thdmas, on your first ipoetifig. Something 
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ifter tfilt fMhioB : I’U toppoie tiiBt I tm ¥oa ; 
yon observe my ; no embamssment inoBt 

me ; joa see bow eu j end free I am ! 

Yes. fVee enoash, 1 most own! 

Oyp* There's nothing like It, sir t only eopj me.— 
*• My dear Sir Thomas, I exceedingly rejoice in this 
opportontty of becoming acqnainM with yon: and 
trust this meeting will prove the means of cement* 
ing a long and agreeable intima^. Hope Lady F. is 
well, ana all tbe small F.’s.” There, sir ! wnat do 
yoo think of that, in a pair of silk-stockings and 
pomps; standing in the fifth position, after yoor 
oest bow, eh? 

Blush* Why, 1 think it will make an impression. 

Gyp, It will do the business, sir. I'll fp and 
get your things ready to dress directly ; for it will 
soon be time to be olr. 

Blush* Dear me, 1 wish it wasn't so late, and 
that I had a little leisure to prepare myself. But, 
hang it ! I’ll take heart for once. I can walk now 
without tottering ; and, tlianks to the mathematics, 
know the equilibrium of my body, and the due ud> 
justment of tbe centre of gravity to the live pool- 
tions, as well as any one *, ao I’m determined I’ll 
conquer my timidity, and go. Let me run over it : 
“ My dear Thomas — rejoice — this meeting— better 
acquaintance — reciprocal intimacy — little F.’s — " 
It’s all right; I shall be able to get through it 1 
^ Gyp, Nothing can be better. This way, my dear 
sir ; this way. Lady Friendly and Miss Din*h 
will be delighted to sec yoo ; they’ll say — (ils they 
<tre going very ceremonionsly out, they run against 
John ana Kick, who are entering, rather the worse 
for the cellar,) ^ 

Nick, Anything to go back, your honour? 

Gf/p. Go back ? zounds ! you re sending ns back. 

Blush, Oh, dear! oh, dear! 1 beg ten thousand 
pardons, sir; I really didn’t mean any incivility. 

John, The young man’s hud some ale, sir, and 
wants to know if there'll any answer to go back. 

Blush, This unlucky rencontre has upset all— 
me into the bargain. I shall never be abler to 
aummoo resolution, after this. Gyp. Suppose I 
had run bump up against my Lady Friendly and 
Miss Dinah, in this manner, what would they have 
thought? — He’d better say I can't come. 

Gyp, I’ll tell him so, sir. You’re to give my 
master’s compliments, and say he’ll coqie. Y^ 
can’t retract, sir. Make haate, that 8ir Thomas may 
have time to get everything ready, and receive us 
with proper ceremony. 

Blush. Ceremony ! 1 shall expire with confu- 
sion. You’ll be the deatli of me. Gyp. 1 shall 
never be able to muster courage again : it’s no use 
attempUiw. 

Gyp. V^nsense, sir ; take a little breath. What 
are you waiting for! Go directly, and say my 
master’s coming. 

Kid. Ob' i’ll go. Main strong ale! — Good 
bVe, Mr. John ; shall be glad to see you at tbe 
Hall, any time, in retiyn : rare good stingo there! 

Blush, Why, he can’t stand ! Why don’t you 
assist the gentleman to the door, John? 

John, Ob ! I’U assist him, sir, never fear. 

«• [Both stagger off. 

Blush, I shall never be able to look Sir Thomas 
ill the fs le, after this. What will be think of my 
making his gentleman drank ? 

Gyp, Think, sir! why, he'll make you drunk in 
return. You couldn't have) ifnken a heartier way 
of •'Expressing your pleasure at receiving his invi- 
tation. At all events, you must keep your word ; 
so, go and dresa at onee : your pumps are all 
ready. This way. 

Btush, Yea’ll be the ruin of me : I shall never 
Borvive it! How oould I ever consent to go! 
.Dinner; after that> comes the dessert; and I 
shall get kicked (mL Eat before half-a-dozen 
peopip ! noundl! I shall afraid* they are going 


to eat me. It won't do. Gyp ; I sba’n’t be able io 
oiieo my month. Ishallbeaamuteasaood-Sali: 
they'll take roe for tbe salamander. It won't do ! 
Oh, dear! oh, dear! 

Gyp, You must ^o, sir: there oan be no re- 
fusing. This way, sir. 

[ExU Blushingion, hurried off Ity Gyp* 


Scene 111,-^Ah ApartmenOn Friendly HalL 
Enter Dinah and Frank Friendly. 

Erani, And so, sister Di, you’ve fallen in love 
with my old fellow-collegian, Ned Blnshiimton, 
have you ? Tmly, I admire your choice. Ned it 
young and healthy, rich, and well-studied i a girl 
can’t well desire more. There’s only one thing : 
by the lord! you roust court him ; for bell never 
be able to muster up courage enough to. court you ! 
Let me see: it isn’t leap-year tnis year, is it? 
That’s unfortunate ! 

JHnah. Dear brother, how you talk ! — 

Frank, Nay, nay ; confess it : 'tis useless your 
attempting to conceal it ; ’tis written in every ac- 
tion, every feature. Love, like smoke, (alas! too 
like it, too fleeting in ita stay,) cannot be con- 
cealed. Sister, you love ! ^ 

' * SONG. 


* Sister dear, that downcast eye ; 
Sister dear, that trembling sigh ; 
Thatwurly tear's soft flow ; 
Thatoosom's trembling ylow; 
That wild and hurt'ied aur ; 

Thy young heart's truth declare; 
Sister dear, too plain they prove 
You love! 


Sister dear, that cheek's warm Husk; 

Sister dear, that tmidBad; ^ 

The tear that dowsmetm etems^ 

Far more than speech meetde; 

7'Ay silence even tells 
All m thy heart that dwells: 

Sister dear, too ph^ they prove 

You love! V L 

Dinah. Ill revenge myself on yoo, one of 
days, when Miss Wright comes to town! , 

Frank. With all my heart. Poor Ned! iHt * 
us’d to call him the deepest red sobMar in the UK* 
lege ; because he always coloured so at evnrythiug; 
in fact, we laughed at him, till he became ao timid, 
that the whole town styled him tbe sensitive plant 
of Brazen Nose. Well Di,yoa shall not want far 
my assistance in urging him on to declare bimsel£i 
I think he has a sneaking kindness for you. 

Dinah, La! Frank, 1 declare you make bbti 
quite ashamed. 

Frank. And I'm sure there’s no occasion Ibr 
that ; he’ll be plenty ashamed for both, 
assist him. Yes, with such fine sporting-j 
as he has, he’ll make a charming brother- ^ _ 
we shall agree famously. I’ll keep his^gaitae in 
order for him ; for, notwithstanding aU bis Oppor- 
tunities, hang me! if 1 think he can boast Hdb 
achievement of a pair of horns yet. But mariiigo 
will improve him : he’ll do better, then. 

Dinah. What a rattle you are, Frank I Bat lot 
ns get out of the way. Onr worthy falhdb will 
be here soon : he’s with Evans, the 
doubt, giving him directions abont, to-dbf » ^ 1 
think jf beard him say he had asked Mr. Btosbingw 
ton to, dinner. I’m sure 1 don’t know whatpA 
sesses' you all about the poor man ; teasibg ohL 
It’s mighty foolish, that I must say. 

Frank. Yes, %at mighty pleasant, for bH tlwr. 

It shall be a malch ! ’Tis no use your tongno de- 
nyiog you loVe him ; for your eyes oonfesslt,* ud 
theyTe the only true oracles in love. Tis no dis- 
grace to you, 1)i : so, look up, girl ! and rely oa 
the olTecuoii of a brother. 





THE BASHFUL SIAN. 


[Act 1. 


DUETT.*- Frank and Dinah. 

Though the heart may coneeat, and the tongm may 
decay, 

When ejection's fond secret you'd seek ; 

ZMie a baSy, love lurks in a glance of the eye, 

And teaches hisyupil to speak. 

In vain its soft lashes the rogue mould repel; 

There he looks and he lives till he dies; 

'Gainst the heart and the tongue he 'alike mill rebel: 

Love tells dll thorough a glance of the eyes. 

The eyes are love's weapons, with which he works 
woe 

And conquest, as plainly is seen ; 

Tkdr lashes, his bow-string ; their brows, the rogue's 
bow; 

Their glances, his arrows so keen, [ Exeunt. 
Enter Sir Thomas Evans, Nick, and Servants. 

SirT. Nicholas, Nicholas, tod should not have 
^ot drank in this manner! W^hat will IVIr. Blnsh- 
lORton oonoeive of me 7 Don’t you know that the 
master is always judged by his servants. N othing 
bnt the pecnliarity of the occasion excnses }oa. 

Nick. It warn’t my fanlt, Sir Thomas; the 
'> t'^nuira.ware £0 mortal free and pressing, I oonldn’t 
find it in my heart to refuse him. « ** Nichoias, my 
boy,” says he, “ you must taste my ale po, jnst 
by way of drinking your honour’s health, and the 
like, and the good family’s, f tasted and tasted — 

Sir T. Till you got drank, Nicholas. Well, let 
it pass, and don't be guilty of the like in future. 
I’m glad to find Mr. Blushington is so free, tbeugli : 
be only wants a little encouragement. Now, 
Brans, — 

Evans. Yea, Sir Thomas. 

Sir T. I leave the management of Mr. Blush* 
Ington’s first leoeptien entirely to yon. You’ll be 
la waiting in the great hall, with the whole of the 
aeirants and tenantry, all in their best bibs and 
tubers; and directly you see bim enter the oourt- 
go forward to meet hiin : let all the house* 
pjUl then form an avenue fov bim to pass through, 
bowing and oourtesying all the way, to convince 
lum of the respect 1 have for him. In this foim 
' OOd state, you will conduct Jiim to the library, 
jjMpre 1 will be in waiting with my lady to receive 
in person. 

Evans, I’ll take care. Sir Thomas. 

Sbr T, These little ceremonies and attentions 
will inspire him with confidence in us. Now mind 
you mue no mistake : let me have this meeting 
well managed, then leave the rest to me. Did yon 
desire the porter to let the inreat half*hoar dinner* 
bdl be rung, that every body may have foil time 
to prepare themselves? 

Evaiu, I did. Sir Thomas. 

. SirT, Well, then, now away with yon, rogues 
tmfL baggages ! I’m obliged to have a bead for all 
thipuy fJEveunf iS'ervonts.] — I’m obliged to 
manage everything— Ob ! Uiis gont ; it twinges me 
oadly. I wish I could manage to get rid of that 1 
1[I1 hobble ai once to the library. I dare say. Mr. 
Bloabington will not be long. [JEvif. 

Scene IV . — Court Yard of Friet^ly Halt. 
Enter Gyp, pulUng in Blushington^ who has his 
f head turned off the stage, 

% Blush, We’re not near the bonse yet; are we. 

Courage, ooorage, sir ! yon sha’n’tbe takea 
”j^by amprise. 

rn^Elmh, Dear me, what a palpitation I’m in 1 
■foil couldn’t get me a little drra of something to 
im mv apirits, could you, uyp ? Snob a thing 
•s hair a gpass of brandy, now, or a little oberry- 
boanoo. 

ii Gyp, Psfaa ! sir, you’ve passed the Rabicon ; 
tbeiws nothing to iatimidate you. 

, jBbwb, Do you think not? Well, I’ll endeavour 


to oompotemyielfi (Dumer-bell rings,) Eh! Lord 
bless me, what’s that ? 

Gyp, Only the dinner-bell. 

Blush. The dinner*bell 1 Ah! tlien, yon see, 
we’re too late: the/ve begun. We'd better go 
back. No doubt we’ve kept them waiting: I dare 
say everything’s sailed, and they’ll look as black 
as thunder at ns. I’m all in a twitter : my courage 
fails me. I’ll go baok, and eend word I’m ill. 

Enter Evans, Nick, Servants, and Tenantry. 

Gyp, There's no retreating, now, sir ; for we’re 
in sight of the bouse, and here's part of the family 
coming out to meet yon. 

Blush, You’ve put my heart in my mouth. In 
sight of the lionse— partDf the family coming— 

Gup. Yes ; here’s a gentleman at the head of a 
whole train of servants. 

Blush. Ah ! the Baronet and the whole village. 
Yon’ve taken away all my breath at once. 

Gup. Remember the speech. 

Bbuh. I winh 1 could. 1 shall be the langfaing- 
stock of everybody! (Nick, Servants, and Te- 
ndnts, range themselves on each side of the stage, 
Evpns advances towards Blushington.) Don’t leave 
me. Gyp Bless me ' they’ve hemmed me in on 
all Mdes : there's no escape. How awful they 
look ' ( Casts a timid glance first on one side, and 
then on the other. Servants and Tenants bow, 4*0.: 
he awkwardly returns a/, not daring to look at them.) 

*■ Evans. Vvelcome to Frieadly Hall, sir. 

Bhtsh. Sir, did you speak 7 I beg pardon ; pretty 
well, I thankye. — Don't leave me, Gyp. 

Gyp. (Apari toBlushington.)'Sow lor the speech, 
sir : make an impression at once. ** My dear Sir 
Thomas” — ( Prompting.) 

Blush. Dear Sir Thomas, hope you’re well— fine 
day — little F.’s— the dinner— sorry— n^ lady— re- 
ciprocal iiitiinac} — meeting — Miss Dinali — better 
acquainted— and— and — very much obliged — I've 
gmt through it, Gyp : I breathe again ! Do you 
think it will do ? (Jparl to Gyp.\ 

Evans. Sir Thomas, Mr. Blashington is waiting 
for you in the library. 1 have only the honour to 
be the butler, Evans. 

Blush. The butler! I beg wdon.— Here’s ano* 
ther ini<«take again. " Sir Thomas — Evans, the 
^tler.” I shall be the jest of the whole famSy ! 
■ey’re nmotliering their ridicule, now ; 1 can hear 
them quit plain : they’ll burst into a borse*laagh, 
Erectly my back’s turned. I’m all in a flame ! 
burn like a capsicum. Should be a good figure 
for the Red Lion of Brentford. I sha’n’t be able 
to say another word, after this. Get me away. 
Gyp; get me away! [sir. 

Evans. Allow roe to condnot yon to Thomas, 

Blush. Ehl— Ob,dear! I— 1— oonlW think of 
sneh a thing— that is, you-^yon’re very good. — 
Don’t leave roe. Gyp: they’re oonv^iug me to 
execution, and this fellow is the Jack Ketch. 
Here’s a mob at my heels I My courage oozes out 
and a moment: shall 


ny I 

at every pore ! 1 lose a ponn 
dissolve into nothing soon! 

Evans. Now, sir, if you will permit me — 

Blush. By no means — that is, I’m sbopked to 
give you so much trouble — that is, certainly — that 
IS— anything yon like. Oh, dear ! ob, dear ! oh, 
dear ! I’m turned off! I’m gone! 

Evans, Why don’t you welcome the gentleman, 
villaina? 

TRIO AND CHORUS. 
Blushington, Gyp, Evans, and Af/en<kiiiif. 

Cbo. Welcome, wetcom^ncMe 'squire I 
. Welcome, sir, to trieudlg Malt. 

{Blushington, who hoe been kept up by Gyp 
in the mter pert of tkieWeue, geesoff m 
UN agouy of shame and iiuiidity,folhwed 
by tM, Emma, Nkk, and Servants, 
tmfiNf through a emotkered laugk 
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80BNB im Frkit^Hall At ih^hach, 

m kmdtome roae-wood UAh, on which is a hand of 
. Hercoka amd an atagant ink-aland; omr that, on 
a aort of ahalf, a aiaparb odition of Xanophon, m 
aueteen ootnmu. 

Enter Sir Thomas and Lady Friendly. 
Ladg F. But why not receive Mr. Blnihington 
in the drawing-room, Sir Thomas I 
Sir T. There*8 mv mOnagement, my lady! Being 
a scholar, Mr. Blnshington will feel, at once, the 
delicacy of the compliment I pay him, by first in- 
troducing him to the library ; besides, tne appa- 
rent number of books he will see here, will give 
him a high opinion of my erudition : there's ma- 
nagement again ? Wouldn’t any one think, to lode 
at it, that was really a fine edition of Xenophon, in 
folio ; instead of which, it’s merely a deal-board, 
covered with some gilded leather, tor the maids to 
put their pails and orushes behind. All my con- 
trivance ! But, mum ! here he comes. Oh ! this 
plaguy gout ! — But I must get np, and receive him. 

Enter BLUSHlNGTON,|nM&edoii by Gyp; preciHed 
by Evans, and followed by Nick and Servatda, 
Evans, Mr. Blnshington, Sir Thomas. 

Blush. Don't leave me. Gyp; the awful mo- 
ment has arrived. 

Sir T, Mr. Blushington, I rejoice to meet yon. 
Cryp. Fiftli position, sir. {Blnshington in endfa- 
vourtitg to put himself into an attitude, stumbles and 
pitches OH Sir Thomases gouty foot, ) — Ob I con found 
the fellow, he’s murdered me. {Aside,) 

Blush, You infernal scoundrel. Gyp! you've 
made me tread Sir Thomas’s toe off. My dear Sir 
Thomas, I beg ten thousand pardons ; but — but — 
Sir 7. No apologies, 1 beg : these little acci- 
dents will happen. It’s over, now : yes, us we 
scholars say, its gone in toto, 

. 9fP- Art;* ri^t, sir ! — Now for the speech. 
(Apart to Blush,) 

Blush, {Apart to Gyp,) My tongne sticks to my 
thaoat: 1 couldn't utter a syllable to save my life. 

Sir 7. Allow me to introduce you to Lady 
'Friendly. Lady Friendly, Mr. Blushington — 
BIimA. Happy — ^proud-^ioner — sorry — acquaint- 
ance — 

Sir 7. Ay, ay $ well thought of. Go, varl^, 
and harry the dinner. No giggling, ^lussies!— 
Away ! — r£«mmt Nick and Servants,'] — Evans, take 
Mr. Blusbington’s man into the pantry, and make 
him welcome. 

Bbtah, Oh, dear ! no ; no occasion for that. Sir 
Thomas. Lord bless me ! don’t leave me. Gyp. 
What shall 1 do by myself, if they take my only 
prm aw^. (Aaida to Gyp,) 
dtyp. Coorage, air! yon get on famonslr. 1 
most go, y^ou see—oao’t help it. {Aside to BUuh^ 
ington, ) Voor fellow 1 
Evans, This way, if yop please; sir. 

\ExeuHt Gyp and Evans, 
Bhuh, What will become of me ! without guide 
or rudder! I'm lost! 

Sir T, Take a chair, Mr. Blnshiogton : yon 
seem warm. 

{Aside.) I’m frying ! 

^ Sir 7. You peroeive, Mr. Blushington, we*re 
like you~dabbfe in literature a little; smack of 
the classics a bit 1 

Blush, The classiea : I can launch out here ; I’m 
on safe ground. Yes, Sir Thomas— certainly — by 
all means. 

Sir 7, Delightful study. I fagged d— d hard at 
college, Mr. Blushington ; and was, 1 oan assure 
jrou, very near being elected senior wrangler. 
Blush, fito’tdeabtit. 1 ohafelike abolL {Aside,) 
Lady F. We are all great readers, Mr. Blush- 
ington; my daughter Dinah in particular; before 
■he was twelve years ol^ she had gone twice 
throogh ** Incomplete Housewife,” and *' The 


Whole Duty of Man.” 
a T. in that respect. 


You’ll soh ose Miotlier to 


Blush, Hum! Oh, yes, certainly, my lady, by 
all means ; thongh I can’t say I’ve been through 
** The Whole Duty of Mao,” and ** The Complete 
Housewife.” They’re rather ignorant : I must as- 
tonish them a little bit, with the extent of my 
learning. I begpn to get more courage than I 
thought for. Yes, I’ll surprise timm now. (Aside.) 
Bless me, that’s a very remarkable edition of 
Xdnophon there — sixteen volumes folio : allow me 
to examine it. (Getting up,) 

Sir T. (Rising.) Stop, stop, my dear Mr. Blnsb- 
iugton, I — 

Blush, Oh! Sir Thomas, I couldn't think of 
giving you the trouble. (Goes, as he svmposes, to 
lay hold of one of the volumes, when the ooard falls 
down on the slab, breaks the Hereulea*8 head, and 
upsets the ink-stand.) Hey ! what the devil have 1 
done? what the devil shan 1 do ? I beg ten thon- 
sand pardons. Sir Thomas ; upon my soul I didn't 
mean to do it. If I'd known it bad only been 
sham — bless me ! here's all the ink down too. Ob, 
dear! Oh, dear! what an accident. 

Lady F. I thou^t what would oogie of ^ ouaA^ - 
manaf^ement. Sir Thomas. Where’s a doth? the 
table jvill be spoiled 1 

Blush, Here’s a cloth, my lady. (Takes his white 
cambric handkerchief and b^ins unpmg up the ink, ) 
Bless me! I’m inking my handkerchief. (Folds 
up the handkerchief, the inky part inside, and puts B 
in hu pocket.) Excuse iny awkwardness, my lady ; 
I— I— oh, lord! that 1 could but run away. If 
Gyp was but here ! 

Bn/er Evans. 

Evans. Dinner’s on table. Sir Thomas. 

Blush. Here’s a relief, tban.vf I’m in a furaaoe. 

Sir T. I won’t have anothefr word on the sabjeet '; 
there's no harm done ; only the cover taken off tins 
books,' Hercules's bead broke, and Mr. Bhuh* 
iiigton’s bandkeroliief stained. You’ve reoefiyad 
no material contusion yoursetf, I hope, my diiff 
yoong friend? 

Blush. Oh, dear, no! I'm in no maik iai earn* 
fusion at all: quite cool, 1 assure you* 1 £ 

could, jump out of the window. Mount VeaiM|M 
is an ice-house to this. (Aaide,) ' 

Sir T. Come along, then, and I'llintro^oe you tA 
once to Dinah and dinner. 

Bhuh. More trials! what shall I have to go 
through next? Heaven preserve me! Lady Friendly, 
allow me to offer my arm. (Offers his arm to Eoane 
by mistake, and lugs him off unknowingly.) 

Sir T, I'U take your other wiug, as I’m rather 
lame. Stop, stop. Eh ! Bounds ! yon young fellows 
are so brisk. I can't run races now. W hy, curse 
me if be hasn't carried off the bntler! 

Scene VI. — The great Dining-room in 

Hall; tables Utid out for dinner, ’ ■ 

Enter DlNAii and FranB. 

Frank. Nuw, then, Di. for the important moment. 
A’nt yon all in a twitter? 

Dinah. La, Frank, bow you do go on! Has 
Evans summoned the family to dinner yot? 

Frank, tie is gone now. Poor Ned ! I oan well 
conceive the agony he is in at ibis moment ;^|^^iiig 
like a full-blown rose, every step he takas*' ney ! 
here they come. 

Bfifer Sir Thomas, Lady Friendl y, and Builglf- 
INGTON; followed by EvANS, Gyp, Nick;. mid 
Servasda, 

Ha! my dear Blushington! Welcome/ welcome ! 

I rejoice to meet a fellow oaiitab, a brother soph, 
once Allow me to introduce yon to my 

sister. Brother Soph, sister Di. ; sister Di. brother 
Soph. 

Bhuh, Thai^JB my dear fellow, thankye— hope 
you’re wall wiui all my heart and soul. (Advances 
• W 
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tmi, wkhoiii hokmg iwMardt Duuih, ahakei 
tier keartUjf hy the hand, supposing her tabs young 

8ir Tw Eh ! 'thtt’s Dinah. This ia Frank. 

Blush* Happy to see yon, miss— -hope you*r4 

S well, miss. {Bowing to Frank, who has taksn 
's place, stgpposing hm to be Dinah,) 

Frank, Nay, nay; here’s Dinah. 

B/«sA. Oh! ^eBitsertainly— by all means. Another 
mistake. {Ande.) Extremely prond, Mr. Friendly 
—mat honoar— happy — see — Miss Dinah — 
Dindh, Very gratified, Mr. Blnsbington, to hare 
the bononr of meeting any friend of my brother. 

T, Bat come, take yoar places ; the dinner’s 
getting cold. Mr. Blashington, you will sit by my 
da^bter. 

mush. Yes, certainly; by all means — ^that is — 
oh! with peat pleasare. What will become of 
me? that 0— d Xenophon. I feel my cheeks hom- 
ing like a firebrand ; and misfortones never come 
alone, (if ride.) Dear me; if I hav’n’t taken the 
yoonglody's chair: beg pardon. (A/lersomeblunders 
on the part of Blashington, with the chairs', ih^ sit 
down to dinner; he first, by seating himself in Dinah's 
2up-by nrstakef the Baronet and his lady sit at the 
ba^, fronting the auiUenee; Frank oH one side! 
Dinah and BUishingion on the outside, nearest the 
audience, so that they can see the motions of all parties,) 
Sir T. Now, then, Mr. Blashington, allow me to 
send yoa some soop, and yon, Dinah; ’tis tnrtle, 
and fit for young lovers. 

BfusA. You’re very good — a little drop«-I’m get- 
ting somewhat cool now, if it does but laat.(il«me.) 
Btwad, Miss Dinah ; allow me to help yon. Eh ! 
Uess me; if I hav’n’t knocked over the salt. Oh, 
dear! oh,, dear! Excuse my awkwardness, miss, 
rn At it again. (Aside.) 

Dmah. Don’t mention it, I beg ; ’tis not of the 
sKgbtMt conseguence. V^e are not in the least 
sow^titioos here. 

^jKr T. Throw a little over yoor left shoulder, 
M^^^Bloshington. (Bhuhington in throwing some 
salf over his left shoulder, almost blinds Nicho- 
Wt: tofia ^sfondwiy behind him with his mouth open, 
tUf ireceioes it in his face; endeavouring to amend 
timprror, he then salutes Sir Thomas m a similar 
ummer, and, in his confusion, tilts his plate of hot 
emn into his lap,) 

Bhuj^ Ob, dear ! Oh, dear ! 

•Sir T, Hey ! Bounds, what’s the matter now 1 
Ifiek. ’Sonire ha’ tilted the hot soup over bis 
breeches. Sir Thomas. 

iSirT. Dear! dear! wbat an accident. Some 
dean doths, rascal. 

Lady F, It’s always unlucky to upset the salt. 
1 thought something fatal would happen through it. 
Wsuih. 1 hope DO material injury ia like^ to 
from thia, Mr. Blushingtonl 
JFrlmk; You hav’n’t completely scalded yourself. 
Ndfbing fatal, ia there Ned? Why don't you bring 
some napkins, Nicholas. 

Mbuh. I mns’n’t appear to mind it, though I am 
more than three parts parboiled. (Aside,) Nut at 
dl— not at dl— *tjs a mere trifle. 

Nkk. l!li wipe yon down, sir. Nothing shall be 
■"‘'’‘I ; your silks will be as good as ever with a 
rasning. It hasn’t taken the skin off, it, 
rt There, now yon're as well as if nothii^ had 
pened. 

I, (Aside,) As well as if nothing had hap- 
after anob a fomentation as this. Why my 
I thighs seem stewing in a boiling cauldron. 
Sear! ofa, dear! if anybody would but cbnok 
>« Mwdlo the New River now. 

Sir fill. Here, Nicholas, take awi^ the Bonp. You 
don’t wish for any more, do yoa Mr. Blnahington ? 
Blush. Not a drop, I can assure you. 

SirT. Nb; I Mik vso’ve bad eiioo^. SbidlJ 
trouble you toM«i^y|HiNiAagpon'i 
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Blush. Carveaea|k»r Lord bless me, I ooalda'I 
carve a cabbage ; but I mast not let them aee my 
igneranoe. 1 mast try and hack it somehow* 
(Aside.) Oh, yes; certainly, by all means. Eb! 
there, if I haven’t knocked over the bntter-boat. 
Nothing bnt misfortunes. Oh! that 1 oould but 
hide myself for ever from the light of day 1 

Lady F, Allow me, Mr. Blosbiiigton. Yon young 
bachelors are not so used to carving as ns bid mar- 
ried folks : Dinah is as awkward at carving as any 
one. Matrimony is tlie only thing to make good 
carvers. 

Blush. Certainly ; by all means ! Yonr ladyship 
is extremely good. — I’d give a thousand pounds if 
dinner was bnt once well over. (Aside.) 

Frank, Mr. Blashington, Dinah will take a 
glass of wine with yon. 

Blush. Ob ! yes, certainly ; by all means! Lord 
bless me! Shall I take the liberty, miss? 

Duuih. I beg your pardon, Mr. Blashington, bnt 
that ia the vinegar cruet you have in your hand; 
th^ is the bncellus. 

Mlauh. Ask ten thousand pardons, I’m sore; bat 
my svght — (takes hold of a jug of beer.) 

Dinah. No ; that is the beer. 

Blush. True : yes, certainly ; by all means ! that 
is the beer: this is the wine. Very laoghablel 
Can’t think how 1 can make so many mistake! ! 
Ao^ extremely happy to nob and hob — that is, hob 
and nob. 

Sir T. Let me recommend a piece of this pud* 
ding, Mr. Blashington : you’ll find it uncommonly 
good ; 1 can assure you, 1 do. 

Blush, Oil I yes ; certainly, by all means. (Sir 
Thomas helps Blashington to some pudding; he cute 
a piece, ana is about to put it into hts mouth,) 

Dinah. Shall I trouble you for a paitwf that 
widgeon, Mr. Blashington ? 

Blush, Oh I yes; certainly, by all means. (Pops 
the piece of pudding into his mouth,) Eh ! oh ! an I 
I — my month! my mouth! — fire! water!— I’m 
burnt! I’m— oh! ah! eb! 

SirT. God bless me! — Ah! there’s nothing so 
bad as hot pudding. Some water there, Nioho<« * 
las ! 

Lady F. No ; oil is the best for drawing out fira^ 
Si^’^liomas. The poor, young man is full of acci- 
dents ! 

Dinah, If I might advise Mr. Blnsbington, I 
wonld recommend wine. 

All, Ay, ay ; a glass of sherry. 

Frank, Nicholas, bring a glass of sherry, rasoall 

Nick. (Aside.) Sherry! i’ll give him a little 
brandy. He needs something, so dashed as he ia : 
besides, be gave me some strong ale this morning, 
and one good tarn deserves another. — Here it be, 
sir. ( Owes Blashington a glass of brandy, ) 

Blush. Certainly, by oil means— thankye. (Drmks) 
Ob ! murder, murder; I’m acarified— I’m skinned— 
I’m— Ob, dear ! oh, dear !— the brandy, tb^ brandy 1 

Gyp, I roust get him away ; he’s iuourable. 

Sir T. Wbat do you mean, soonndrel, by giving 
the gentleman brandy 1 You incendiary, do you 
think we were playing at Snap-dragon ?. Silenoa 
yonr giggling there, or I’ll discharge the whole of 
yon! Compose yourself, Mr, Biwhington. Bo 
cool I Sit down a bit. 

Bhtsh, I’m in a perspiration — a oonllagration 1 
Where’s mv handkerchief? ( Takes his uwy kand^ 
kerchief, and blacks his face.) 

Sir T. Oh ! d— e, bnt I can’t stand that. 

Gyp, 1 muat get him away. Leave the place, 
sir. (Taking assay his chair to ywe him room^ 

Blush, Eh ! leave the place, Gyp ! oertainly, by ^ 
all means. 1— 

[BMUf^ion rushes of, dtraamg the table- 
doth (which be hue fastened to his button- 
hcUy after ^ 

the darner r ' " ' ' 



Aot II. Scene 1.] 


THB BASHFUL BtAtf. 


AUTIL 


Scene ofFrmdig HalL 

EtOw Sir Thomas Friendly, Lady Friendly, 
Frank, and Dinah. 

Sir T. Lgive him up ; laoh in? eterate bashfnlness 
is inoorable. 

Dinah, Very true, pa ; therefoito, you know, of 
course, it’s no use oiy marrying him. 

Frank. Hum ! that is your opinion: now mine is 
different. Will you be guided by me, and resign 
him wholly to my management 1 

Sir T, With all my heart. Frank ; bat after my 
management has failed, 1 fear there is bot very 
little hope of yoor’s. 

Frank. We shall see : are yon content, Di? for 
youVe the party most interested. 

Dinah. Oh ! I'm sure 1 don't care anything at all 
about it, for my part. 

Frank. That’s a fib, Di, but no matter. As youHre 
all agreed, the first thing weMl do is, to send him a 
letter inviting the whole of oarselves to dine with 
him to-day. 

Sir T. What? 

Frank. This won't be half; but I'll detail my 
plans at full as we go along: and if our impudence 
don’t cure him of his bashfulness, say 1 ve been 
brought up at Brazen-nose for nothing, that's all. 
Away with you' and while you’re dressing, I’ll send 
off the note and prepare. No words: you've ageed 
to leave it all to me. 

Sir T. Well, well! Frank has some nous, my 
3a(^. 

Dinah. T certainly should like to see how Mr. 
Blushington plays the host, that I must say. 

Frank, Ay. and the husband, too, Di. 

Lady F. But taking the young man at snob a 
nonius — 

air T. Come along, my lady; Frank shall have 
his way for once, that I’m determined upon. Go 
oil, and prosper, my bo^ ! come, my lady ; come, 
Di. 

Frank, I’ll not fail for want of trying, at all 
events. So here’s at it. 

[ Exeunt Sir T, Lady F, and Frask. 

Dinah. How will Frank succeed 1 WMt a tumult 
is in my bosom! ’tis Cupid has stolen there. Yes, 
’tis the flattering of his wings I feel. Oh! love, 
love ! either compose thyself to peace, and let this 
breast feel bot the soft down of thy pinions, or take 
thy flight for ever. 

S0N6.-^Dinah. 

Love cams one day to beauty's howWs, 

And begg'd her nursery-man to be; 

Engaging she Ike sweetest flowWs 
Should ever in her garden see. 

BeguiVdt she bird, ah! woe for her ! 

The rogue to be her gardener; 

Soon with the gales of gentle sighs, 

J^ath drooping flow* r he cherish'd there, 

While dewy tears from doting eyw 
Kept all her roses fresh and fair. 

But mark, alas4 
What came topass^ 

While summer reign'd, the rogue remain'd. 
And joy and peace, and sunshine shed; 

Bui winter agme-^h/ can J name 
Love's trekehery! the urchin fed, 

Ai^ sadly beauiy-~woefor her! 

Miss'd, tn the storms, her gardener* 

Herffwere uU died, her shrubs declin'd. 

Her bhoming beds were all left hare; 

No solace eosdd poor beauty jmd, 

Lmm Igfl but thorns and wild weeds there* 


Scene 11.-^ gUomp Apnjumf m 


Enter Blubhi noton and Gyp. i 

Bhuh. Shut np the doors, block ap the wiiidowi« 

look up the house, never let me eeo the light oidnj 
• ^ ' - 


nor the face of moa again. After this 1 
trophe, it’s very plain 1 neveg was inteaded to ho 
one of the sons or Adam, bui was horn by mbtaka. 
I shall never be able to ventaia abroad again, so 
I'll become a monk of ray own making; have rajt 
vicfbals sent me tbrongh a hole in the door, let nj 
beard (p‘ow, and pass my life in trying to find ont 
tb^hnosopber's stone. 
efup. But why? 

Blush. Why, sha’n’t I be an oniversol langfaing^ 
stock — a perpetual jest— awkwardness personified t 
won’t every one point and jeer at me wbeneveg 
they see me? I’ve sent to Doctor Starah. aud Dame 
Straitlace, my aunt, to come and take charge of mj 
estate, and then I’ll seclnde myself from the world 
for ever. 

Gyp. Nonsense, sir ; have more philosophy ; tnro 

J ronr thoughts to some other snbject ; seek coiiso-* 
ation fiom yonr books. 

Blush. Books! I shall never toaolL,a boo|t Rgnvit' 
but I sliall think of that d — d Xenophon, and revive 
all my,/(hame and mortification. 

C^. Weil "then, sir, betake yourself to yonr 
studies ; go on with yonr writings. 

Blush. W ntings ' No, no ; I’ve had enoogh of 
ink for one while. Didn’t I print a sgm or the 
world upon niy face with that cursed hnndaerchiefl 
haven’t I borne the mark of Cain upon my fore- 
head ^ Oh ! that was a black boainesa ! it wrote mj 
disgrace in indelible characters ; ’tis never to bn 
washed out. 

Gyp. Well, then, auppoiejoa let me get yonr 
things ready to dress, and take a ride. 

Blu^h. Dress ! Do yon want to drive me 
Gyp? I shall never go to dress bat I shall naustt- 
her my infernal black breeches, and feel tbetodraing 
of the bot soup again. Talk of dresaing to a man 
whose extremities have been inst stewed! who haR 
had the lower half of him boiled ! If yon bad mat 
me a snrgeon to dress roe after such an exeoriatum 
you’d have done something. 

Gyp. Well, at all events, don’t atarve jonrablfi 
take a little something, afid make op your’ mind 
what you’ll ha\ e for dinner. 

Blush, Dinner ! You pot me on the rack* iBiYon’t 
I had enoogb of dinner to last me all my life? Oh! 
^tbat diabolical pudding! and that still more devil- 
ish brandy ! Haven’t I been flayed and blistered 
alive with ardent spirits? hasn’t my tongne and 
month been grilled? a’n’t my throat and palato aa 
raw as beef? a’n't J suffering the torments of 

f oblin d — d'' and yet, to talk to me of d iwi n g l 
lorrible word ' source of all my agonies I Rlyn 
confnsionl Never breathe it in my ear 
bury it for ever in oblivion. Gyp, 

Gyp. Compoae yourself, sir; take a chair; ait 
down for a few minutes.. 

Blush. A chair ' There you touch another of tho' 
many chords of my mortification : tbrongh miaabiig 
my chair, didn’t 1 bring down the whole oontoota 
of the table open me? bury myself nnder a hoga 
mooninui of fish, flesh, fowl ? wasn’t my ohopN 
completely choked up imh onatarda? wasn’t one* 
eye nearly poked out wl||h the lattar end of a 
goose, and the other oomjMetely closed up with e 
cod’s head and sbouldersl sayii^ nothing of my 
nose being crashed as flat as a floonder with the 
bntt end of a buttock of beef: and yet, yon talk to 
me of dinner ! Odions sonod ! terrible meal ! Give 
me ratsbane, arsenic, nnytbing bat dinner. 

JBnter John. 

Well, what do you want? Come to stare at mo, ae 
if 1 were some iremarkable monster, I dnre say. I 
shall be the shew of the ploee jeoe« 
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/dbk A letter freoLBir ThoniM Friendly, eir. 
Mbuh. Ah ! demanduur payment for hii orookery, 
•ad wanting to hare the Hercolee* head made good, 
I dare lay. Oire it me t I’m deipetate. 

/odn. Sir Thomas’s gentleman, Mr. Nicholas, 
bronght it, sir ; amd says he hopes yen’ll exeose 
Ibeliltle mistake of the brand/ at dinner, yesterday. 

Mith, Dinner acrin! Get ontof my siglit, you 
hriemal soonndrcir do. Don't voo know that I’ve 
disoarded dinner from these walls for ererf 
John, (Aside.) Yes; but I haven’t, though.' 
Muk, The brandy, too ! I told you everybody 
woold throw it in my face. {To Oyp.) But let^ 
see what Sir Thomas oharaes; I’ll pay it at once 
and have done with it. {Onens the utter.) Here's 
a note, but where’s the billt I sn^ose he lumps 
all the artioles together. Read it. Gyp. 

Ow. {Bmde.) ** Sir Thomas, Lady Friendly^ 
Mr. Fronds, and Miss Dinah's complnuents, hope 
Mr, Blushingion has recovered from the Utile d&sar- 
roMements of yesterday— ** 

Biush. Little disarrangements they call them! 
to be boiled, devilled, and half smothered ! Go on. 
, Gjji. {Reads.) **][f perfectly roncmteiri. Sir T. 

F», Mr F., and Miss D. F * — ’* 

Slush, Wbv, zounds! there's btdf the alphabet 
--will be glad of the money, I suppose? ^ 

Gyp, No. {Reads.) ** Will do themselves the 
pleasure of taking dinner — ” 

Blush. What! Dinner? 

Gyp, {Reads.) Of taking diuner with Mr. 
Bhunsngton to-day, at Blushsngton-house,” < 
Shun. Ten thousand devils ! They are not satis- 
fied with having driven me mad with one dinner, 
bat they want to set me raving with another. Say 
*l’m deM; tell them I'm buried; that I’m going to 
be made a dinner of myself. 

Gyp. Bat consider, sir; common politeness, 
common decency— yon must receive them in re- 
tom : you wouldn’t violate tbe rights of hospitality, 
would you? besides, what a glorious opportunity 
it will afford you of retrieving yourself! you’ll be 
•Me to pot everything right again. 

Blush, Yes; roy boiled thighs, and fricasseed 
fiiToat, for example. No, no. Gyp ; I'll not be 
way-laid into aoalber dinner. I'll run away. Get 
mf bmse saddled : I’ll yde to tbe middle of Houn- 
slow-lieath — go ddwn in the diving-bell— call on 
the ebggcellor — anything to get out of the way of 
dhmer. Yes, quick is tM word! I’ll be off; ill— 
[JBSnfer John.]— *Yoa have just arrived in time: 
•addle my horse directly, Joiin. 

John. Sir Thomas, Lady Friendly, Mr. Francis, 
and Miss Dinah, sir. 

Bhisd. What, -come? Nothing can save me — my 
ra^is complete — all hope forsakes me— I’m utterly 
mmae! ion may bin me good b’ye, Gyp; my 
ahmiks are growing into chrik. 


r Sir Thomas Friendly, Lady Friendly, 
Frank, and Dinah. 

Sir T. My dear young* friend, we don’t stand 
apoo ceremony, you see ; couldn’t avoid the oppor- 
tunity of a leisure day to inquire how you are after 
yeiterday, and take a friendly chop with you. 1 
assure you, I’ve reprimanded Nicholas severely 
about the brandy. ^ 

Blush. That infernal bmdy again! I shall never 
bear tbe Imt of it* {nmde.) Very proud. Sir 
TbomU'-Sbappy— 'the honooi^-oeWainly, by all 


Sir T* Bat, egad ! you’re looking charmingly 
aflar it. Why, you’ve a colour like a maid. 

Mifft. Vtw, don 't; you overpower me. 

F» Charmingly, indeed ! doesn't seem to 
have had the slightest effect on him. 

^Bbuk. Oh 1 reidly, you distress me. 

Frank. Why, not to oomplimeabMr. Blosttiog- 
ton, 1 must say I never saw him look better. 


BhdL Oh ! upon my word— This U too much ! 
(Adds.) 

Dinah. Disoords often create harmony, and 
flowers are sometimes fresher after a storm. 

Blush, They’re roasting me by a slow fire ! bat 1 
was born to suSer. (Aside.) 

Sir T, I’m so happy we found you at home. 

Blush. (Aside.) That infernal John to, let them 
in! 

Sir T, But I thought you wouldn’t be out to- 
day. You're very pleasantly situated here, Mr. 
BJushington. 

Blush. Yes, very pleasantly, indeed! 

Sir T. Only want Mrs. Blushington. Don’t let 
us interrnpt you in giving your orders ; dinner must 
be attended to. You can leave na whenever you 
please; we shall make ourselves quite at home. 

Blush. Vm petrified! (Aside.) Certainly, by all 
means. Sir Thomas. Should be extremely proud — 
uo doubt — dinner— great pleasure — but — bachelor 
— no convenience — suitable— distinguished honour 
— iprant — at tendanoe. 

Sir T. Oh ! make no apologies, my dear friend, 
} I've provided against that, knowing you 
have only a bachelor's establishment : we've brought 
tbe whole of our servants with us. 

Blush. The devil they have ! there’s no escape ; 
they’ve hemmed me in ; they'll give me no quar- 
ter. (Aside.) 

Str T, If you’ll just give my butler the keys of 
your cellar, he'll look at the wine : you needn't be 
afraid of him, he’s an excellent judge, and will be 
sure to give us tbe best yon have ; leave him alone 
for a choice article. 

BUuh, Rather free, though ; it's what I owld 
not do ; but 1 suppose it’s good breeding ! ( Asioe.) 

iSir r. Here, Evans! 

Enter EVANS. 

Evans. Sir? 

Sir T. Take the keys of Mr. Blusliington's cellar; 
taste the difl’erent bins, and select a dozen or two 
of the rarest wines against dinner time. 

Evans. Very well, Sir Thomas; I have bcaa 
inquiring of Mr. John, und know where to pitch 
upon tbe oldest champagne and madeira alrmy. 

Sir T. And mind you don't go to get drank 
there, and do any mischief. 

Evans, k’ll take care. Sir Thomas. 

Sir T, Mr. Blushiogtoo, shall 1 trouble you for 
the keys? 

Blush. Oh! yes, certainly, by all means: rather 
impndent, but 1 soppose it s tbe fashion. (Asids.) 

oir T, I’ve sent my cook to your bulcber’s, and 
ordered some venisoo and turtle , so yon may de- 
pend on everything being right in that particular; 
therefore, give yourself no anxiety about there aot 
being enough. 

B&sh.Sent his oook to my butoher's ; this wasn't 
manners in my day ; bow times are ohanged ! I’m 
confonnded ! shall nevef do for society. (Aside.) 

Latfy F. While dinner is getting ready, Sir 
Thomas, as Mr. Blnshington and Dinah may have 
their little secrets between them to talk over, 
we’ll leave them. • 

Blush. By no means, certainly not; I’ve no little 
secrets between me and the young lady, upon my 
soul I haven't! This is worse than all. 

LadyF. Hush, « hush! we know; young folks 
will be young folks. I’ll go and gather some flowers 
in the garden; you’ve some very valuahla tulip 
beds, I hear. 

Svr T. I’ll stroll into your^Bbrary and tumble 
your books about, kick up a diist among the sages. 
You know I’m rather literary. 

Blush. Xenophon to wit! Tumble roy books 
about— tbe fellow hod better out my throat at 
once. (Asids.) « 

Sir T. I hear, you've some Tiiy ruraRpd eurious 
mtnusoripU there ; I shall ramiMn|ewm all out. 
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SC^BNB 2.] 


THS BXmJfVL MAN. 


BiMth, Rammeca mj manaioriptB ! D— o bla 
edaoatioD ; bat be> oM •f the poUte world. • 
Frank. Wbild dad U amaaing himself with yoor 
books, Bloshiflgton, I’ll take a turn over yoor 
g^aods, pop at yoor partridges, beat op yoor pre- 
serres, kiss yoar game-keeper's daughter,' ronple 
yoor dairj-maid, and so on : bat you mast lend me 
your fowfing*^eoe. 

Blush, JSoing to poach apon another eM&’s 
grounds, and a^s him to lend him a fowling-piece ! 
rve^ often lieard of the height of impudence, bot 
this is one of the most coinplete illustrations of it 
I’re met with yet. Oh! I'm miserably ignorant of 
good-breeding; they'll ask me for some of my 
teeth presently, and expect me to hand them the 
tongs to draw them with ; or, perhaps, ask me to 
draw them myself, by way of a treat. — My servant, 
sir, will give you the fowling-piece. 

Frank, Then D. 1. O. my boy. 1*11 be sore to 
be back in time for dinner. [Exit, 

Lady F, Ay, ay ; we’ll none of ns forget tliat. A 
pleasant iete-a-tite to you, Mr. Blashington. 


Sir T, III follow their example, and be off too; 
my company is not wanted now. Come friend, 
(to Oyp) your master has no occasion for your pre- 
sence at present, he's more agreeably engaged; 
so I’ll take care of yon. Shew me the way to the 
library — Nothing so bad as interruptions in situa- 
tions of this kind. (Aside to Blush.) ^ 

Gyp. I can’t stay to help you — I must go, sir — 
very sorry — make the best of it — I’m coming, sir. 

[JSxrunI Gyp and Sir T, 

Blush, (Aside,) Why, 1 declare, if they haven't 
all gone, and left me alone with miss ! 1 would 
not have minded if it bad been an old woman so 
much, but such a young and pretty one, oh, it's 
cruel! (Takes a chair, sits down,) Eh ! bless 
me, what am I doing? keeping ‘the young lady 
standing! (Offers Btnah a caoiV, she sits,) Dear 
me, now 1 feel just for all the world as if I’d left 
the chair, and were on my legs for a spee^. I 
suppose, if 1 don’t speak to her, they’ll call me 
pnde; and I mustn’t be rude to the ladies. But 
'wbitam 1 to say? I wish she’d speak first Not a 
WOidi that ever a woman should be backward at 
Idking! the world will soon be at an end. 

Dkiah. (Aside.) Poor fellow, I mast take pity 
on his situation, and say a few words toPencourage 
him. Did you speak, Mr. Blashington ? 

Blttsh. 1 thought she couldn’t keep silence long. 
(Aside.)V — miss — yo— you were saying some- 
thing I— I believe. 

Dmah. I was about to remark, Mr. Bluslungton, 
that I imagined, you were about to remark some- 
thing. 

B^h. Very 'true, I ought to hare remarked 
something, sure enough. What the devil shall I 
remark? I’ll be bouna, I look now just like a fel- 
low that’s going to steal a pint-pot— I have it— 
^Arids.)— I^was about to remark, miss, that this 
is very fine weather. 

Dinah. Yes, it’s clearing — a little dulljust now, 
though — but brightening up at last 

Bbuhm It has been rather overcast; but it is as 
yoju say, miss, rather brightening. What charming 
eyes sue has ! I will endeavour to be a little civu 
to her, if I die for it: there's no one to see me 
DO scalding soup to upset— no nk-hoi podding to 
swallow. 

Diddk, A little sunshine, after lio much cold 
weather, Mr. Blashington, cannot but be extremely 
agreeable^— fle improves. When the temperature 
or pur barometer nses to fine, the bods of promise 
spring into blossoms of . performance, and ulti- 
mately grow into flowers or perfection. 

Blush, (Aside,) What a botanist! Her sonnv 
smiles qaiteeMta^ bolyday in one’s beeit.! wish 
Gyp me now: I (eel qll life and 


vigour in this summev of her ootii|daMaDeejl'm 
qiuto growing into perieotion, as she says ; iM-fo 
a little nearer to her. What a sensitive plant 
(Aside.) 

Dinah, Waiinth is a generous, a delightful ele* 
ment, Mr. Blashington. 

Blush, In a proper place, eertainly, by all means, 
Miss Dinah ; but con^nd it^mbentt attacks ene*s 
thighs and obecks, tn the shii|te of soup and pud- 
ding. (Asids,) 

JDinah, It draws forth aU that is inspiriog and 
eharming iu our natures — [exactly. 

Blush. (Aside, rubbing his thighs.) Hum! not 

Dinah. It melts the most frigid, draws forth the 
most backward. 

Blush. (Edging closer to her.) Oh ! yes, certainly, 
by all means. 

Dinah. Gives to the flowers their beauty, their 
fragrance, their maturity — 

Blush. (Getting closer.) It does — it does — no 
doubt — certainly — by all means — where the devil 
am 1 going to? (Drawing back.) 

Dii^. The most retiring object gains strength 
at its approach — 

Blush. I'm getting on rather too fast, but I can’t 
resist. Yoor words are all wisdom, oliarming JGrr— 
Dinair! With fuch a lovely directress as you of 
my future life, I— 

Diitah. Sir? 

Blush. Beg pardon, didn't mean to offend — She's 
thrown me all on my back anin — I’ve put my foot 
into it — l*ve aftronted her — I've gone on too fur — t 
I mint apologize. 1 was merely going to say, that ' 
if it was my n^y hot to have a^btner like — No, 
that’s not it— 1 mfluo, that tbe warmth you wer# 
speaking about, d— nme, I’m all in a blaae-^thq 
warmth, beauty, inspiring passion, h^ppy mortal,^ 
wonld give me confidence to — I beg pardon— 1 
really — If I’ve offended — on my knee, 1— ' 

Enter SiR Thomas Friendly, Lady Friendit, 
and Frank. 

Air T. Eb, zounds, we’re interrupting. 

Frank. 1 give you joy, my boy— J>i, 1 coognlu- 
late yon. 

Sur T. D-d sorry, we should pop in so uiol- 



_ rang. Interrapt such a tendfitolBe-fi-flfs/ 
Blush. Sir Thomas, my lady, upon my soul I— 
that is. Miss Dinah — 

Sir T. Psha! never try to conceal it,.|By dear 
boy; tbe admiration of a pretty girl was never yet 
accounted a fault by the most fastidious, and there 
are worse wenches than Di. 

Blush, Certainly, by all means, bnt— 

^Vanir. Tbe love of woman is tbe proudest beast, 
as it is the greatest glory and brightest merit ef 
man. . 

Bbuh. Oh ! oertainly, by all means— Tljj^'‘ 
oa^htme in a pretty situation, I can't baeM 

Frank, In the admiration of women, basnri| ^ 
becomes a crime, and backwardness a disgraesu , ' 

Blush. That's very true, so I’d better nolA my' 
tongue. Hey, here’s a reference! 

Enter Evans. ^ 

Evans, I’ve looked out the wine, Sir Thorny 
Bnisr Nick. 

Nfek. Dinner be alf n^y. Sir Thomto, mod I’ll 
tikafiare there shall be^p tobtakft^irithlhia hnmdy 
again. 

Blush, Ob, that infernal Urandyl my fipjfuna tingle 
at the ve^ thoughts! ■ ‘ . 

Sir T. We’ll not keep u good dinner in aaspense, 
Frank ; take your motber’a arm ; Mr. Blashington 
will do the same good- office f^ Dinah, and I’ll 
bobble on after you. 

Blush. I must say, they’re unoommonly free end 
easy ; end as it'a my ewn dinner, 111 pluok up eour 
^•ge and be fme and easy too; I’ll lute oaie not to 
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mt Hftf my tear; but I'll take Ilitir b^lb, If they'iei 
■mpkeepvn. What do they ieU?—(7Wor.} £h! blem 
me, wliat does he 1— (Co/te^n.) He says, sir, that— 
that Aiiaoreon and Theoctitus are shopkeepers^ sir ; that 
is, timt their works don't sell^ and that lie's not over 

S irtial to them ; likes somethin;; more solid.— (TVfor.) 

um ! ha ! You will get rrady fbr your rxensiiiation to- 
day : when 1 hope that the pains 1 have tidien to prepare 
you, will not have been thrown away ; but that you will 
speedily arrive at the highest of e<illege lionoura— ra/e.— 
{Collegian.) Good b'ye, sir. Glad the old Prig is gone. 
Bring out the glover’s daughter. Send old 6inqf*chey 
home for the blunt; uncork another bottle, and let's 
be jolly. 

7%o.ve who may think a life at coUeyfy 

Hav^ttlLir nt!^^^ws^ck*JwUh kmwiedge; 
Info in a college is full of glee, 

Doetora, proctors — Ch-eeh and Jjaliu/ 

. Curs* a dry study, brain gets muddy; 
tutor pops a sentence paP in ; 

Gain a degree, make holyday. 

Bead old Homer, get d^loma. 

While others are plucked and sent away; ^ 
Spluttering, muttering, hamotering^stammeru^ : 
We are the true Greeks— huzza, huzza! 

“When Greek meets Greek, th*n 'comes the tug of 
war.’’— (Hoiii in the street.) Town, gown ! To«n, gown ! 
~~{Coltf:eian.) Wbnt the devil's the matter in the lligh- 
atreel, there?— Only a row between the 
atnpida anti 1 he students, the lownameii and the gowns- 
men, about a silly wench o1 a shop girl ; that's all, sir.— 
(Coltegian.) Oht d— e, Gyp, must make one among 
them; must support the gown. Call them out there. 
“Town, gown!— gown, town!'' There’ll be moie hetnls 
than Priscian's broken to-day.— (Bed-wia/ccr.) Sir, sir, 
we must be off; there’s four h^sof houses coming down 
the next street.— ((7tf//egio».) Four linuses coining down 
on our heads in>tbe next street ; you're right ; then, egad, 
ii'a high time to be off, 'faith.— ( Hed-maker.) Cliapei- 
bell haw rung long ago; and then there’s the examina- 
tion In the Hall to-day, you know, sir; and after this 
* row— (GoHeglan.) I shall be more fitted than ever to be 
'Senior Wrangler. Ah ! Gyp, hope 1 slia'n't get plucked; 
funk eonfouiuiedlyt no matter, 1 must ffht a Imla face on 
it Isay, Tom, wuat the devil's tbnt bit of red under your 
gown there?— (Fe//ote Collegian.) Hold your tongue, 
you fool; only my hunting fiock : hadn’t time to pull it 
off. I've been rusticating.— CCoHrglon.) I'ake care they 
don’t rusticate you, that’s all. x^ou know it’s a;minst 
College rules to hunt or race ; and, as to coming locnapci 
in hunting toggery— (/'Vlfoti; Collegiaii) It was on 

the spur of the moment ; Just in time to show, however. 
{Prayers are read.)—{Oryer.) Now, then, to the Hall, 


going to try him in Gieek. Zounds! if be were going to 
be tried at the Old Bailey, he couldn't be more fright- 
ened ; and old Doctor M'Jargon, the Scotch proctor, one 
of the examiners ; he'll be inucked to a certainty, like a 
poor pigeon as he is. Never mind, we’re the Greeks that 
dll, never plucked: only hear him.— (Docf or Af‘ Jargon.) 

Mr. 81ienkin-ap- Watkins, we will proceed to Ho- 
u^, d'ye ken— Dinna be in sic a mnckle-puckle ! 
tjMK's oowt to be alarmed at : fair and aollly ; Ibere’s na 
need to be in sic a hurry and splutter. (Mr. Shenkin- 
apWgtkins, reading with a strong Welsh accent, 
and evidenily dreadfully nervous and frightened.) 
“Vour d’apamxidomxnos, proskpre fodas okvs 

ACR1L1.KUS ; 

ATRB1DB, KUDISTB, PniLOXTBANOTATH; PANTON, 

POS OARTOl DOSOUai OKRAS MVOATBUUOI ACHAIOI? 
OUDB T1 PO XnUBN XITNBIA KBIHBNA P01.LA? 

ALLA TA MEN POLION BXBPRATROSIRN TA HBDASTA; 
LAOUS D’OUK XPEOIKB PALII.LOOA TAUT* EPAOEI- 

&BIN." 

{Doctor Jli*Jargon.) Hauld, hauld ! Troth, Mr. Bhen- 
fclu-ap- Watkins, ye have ime the true Doric accent, 
tile pure pronunciation o' the Greek language. Ycohould 
speak ft after this fashion, d’ye keti, and na let ycr wmds 
hop aiioiit like sse mony kids on ane of yer mickie Welsh 
mountains. (Betiding with a strong deliberate Scotch 
accent}'^ 

“TON S^AFAMBIBOMBNOB,’’ feC. 

That is the way the Gneek language ought to be spoken, 
chid. Ye may gatv down, Mr. Sbenkin-ap- Watkins : 
we must e'en send bim.back to his native goats again ; 
fad'll never l>c able to feM his flocks witii Virgil or The- 


oerltns, 1 traw. Odl Mr. Tenooe O’Terry.— <Gafer.I 
Mr.’ Terence O’Teiry.— fJIfr. Terence irT^ersy.yfexVs, 
liere am I, sir.-^ Doctor g/PJargon.) Now, Mr. Terence 
O’Terry, 1 hope* ye're a* prepared l—TAfr. Terence 
O'Terry.) Ybu may take your oath of that, sir, all the 
same as if it was my own mother tongue. ( Beading very 
rapidltf, and with a, strong Irish accent)— 

*• TON V'APAUBIBOMBNOS,** bc. 

(Doctor Af‘Jdrgo/p.j Stop, stop, Mrt Terence O'Teiry ! 
what, in the de'il'a name, d'ye call thotl'G'my con- 
science, ye bellow like a bull, and have got a bnrr like a 
knife-grinder's wheel on the tip of your tongue; troth, if 
that’s Greek, it’s St. Giles's Greek, and nae the Greek of 
that auld chield, Homer. Break up the Hall ; we’ve had 
enough for one day, at all events; he mun gang back to 
the Imgs again, he winna do here. As for you, Mr. Bliish- 
ingtoD, you are entitled to your degree.- (Goffeglaii.) 
Husza,hiiKui! now for fun and jollity. * 

Those who may think a life at college. 

Fagging, tagging, porwg, boring. 

Haven t their nobs overstocked with knowledge; 
Life in a college is full of glee. 

Enter Gyp, shewing in Dane Philippa STRAIT- 
^ LACE and Doctor Starch. 

Blush. My auutStraillaoe! Zounds 1 1 must face 
Lee out. (Aside.) Another glass of wine, Sir 
Thomas. {Drinks.) Doctor Starch, too ! he'll read 
me a rare lecture! (Aside.) Another glass of wine, 
Sir Thomaa. (Drmes.) 

Dasne P. The world is certainly turned npside 
^own! here's goings on ! I'm shocked ! 

Gyp. Yes, it isn't a sight fit to oontaminaie your 
chaste eyes, ma’am ; jou^d better go away. 

Dame P, Nephew, nephew, how has your inno- 
cence been abused 1 Where is all your artlessness 
and pnrity gone to? Didn’t you write me word 
that jjTon wished to pot your iiouseliold under the 
superintendanoe of some discreet fuuiaie \ 

Blush. Yes, I did ; but I meant a young and 
pretty one ; relations are apt to disagree, you know. 
I’m sorrjr you’ve had your journey for nothing, bat 
I’m pfovided. Your health, Miss Dinah. ( Drinks.) 
Must be polile to aunt Phil, though. (Aside.) Will 
you take a bumper of Madeira and a devilled bis* 
cuit after your walk? 

Dame P, The devil possesses ybu all ; but I’ll 
take onta statute of lunacy. 

Doctor S. My dear pupil, let the lessons — 

B/tcs/i. 1 beg your pardon. Doctor, but I’m not 
at school now. 

Doctor S. Didn’t you say that you wished for a 
person to be a second father to you ? 

Blush. I did, and I've found one — Sir Thomas ; 
and 1 don’t care how soon be makes me bis son-in- 
law. 

Sir T. Well said ! The fact is. Doctor, and yon, 
my good madam, with a little of my management, 
my family and I have succeeded in giving to society 
one who promises to become not its least best or- 
nament; one who, under your guidance, would 
have been lost to it for ever. 

Blush. Yes, but having once broken through the 
ice of ceremony, it shall never freeze up my facul- 
ties again. I’ve’ become sensible of the sweet in- 
fluence of a young and lovely woman; I’ve felt the 
delight of friendship and good fellowship ; 1 find 
that properly fulfilling the duties of society brings 
its own reward with it; 1 have .determined to mar- 
ry, to become a citizen of the world. 

Dame P. I'll not stay to witueas it. He- is quite 
lost to remorse, and must ruih himselLhis own 
way. .Come, Doctor. 

Doctor S.^ Very much at your BerTiC6,''‘Mi8U 
Philippa. Oh | my hopeful pupil ! Oh ! my poor 
hopes of profit in managing his estate for him ! Oh, 
temporal oh, mores! [£xtf with Dame P, 

, Blush. I am glad they’re gone ; I now ortly f0el 
bashful in one point — that of haying deserved the 
approbation of my friends. Assurra of their good 
opinion, 1 shall laugh at the owaures of prudes aoA^ 
pedants, and pass my fnturelife in endeavoaring to 
retain it. [Exeunf* 
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ACT I. 

Scene T.— Apartmoa at BeMUe's* * 
JBSmUr Captain Savage and Miss Walbingham. 

CM. i9. Ha, ha, ha* Well, Miss Wolsiogham, 
this ury is coing. What a noble peal She has rung 
in BeUllle’s ears. 

Miss IT. Did she see joa, Captain Sauge ? 

CM. j9. No, 1 took oare of that, for lEoagh she 
is not married to my father, she has ten times the 
inflnenoe of a wife, and might injare me not a lit- 
tie with him, if I didn’t support her side of the 
question. 

Mim it. It was a p]ea^aat c ng M ol Mr. Bel- 
ville, to insinuate that the poor iwlljl|»n was disor- 
dered in her senses. ^ I 

Copt* S, And did you observe how the teima- I 
amt’s violenoe of temper supported the prohabi- ' 
iity of the obarge? 

Miss WZ Yes, she became almost frantic in re- 
ality, when she found herself treated like a mad 
woman. [admirable. 

Capt, S» Bel? ifle’s affeoled surprise, too, was 

Miss fT. Yea, the hypooritioal oomposnre of his 
oountonanoe, and his cfianterfeit pity for the poor 
woman, were intolerable. 

Capt, S. While that amiable ereatnre, his wif», 
impUeitW believed every sylial^ he said, 

MwW* And Adi aothhif bvt pitylbr thaao- 
iwaf ^ i Bat pray, b it rAy apder a pietoaoa 
adpmfmIkaj&A upon the ati^ that Bmillehas 
tsKsali^ niM fSroto the people 

CM. P. It |h» BalvUle, ever oa the leek oat 
for k»eh otjedp, ami bar ia thaaa pibriim ra- 
giime of parity, tbo gnea hoaee; where, diseo- 
veriag thatelw wee pamdonalriy deairoaa of be- 
oamiagaBiotreief he bhpvhvcd bb eeqaalntmoe 



with her, in the fictitione obaracter eCiM I 
nager, and she eloped last night, to be, is e 
gineb, the heroine of n Dublin theatre. , . . 

Mist IT. So. then, as be has kepi hif leql MM 
artlally concealed, Mrs. Tempest ean«^al Wmtf 
but suspect him of Miss Lesson’s sedoction, 
CapUS, Of no more; and tlib onlyljNMa tte 
description of the people who saw him m eoMpady 
with her at the play , hot I wish the atair map not 
have a serious ooumnuon, for she bes a faroibert^a 
very spirited young fellow, who b a eomnaeUer b 
the Temple, and woo wiINMrIainf vball BelvBle in 
«anaooouikt the moment Itofiears of it. 

Mass IT. And what will become of the poor 
eatnre. after he has deserted her? 

Ctpt,S, You know that Belville is gene^ to 
piofusion, and has a thousand good qaalMinnih 
oounterhalauoe this single fanlt of gaUaBtry^ 
oontamiimtes fab oharaoter. _ M ^ 

Mbs IT. Yon men, you men * You am 
wretikee, that thera'e no having a momenrs atmh 
botion with you ; and what’s still more provoMp, 
there’s no having a moment’s satbfi^ioa wBMWt 
Cqpf. S, Nay, don’t think os all alike. ftM* 
Miss W* I’ll endeavour to deoeive myaelfrihr 
it b bat a i^or argoment of yoor ainoerily, to ho 
the oonddant of another’s filsehood. 

C^. & N v> m “•if* “i 
ki^lpiCT thu B«IviUa ar* ' 
mi. . m«i inEoglw^i mM 
levity, who oonsiders hb win with 
gzee of affection: if yoa hgve a'*^^ 
fore, for her, let her OMCtbae in 
oeesaryto herrepOMi;*^ 

have too much letpwd for MiitBelvii 
follow yoOT advieet faiit yon :|||||^ 
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80 strongly on tbe BabJ,eot, when yoa know I can 
ke^ a seoret 

CapUS. Yon are all goodness; and the pro* 
dence with whioh joii have concealed oor private 
engagements has eternally obliged me ; had yon 
trusted the secret even to Mrs. Belville, it would 
not have been safe ; she would have told her hus- 
band, and he is such a rattiesknll, that, notwith- 
standing all his regard for me, he would have 
mentioned it in some moment of levity, and sent 
it in a conrso of oiroulation to my father. 

Miss^ IT. The peculiarity of your father’s tem- 
per, joined to my want of fortune, made it neces- 
sary for me to keep our engagements inviolably 
seoret ; there is no merit, therefore, either in my 

J >rndence, or in my labouring assiduously to ouf- 
ivate the good opinion of the General ; since both 
were^ so necessary to my own happiness : don't 
dewise me for this acknowledgment now. 

Capt. Bewitching softness! Bat your good- 
ness, I flatter myself, will be speedily rewarded , 
you are now such a favourite with him, that he is 
eternally talking of you ; and ^ really fancy he 
means to propose yon to me Himself; for, last 
night, in a few minutes after he hml declared you 
would make the best wife in the world, he se- 
' .lott *ly Bskci me if 1 had any aversion to matrimony? 
Miss W. Why, that was a very great conces- 
sion, indeed, as he seldom stoops to consult any- 
ho^’s inclinations. 

Capt, S. So it was, I assure you ; for, in the 
army, being used to nothing but command and 
obedience, he removes the discipline oftheparade 
into his family, and no more expects his Wders 
should be disputed in matters of a domestic nature 
than if they were delivered at the head of his regi- 
ment. 

Miss W. And yet, MrStsTempest, who you sa^ 
is as much a storm in her nature as her name, is 
disputing them eternally. 

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Bei villc. 

As/. Well, Miss Walsinghain, haven't we had 
a ftr^tty morning’s visitor? 

MiitsW, iUaTl}, I think so ; and I have been 
asking Captain Savage how long tbe lady has been 
disoraerea in her senses. 

Bel. Why will they let the poor woman abroad, 
without somebody to take caie ot her? 

Cwt. S, Ob, she has her lucid intervals. 

Bitss W» I declare 1 shall be as angry with you 
as I am with Belville. (Aside to the C<mtam.) 

Mrs, B, You can’t think how sensibly she spoke 
at first. 

Bel, I should have had no conception of her mad- 
ness, if she had not brought so preposterous a 
charge against me. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv, Lady Rachel Mildew, madam, sends her 
compliments, and if you are not particularly en- 
gagedf will do herself the pleasure of waiting upon 
you. 

Mra, B, Our oompliments, and we aball he glad 
to see her ladyship. [ East 'Servant, 

As/. 1 wonder if Lady Rachel knows ^ that Tor- 
rington came to town last night from Bath. 

Mrs, B, 1 hope he has found benefit by the wa- 
ters, for he is one of the best creatures existing; 
he’s a dowDwright parson Adams in *good nature 
and aimpjici^. 

^ Miss W, l^y Rachel will be quite happy at 
his return, and it would be a laughable affair, if a 
match could be brought about between the old 
nfaid and tbe old bachelor. 

Cy t* S, Mr. Torrington is too much taken up 
at Tlvestailnater Hall to think of paying bis devoirs 
to the Jadiea ; and too plain a speaker, I fancy, to 
be agreeable to Lady Rachel. 

AeZ. You mistake the matter widely; she ii 
deeply endRen with him ; but honest Torrington is 


ntteily unoonioiona of bis oonqiieetf eod modeat- 
Ij thinks that he has not a single attraotionfor any 
woman in the universe. 

Mrs. B. Yet my poor aunt speaks sufficiently 
plain, in all oooaoieuoe, to give him a difierent 
opinion of bimaelf. 

Miss W, Yea, and puts her oharma^into audi 
repair, whenever she ex]>eots to meet' him, thot 
her cheeks look for all tbe world like p ruphanj 
ice upon a grouod of oustard. 

Capt. S. I thought Apollo was tbe only god of 
Lady Rachel’s idolatry, and that in her passion 
for poetry she bad taken leave of all the leas ele- 
vated afTeciions. 

A^/. Oh! you mistake again; tbe poets are 
eternally in love, and can, by no means, be wleu- 
laM to describe the imaginary pasaious, without 
being very susceptible of the real ones. 

Etder a Servant, 

Setv, Tbe man, madam, from Tavistock-street, 
has brought home the dresses for the masquerade, 
aud desires to know if there are any commands for 
him. 

* Mrs. B. Oh ! bid him stay till we see tbe 
dresses. lEsii Servant, 

Mtfs W, They are only donunos. 

Bel, 1 am glad of that ; for obaraotera are as 
diflicult to be supported at tbe masqerade, as they 
are in real life. The last time I was at the Pan- 
theon, a vestal virgin invited'me to snp with her, 
and swore that her pocket had been picked by a 
justice of peace. 

Miss [V, Nay, that was not so bad as the Ham- 
let's Ghost that boxed with Henry the Eighth, and 
afterwards danced a hornpipe to tbe tone of Nancy 
Dawson. Ha, ha, ha! we follow you, Mrs. Be(- 
villc. IKxeimt. 

Scene II. — Leeson^s Chambers in the Temfde, 
Enter LvFbi>N. 

Lee. W here is this clerk of mine ? Connolly ! 

Con, ( Belaud, ) Here, sir. 

Lees. Have ^ou copi^ the marriage-setUtinent, 
as I corrected it ! 

Enter CoNNOLLY, withpislols. 

Con, Av, honey, an hour ago. 

Lee, What, you have been trying those pistols ? 

Con. By my soul, I have been firing them thia 
half hour, without once being able to make them 

Lee, They are plaguy dirty. [go oft*. 

Con, 111 troth ! so they are ; I strove to brij^tea 
them up a little, but some misfortune attends every 
thing I do, for tbe more 1 olane them tbe'dirUer 
they are, hooey. 

Lee. You have had some of onr usual daily visi- 
tors for money, I soppose ? 

Con, Yon may say that; and three or four of 
them are now banging about tbe door, that I wish 
handsomely hanged anywhere else,forboderiBgus« 

Lee, No joking, Connolly ; my present situatiou 
is a very disagreeable one. 

Con. "’Faith ! and so it is ; but who makes it dis- 
agreeable? Your auntTem^st would let you have 
as much money as yon please, but yon won’t oon- 
descend to be acqnainted with her, thoogh people 


I this country can be ve^ intimate frieui 
out seeing one another’s faces for seven yqors. 

Lee, Do yoa think me base enough to reeoive a , 
favour from a woman who has disgraeod her ' 
family, and stoops to be a kept mistress 7 You see, 
my sister is alreuiy rnioed by a ooonexion with her. 

Con, Alii sir, a good guinea isn’t the Mm t k W 
coming through a bad bsod; if it was, 


become of us lawyers 1 And by my sol^ 

high bead in London would, at tbls.Siift 
very low, if they hadn’t received fiivjoiMrsevei 
raoqhi worse pecmle than kept mUtmi M B i ^ ^ 
Lee. Others, Connolly, may poostiEiip theif dhi: 
nour as they plttse ; mine is my 4ihiql^MessioD) 
and 1 most iftke particular osro of it* . 
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CSmi. HonoBfi to be em, ie a vefj Sue tlifaifr, 
iir, bat 1 diMi*t tea bow it ia to be takes oareof, 
without a little mone^ ; your honour, to my koow- 
lodge, hai’n’t been in your own poiiesilon theie 
two yearay and the deru a cram eao you honestly 
swear by, till you get it out of the nandii of your 
oreditora. 

Lm. I have mven you a licence to talk. Con- 
Bolly, because i know you fiuthfal ; but 1 haven't 
given ydu a liberty to sport with my misfortoiies. 

Can* Yon know I'd die to serve yon, sir ; but of 
what use is your giving me leave to spake, if you 
oblige me to hould my tongue t 'tis out of pure 
love and affection that I put yoa in mind of yonr 
misfortunes. 

Iab. Well, Connolly, a few days will, in all pro* 
babilit V, enable me to redeem honour, and to 
reward your fidelity; the lovely £inily, you know, 
has half consented to embrace the first opportunity 
of flying with me to Scotland, and the paltry trifles 
1 owe, will not be missed in her fortune. 

Coo. Bnt, dear sir, consider you are going to 
fight a duel this very evening, and if you should be 
kilt, I fancy you will find it a little diffionlt to run 
away afterwards with the lovely Emily. • 

Xm. If 1 fall, there will be an end to my mis- 
fbrtnnes. 

Coo. But surely it will not be quite genteel, to 
go out of the world without paying }onr debts. 

XfM. But how shall I stay in the world, Con- 
nolly, without punishing Belville for mining mf 
sister? 

Coo. Oh ! the devil fly away with this honour ; 
an ounce of common sense is worth a whole ship 
load of it, if we most prefer a bullet or a halter 
to a fine young lady and a great fortune. 

Leu, We'll talk no more on the subject at pre- 
sent, Take this letter to Mr. Belville ; deliver it 
into his own hand, be sure, and bring me an an- 
swer; make haste, for 1 shall not stir out till you 
come back. 

Coo. By my soul, T wish you may be able to stir 
out then, honey. Oh ! but that's true, — 

Lee, What's the matter f 
Coo. Why, sir, the gentleman I last lived clerk 
with, died lately and left roe a legacy of twenty 
guineas. 

JLee, What ! is Mr. Stanley deadi 
Coo. 'Faith ! his friends have behaved very un- 
kindly If he is not, for they have buried IRm these 
Las. And what then? [six weeks. 

Coo. Why, sir, I received my little legacy this 
morning, and if yon’d bo so good as to keep it for 
me, I'd be much obliged to you. 

Lee, Connolly, 1 understand yon, bnt I am al- 
ready shamefully in yonr debt : 3 ou've had no mo- 
ney worn me this age. 

Coo. Ob, sir! that does not signify ; if you are 
not kilt in this d— d duel, you'll be able enough to 
pay me ; if you are, I sha'n't want it. 

Lss. Why so, my poor fellow? 

Coo. Beoause, tnongfa I am but your clerk, and 
though I think fighting the roost foolish thing upon 
earth, I’m as much a gintleman as yourself, and 
have as much right to commit a murder in the way 
ofdoeUing. [Mr. Belville? 

Lee, And what then? Yon have no quarrel with 
Com. I shall have ad~d quarrel with him though 
if yon are kilt; your death shall be revenged, de- 
pend upon it, to let that content you. 

£is. Mj dear Connolly, I hope I sha'n't want 
such affection. Uow he distresses 

will went a aeoood, I suppose, in this 
affidiif.; 1 stood second to my own brother, in the 
Fincon Acres, and tboart that has made me detest 
the Yonr thought of dnolling over since ; yet if yon 
wuKt a friaod, I'll alteld voir to the fiolu of death 
with • great dill of latUfimlH. 


Lee, 1 thank yon, Connolly, bnt 1 think it ejc- 
tremely wronjgin any man who has a oovrel, to 
expose bis frim to difficulties ; we shouldn’t seek 
for redress, if we are not equal to the task of flight- 
ing our own battles ; and I choose you partieolmy 
to carry my letter, beoaose yon may besopposed 
ignoraot of the contents, and thought to be acting 
only in the ordinary coarse of yonr business. 

Con. Say no more nbont it, honey ; I will be 
back with yon preaenCly. {Going, retume,) I put 
the twenty guineas in yonr pocket, before yon were 
up, si^; ana I don't tmlieveyoa’d look for such a 
thing there, if I wasn’t to tell you ofit [Brit. 

This faithfnl, noble-hearted oreatare ’ — 
but let me fly from thought ; the business I have 
to exoGute will not bear the test of rrflection.[Bjnf. 

Re-enter CuN NOLLY. 

Con, Aa this is a challenge, I abonldn't go with- 
oot a Bword; come down little tickle-pitcher. 
{Takes a sword.) Some people may think me very 
conceited now ; but as the dirtiest black-legs in 
town can wear one withont being stared at, I don't 
think it can softer any disgrace by the side of on 
honest man. [Brit. 

Scene Ilf. — An Apartment at BekUle*e, 

Bn/er Mks.Bclville. » * • 

JIfrr. B. How strangely thia affair of Mrs. Tem- 
pest hangs upon my iqiirits, thongh 1 ^ have every 
reason, from the tenderness, the politeness, and 
the generosity of Mr. Belville, as well as from the 
woman’s behaviour, to believe the whole charge 
the result of a disturbed imagination. Yet anp- 
pose ibahonld be actiialli true? — Heigbo! — Well, 
suppose it should? 1 would endeavour, I think I 
%vould endeavour, to keep my temper ; a frowning 
face never recoiered a heart that was not to be 
fixed with a smiling age ; but women, in general, 
forget this grand article of the matrimoniu oreed 
entirely; tlie dignity of insulted virtue oUiges 
them to play the loot, whenever their Corydons 
play the libertine; and they must pull dowu 
the house abuot the traitor's ears, though they aro 
themselves to be crushed io pieces by toe ruiaa. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Lady Rachel Mildew, madam. [BaB* 
Enter Lady Rachel Mildew. 

Lady R, My dear, how have you done ainoe the 
little eternity of my last seeing you. Mr. Torriog- 
ton is come to town, I hear. 

Mrs, B, He is, and must be greatly flattered to 
find that your ladyship has made him the hero of 
your new comedy. 

, Lady R, Yes,l have drawn him as he is, an ho- 
nest practitioner of the law, which is, I fancy, no 
very common character. [theatre. 

Mrs, B, And it must be a vastaconisitioo to the 

Lady R, Yet the managers of tmlL bouses have 
refused iny play, have refused it peremuliMnly ; 
tho^h I offered to make them a present orR^ 

Mrs, B, That’s very surprising. 

Lada Jt. TJiey allege that the audiences aretirefi 
ofor3ing at comedies; and insist that my **I>e- 
spairing Sheplierdess” is absolutely too disrori for 
representation. [lawyer in a new light? 

Mrs,B, What, thongh you have introduod a 

Lady R, Yes, and have a boarding-school rump 
that slaps bir mother’s face, and throws a bason 
of scalding water at her governess. 

Mrs, B, Why, sarel3, these are capital JelbaB. 

Lady R, But the managers can’t find iMm out ; 
however, I am determined to bring it out^oaue^ 
where, and I have discovered such a Ireasura for 
my boarding-school romp, as exceeds Um most 
ssnguine expectation of oritioism. 

Mis,B. How fortunate! 

Lady R. Going to Mrs. Le Blond, mv milliner’s, 
this morning, to see some coatrabaaa silks, (for 
you know there's a foreip uiioister just arrivMi) 
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I beard a loud voice rehearsiog Juliet . froiu Uie 
dining-room ; and, upon inquiry, found that it was 
a country gin just eloped from Ler friends in town, 
to go upon the stage with an Irish manager. 

Jtrs. E. Ten to one, the strange woman's niece 
who baa been here this morning. {Aside.) 

Lady B. Mrs. Le Blond has some donbts about 
the manager it seems, though she hasn't seen him 
yet, because the apartments are very expensive, 
and were taken by a fine gentleman out of livery. 

Mfs.B. What am 1 to think of this? Pray, 
Lady Rachel, as you have conversed with this 
young actress, I suppose you could procure mo a 
sight of her? 

La^ R. This moment if yon will, 1 am very in- 
timate with her already ; but pray keep the matter 
a secret from your husband, for he is so witty, 
yon know, upon my passion for the drama, that I 
shall be teased to death by him. 

Mrs.B. Oh! you may be very sure that your 
secret is safe, for 1 have a most particular reason to 
keepit from Mr. Belville ; but jie is coming this 
way with Captain Savage : let us, at present, avoid 
him. {Exeunt. 

Enter Bclvillc attd Captain Savage. 

C^t. iV.^you are a very strange man, Belville ; 
yon are for ever tremblingly solicitous about the 
Lappiness of your wife, yet for ever endaqgering it 
by your passion for variety. 

Bel. Why, there is certainly a contradiction be- 
tween my principles and my practice ; but, if ever 

J on marry, you’ll be able toieconcile it peifectly. 
'oBSession, Savage! Oh, possession is a misera- 
* ble whetter of the appetite in love ! and 1 own my- 
self so sad a fellow, that though I wouldn’t ex- 
change Mrs. Bel v file’s mind for any woman’s per- 
son on earth, there is scarwly a woman’s person on 
earth, 'Which is not to men stronger object of at- 
traction. 

Cqpt. S. Then perhaps in a little time you’ll be 
weary of Miss Leesoii I 

Bel. To be sure I shall ; though, to own the 
truth, 1 have not yet carried my point coocJnsiveJy 
with Uie little monkey. 

Ciqd.S. Why how the plague has she escaped a 
moment, in your hands ? 

BeL By a mere accident. She came to the 
lodgings, which my man Sproce prepared for her, 
rathBr unexpectedly last night, so that 1 happened 
to be engaged particularly in another quarter, — ^you 
understand me, — and the d — d aunt found me so 
^ much employment all tlie morning, that I conld 
only send a message by Spruce, promising to call 
upon her the first moment 1 bad to spare in th& 
course of the day. 

Ciyd.S. And so you are previously satisfied 
tbut you shall be tired of her. 

Bel. Tired of her? Why 1 am at this moment in 
Mraak of fresh game, against the hour of satiety : 
Ckm|m^tbat yon know to be exquisite ! and I fancy 
I lilbafl bring it down, though it is closely guarded 
a deal or that pride whi^ passes ‘for virtue with 
thegeuerality of your mighty good people. 

Cm. S. Indeed ! and may a body know this 
wonder? 

BeU You are to be trusted with anything, for 
you are the btosest fellow I ever kpew, and the 
rack itself woold hardly make yon discover one of 
your own secrets to anybody. What do you think 
of Mba W alsingluin ? 

Cemi. S. Miss Walsingbam ? Death and the de- 

ReL MissWalbingham. 

^Capti S. Why, surely she has not received your 
.||4dfasses with any degree of approbation? 

jyti. With every degree of approbation 1 could 
She has? [expect. 

jgJL Ay ; why, this news surprises you? 

Cepl* a. It does indeed! 


Bel. Ha, ba, ha! I can’t halp laugbiim to tUuk 
what a Up|py dog Miss Waliingbairs hoabandia 

Copt. S. A very happy dog, troWr 
Bel. She’s a delioious ‘gm, isut slia« SaTioe? 
But she’ll require a little more trouble ^ for a loo 
woman, like a fortified town, to apeak in your fa- 
ther’s laugoage, demands a regalar siege ; and we 
mast even allow her the honours of war/ to magnify 
thegreatiiesB of our own victory. 

Capt.S. Well, itauiaxus me, how yon gay fel- 
lows ever have tlie presumption to attack a woman 
of principle; Miss Walsiogham has no apparent 
levity ot any kind about her. 

Bel. No; bat she contiooed inmy house, after I 
had whispered my passion in her ear, and gave me 
a second opportunity of addressing her improperij; 
what greater enoonragement could 1 desire? 

Enter Spruce. 

Well, Sproce, what are yonr oommanda T 
Spruce. My lady is just gone out with Lady Ra- 
Bel. 1 understand yoo. [ohel,sir. 

- &nruce. I believe you do. (Aride.) [ExtI. 

Capt. S. What is the English of these eignifioant 
lObks between Spruce and yon ? 

Bel, Only that Miss Walsingham is left alone, 
and that 1 have now an opportunity of entertaining 
her. Yon must excuse me, Savage ; you must, upon 
my soul ; but not a word of this affair to anybody, 
Heoanse, when 1 shako her off my hands, there 
may be fools enough to think of her, upon terms 
of honourable matrimony. [Esk. 

Capt. S. So, here’s a discovery! a precious dis- 
r.overy ! and while^ I have been racking my ima- 
gination, and sacrificing my inletest to promote 
the happiness of this woman, she has been listen- 
ing to the addresses of a married man, the hus- 
band of her friend, and the immediate friend of 
her intended husband. By Belville’s own acopont, 
however, she has not yet proceeded to anyorimi- 
nal lengths ; bat why did she keep the aflair a se- 
cret from me? or why did she continue in his house 
alter a repeated declaration of his unwarrantable 
attachment? What’s to be done? If 1 open mr 
engagement with her to Belville, I am sure be will 
instantly desist; but then her honour is left in a 
state extremely questionable. It shall be still con- 
cealed. While it remains unknown, Belville will 
himself ^'ull roe everything; and doubt, upon an 
occasion of this nature, ia infinitely more insup- 
portable than the downright falsehood of the wo- 
man whom we love. ffrhrif. 

ACT IL 

Scene I. — An Apartment in General Savage's 
House. 

Enter Gi ncral Savage and Torrinoton. 
Gen. S. Zoniids 1 Torrington, give me cniarter, 
when I surrender up my sword : I own that for 
these twenty years, I have been suffering^ all thn 
inconveniences of marriage, without tastiogany 
one of its comforts, and rejoicing in an imaginary 
freedom, while I was really grovelling in chains. 

Tor. In the dirtiest chaihs upon earth ; yet you 
wouldn’t be convinced, but laughed at ml your 
married acquaintance as slaves, when not one of 
them put op with half so muoh from the worst wife 
as yoo were obliged to crouch under, from a kept 
mistress. 

Gen, S4 ’Tls too true ; but you know she saori- 
fioed much for me ; you kuow that she mi the 
widow of a colonel, and refused two Ti |jlj ||i d ytn- 
tageouB matches on my aooount, 

7or. If she was the widow of o judge, and had 
refused a high obanoellor, ahe was atul a dav&ia- 
camate, aud you were, of coarse, a laadman to 
live with her. H <[1 have beoa 

Gen. S. You don’t remember hb cart ofm whan 
Tor, I reooUeot, howoTar« ktv mgt of yon in 
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bethh/ Bad jw efisUjr find a tend^ nurse, 
vt^hen yon ire bnmii nver by the gqnt or the rhea- 
matitiii. 

•OsN. S. Well, well, I agree with too that she is 
a devil inoamate ; bnt I am this day determined 
to part with her for erert 
Tbr. No^on, indeed. 

Oem Sm w^at, don’t 1 know mv own nindl 
Tor. Not'yon, indeed, when she is in the ques* 
tion ; with erervbody else, yonr resolution is as 
uhfdterable as a determination in the house of peers; 
but Mrs. Tempest is yoor fate, and she reverses 
yobr dsorees with as little difiioulty as a fraudu- 
lent debtor now-a-davs proonres his certificate un- 
der a commission of bankra||dcy. 

Qiou Sm Wen, if, like the Roman Fabins, I con- 
quer by delavy in the end, there will be no great 
reason to find faolt with my generalship. The pro- 
posal of partinrnow comes from herself. 

Tor. Ob ! yolraaren’t make it for the life of you. 
QennS. You must know, that this morning we 
had a smart cannonading onBelville’s account, and 
she threatens, as 1 told you befoi'e, to quit inp 
house if 1 don’t challenge him for taking away her 
niece. * 

Tor. That fellow is the very devil among the 
women, and yet there isn’t a man in England fonder 
of Ids wife. 

Gen. S, Poh ! if the young minx hadn’t sorren- 
clered to him, she would have capitulated to some* 
body else, and I shall, at this time, be doubly obliged 
to him, if he is anyways instrumental in getting the 
Tor. Why at Inis time I [aunt olT^my hands. | 
Gstt, S. Because, to shew you how fix’d my re- i 
solution is to be a keeper no longer, I mean to | 
marry immediately. | 

Tor. And can’t yon avoid being pressed to death, i 
Kke a felon who refuses to plead, witliont incurring 
a sentence of perpetual imurisonment ? 

drsft.di.1 fancy you would, yourself, have no ob- 
yrotion to a perpetual imprisonment in the anns of 
Miss Walsinglmml | 

Tor. But nave you any reason to think, that , 
upon examination, in a case of love, she would 
give a favourable reply to your interrogatories? 

Gen, S, The greatest ; do you think I’d harArd 
SDoh an engagement without being perfectly sure : 
of my ground^? Notwithstanding my present con- 
nexion won’t suffer me to see a modest woman at 
my own Imuse, she always treats me with particu- 
lar attention whenever 1 visit at Belville’s, or meet 
her anywhere else. If fifty young fellows are pre- 
sent, she directs all her assiduities to the old sol- 
dier, and my son has a thousand times told me that 
she professes the highest opinion of my under- 
standing. 

Tor. And traly yon give a notable proof of your 
understanding, in thinking of a woman almost 
young enough to be yonr grand-daughter. 

Gen. A*. Nothing like an experienced ohief to | 
command in any garrison. 

Tor. Recollect the state of your present citadel. 
Oen. S. Well, if I am blown up by my own 
mine, 1 shall be the only siilTerer. Tliere’s another 
thing I want to talk of, 1 am going to marry my 
son to Mtss Moreland. 

‘ T»r. Miss Moreland! 

Oen, S. Belville’s sister. 

Tor. Oh! ay, 1 remember that Moreland had 
got m good estate to assume the name ofBelville. 

Ont^JSf. I haven't yet mentioned the matter to 
my sOja^ bot I settled the aft'air with the girl’s mo- 
ther vMterday, aod^ she only waits to commonioate 
it (olBehrille, who is her oracle, you know. 

Jbr. And arc you anre the oaptain will like her. 

. €hn,iS, 1 an not so onreasonable as to iosisf 
upon hhi liking her, 1 shall only insist upon his 
murrylugber. 

Tsr. What, wbetber lie likes her or not? 


Gen. S, When I issoe my orders, I cxpcettliCHi 
to be ol^ed ; and don’t look for an^ excniottlffli 
into their propriety. 

Tor. Wliat a delightful thing it mast be to live 
under a military government, where a man is not to 
be troubled with the exercise of his anderstanding. 

Oen.S. Miss Moreland has thirty tliousaiia 
pounds ; that’s a large sum of ammunition money. 

Tor. Ay, but a marriage merely on the score of 
fortune, is only gilding the death warrant sent down 
for the execolion of a prisoner. However, as 1 
know yoor obstinate attachment to what you once 
resolve, I sha’n’t pretend I o argue with you ; where 
are the papers which you want roe to consider? 

Gen, S, They are in my library ; file off with me 
to the next room aod they shall be laid before yon ; 
but first ril order the chariot, for the moment I 
have yoor opinion, I purpose to sit down regnicriy 
before Miss Walsinghsm. Who waits there?— 
l_Enter a Aeroonf — Is Mrs. Tempest at home ? 

Serv, Yes, sir, just come in, and just going out 
again. [ready. 

Oen,E. Very well; order the chariot to be got 
Serv, Sir, one of the panels was broken last night 
at the Opera-house. 

Gen, ij. Sir, I didn’t call to have tbe^ileasiiv ' 
your conversatidb, bnt to have obedience paid to 
my orders. 

Tor. Go order the chariot, you blookbesd. 

Serv, With the broken panel, sir? • 

Oen.S, Yes, you rascal, if both panels were 
broken, and tlie back shattered to pieces. 

Serm. The coachman thinks that one of the , 
wheels is damaged, sir. 

Gen, S, Don’t attempt to reason, you do|^, bnt 
execute your orders. Bring the chariot without 
tile wheels, if you can'tJiring it with them. 

Tor. Ay, bring it, if you reduce it to a sledge, 
and let your master look like a malefactor for high 
treason, on bis journey to Tyburn. 

Enter Mrs.Ixmpebt. 

Mrs, T, General Savage, is the house to be for 
ever a scene of noise with your domineering 1 The 
chariot slia'n't be brought ; it won’t be fit for use 
till it is repaired, and John shall drive it this very 
minute to the coaclimaker’s. [another thing. 

Gen, S, Nay, my dear, if it isn’t fit for use, thuva 
Tor. Here’s the experienced chief, that’s fit to 
command in any garrison ! {Aside.) 

Gen, S. Go order me the coach, then. (To Serv,) 
Mrs, T, You can't have the coach. 

Gen, S, And why so, iny love ? 

Mrs, T, Because I waiil it for myself. Robert, 
^eta hack for your master — Iboiigb, indeed, I don’t 
see what business he has out of tbe bouse. 

[ Exit, with Servant. 
Tor, When you issne your orders, you expect 
tbem^ to he obejed, and don’t look for an ex^lna- 
tion into their propriety. 

Gen, S, The fury ! this has steeled me ugiinst 
her for ever, and nothing on earth can now prevent 
me from drumming her out immediately. , 

Mrs, T. ( WUhout,) An unreasonable old foot! 
but Dll make him know who governs this honso* 

Gen, S. Zounds I here she comes again ; she bbs 
been lying in ambuscade, I suppose, and ha|i Over- 
heard us. • ttw* ever. 

Tor. What if she has ? yon are steeled ajpdiiat ber 
Qen,S. No, she's not coming, she’s gomf down 
stairs ; and now, dear Torrington, yon msiat be as 
. silent as a sentinel on an out-post about this affair, 
i If that y irago were to bear a syllable of it, fhe might 
perhaps attack Miss Wulstngiiaminher very oaqqi, 
and defeat my whole plan of operations. 

Tor, I thought you were determine^ to drum, 
her out imraediateW. [IBomiil. 

Scene II . — BeltAUds House, 

Enter Miss WALSiNOHAM,/o</owed by Bei-villf. 
Miss W. 1 beg, sir, that you will insult mo no 
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toiiger #Uk of tliis natnra ; gite ma 

]^toof« flif ^oar finoeritj, indeed! Wbat prooff 
of siDoerit j can jonr situation admit of, if I could 
be eren weak enoogh to think of ?oa with partial- 
ity at allT - 

Bef. If oor affections, madam, were under the 
l^rernment of onr reason, circumstanced as I am, 
inis onhappy bosom wouldn't be torn by passion 
for Miss Walsingham. Had I been blessed with 
yonr acquaintance before 1 saw Mrs. Belville, ny 
hand as well as my heart would have been humbly 
offered to your aooeptanoe — fate, however, has or- 
dered it otherwise, and it is cruel to reproach me 
with that situation as a crime, which ought to be 
pitied as my matest misfortune. 

Miss fV. He’s actually forcing tears into his 
eyes ! however. I’ll mortify him severely. {Aside,) 
Bel. But such proofs of sincerity as my situa- 
tion can admit of, yon shall yourself command, as 
my only business in existence is to adore yon. 

Miss W, His only business in existence to adore 
me! {Aside,) 

Bel, Prostrate at your felt, my dearest Miss 
Walsingham (kneeli^,) behold a heart eternally 
devoted to your service. Y ou have too mnoli good 
* k/3n.e, madum, to be the slave of custom,^ and too 
much bnmanit 3 * not to pity the wretchedness you 
have caused. Only, therefore, say that yon com- 
miserate my sufferings. I’ll ask no more, and 
suaely that may be said, without any injury to your 
purity, to snatch even an enemy from distraction. 
Where's my handkerchief 1 {Aside.) 

Miss W. Now to answer in bis own way, and 
to make him ridiculous to himself. (Aside) If I 
thought, if I could think {affecting to weep) that 
that these protestations were real, — 

Bel. How can yoo, madam, be so uunjst to your 
own merit 1 how can you be so cruelly doubtful of 
my solemn asseverations? Here 1 again kneel, 
and swear eternal love. 

Miss W, 1 don’t know what to say ; but there is 
one proof, — {A ffecting to weep.) 

Bel. Name it, my angel, this moment, and make 
me the happiest of mankind ! 

Miu W. Swear to be mine for ever. 

Bel. 1 have sworn it a thousand times, my 
charmer ; and 1 will swear it to the last moment 
ofiiyr life. 

Miss W', Why, then — but don’t look at me I be- 
seech yoo ; I don’t know how to speak it. 

Bel. The delioions emotion — do not check the 
generous tide of tenderness that fills me with such 
extasy. 

Miss W. You’ll despise me for this weakness. ' 
Be/. This weakness — this generosity, which will 
demand nw everlasting gratitude. 

Miss VF. I am a fool ; but there is a kind of fa- 
tality in this aifair— I do consent to go off with you. 
BeU Eternal blessings on your condescension. 
Miss IV, You are irresistible, andl am ready to 
fly ‘With yen to any part of the world. 

BeL Fly to any part oT the wqrld, indeed ! you 
shall fly bv yoorselr, then. {Aside.) You are the 
most lovely, the most tender creature in the world, 
and thus ^ain let me thank yon. Oh I Miss Wal- 
shi^am, 1 cannot express how happy you’ve made 
me! But where’s the necessity of <«ur leaving 
England ? 

Miss W. I thought he wouldn’t like to go abroad, 
(dsids.) That t may possess the pleasure of your 
companv nnrival’d. 

Bm. t^nst cure her of this taste for travelling. 


M» You don't answer, Mr. Belville ? 

. RiZ. * Why I was turning the consequence of your 
proposal in ray thoughts, as going off — going off — 
you know. 

* Miss IT. Whjf going off, you know, is going effj 
and what ofajeetlpas can you have to going off? 


Bel. Why goingoil, will ah^anl yon, at aoor- 
tafaity. to me aimer of the wsffid; whereas, 
staying at home, we may not only have Mmberioss 
oppononities of meeting, bat it the same timopeo- 
veiit suspioion itself from ever breathing offjwnr 
repnUtion. 

Miss fV. I didn't dream of yonr starting nny dir- 
fionlties, sir. Just now I was desrer to yoa Bian 
all the world. 

Bel. And so yon are, by heaven 1 

Miss IV. Why won’t yon sacrifieo the world, 
then, at once, to obtain me ? 

Bel. Sorely, my dearest life, yon must know the 
necessity which every man of honour is onder, of 
keeping op his character? 

Miss Iv. So, here’s this fellow swearing to ten 
thonsand lies, and yet talking very grav^ aboot 
his hononr and bis oharooter. (it side.) Why, to 
he snre, in these days, Mr. Belvil^, the instanees 
of conjngal infidelity are so very scarce, and men 
of fashion are so remarkable for a tender attaeh- 
ment to their wives, that I don’t wonder at year 
sircnmspectiou. Bat do yon think I can stoop to 
accept you by halves, or admit of any partnership 
in^your heart? 

Bel, Oh ! jon must do more than that, if you 
have anything to say to me. {Aside.) Sordy, ma- 
dam, when yon know my whole soul unalterably 
your own, you will permit me to preserve those 
appearances with the world, which are indispensa- 
bly reqoisite. Mrs. Belville is a most excellent 
woman, however it may be my fortune to be de- 
voted to another. Her happiness, besides, oon- 
stitutes a principal part of my felicity, and if I wore 
publicly to forsake her, I snould be hunted as n 
monster from society. 

Miss IF. Then, I suppose, it is by way of pro- 
moting Mrs. Belville’s repose, sir, that you make 
love to other women ; and, by way of shewing tho 
nicety of your honour, that you attempt the purity 
of sueh as your own roof, j^eouliarK, entitles to 

K roteotion. For the honour intended to me— thns 
»w to the ground, I thank you, Mr. Belville. 

Bel, Laughed at, by all the stings of mortifion* 
tion ! 

Miss W. Grood b'ye; don’t let this acoidont 
I mortify your vanity too much ; but take oare, the 
next time you vow everlasting love, that the ob- 
ject is neither tender enough to sob^sob— at jonr 
distress , nor provoking enoogh to make a proposal 
of leaving England. How greatly a little oomoKMi 
sense can lower these fellows of extraordinaiy im- 
pudence ! [BiriZ. 

Bel. So, then, I am ftiirW taken in, and she has 
been only diverting heyself with me all this time ; 
however, lady fair, I may chance to have the laa|^ 
in a little time on my side ; for if you can sport in 
this mannerabout the flame, 1 think it must, in the 
run, lay hold of your wings. What^ shall 1 do in 
this affair ? She sees the matter in its true light, 
and there’s no good to be exueoted from thumping 
of bosoms, or squeezing wnite handkerohiefs 
no, these won’t do with women of sense, and in a 
short time, they’ll be ridiculous to the very babies 
of a boarding-school. 

Enter Captain Savage. * 

Capt, S, Well, Belville, what news? You, have 
bad a fresh opportoui^ with Miss WalsuighBiB. 

Bel. Why, ’faith ! Savage, I’ve had a most ex- 
traordinary scene with her; and yet have bat little 
reason to brag of my good fortone, tbongh s^ of- 
fered in exmss terms to ron away with me. 

Ctmt.S. Ft' y thee explain yourself, man; she 
ooolan’t surely be so shameless ! 

Bel, Oh 1 her offering to ran away with iiie> ama 
by no means the worst part of the affair. 

Capt, S, No, then it must be d— d bed, indeed ; 
but pr’ylhee hurry to an explanation. 

Bel. Why, then, the worst patt of tbeaMfls, 
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that ahe waa lavgliiiiv at me the whole time, and 
made tfiia piopoaal af an elopement, with no other 
▼iew than to ahew me in strong oolonra to mjaelf, 
aa a wery dirty fellow to the beat wife in Eogiaod. 
l.ameaay. (itaufe.) 

Enter SPRUCE, 

JSktmee. Sir, there is an Irish gentleman below 
with a letter for you, who will delrrer it to nobodjjr 

J9e/. Shew him op, then. [bot yourself. 

i^ce. Yes, sir. > [EsU. 

Capi.S^ It maybe on business, Belville; I’ll 
take my leave of you. 

Bel, Oh ! by no means ; I can have no business 
which 1 desire to kem from you, though you are 
the arrantest miser of your confidence upon earth, 
and would rather trust your life in anybody's hands 
than even npaltry amour with the apprentice of a 
milliner. 

Hn/er Connolly. 

Cm, Gintlemin, yoiir most obadient; pray, 
which of yon is Mr. Belville ? 

Bel, My name is Belville, at your service, sir. 

CoH, I have a little bit of a letter for yon, sir. o 

Bel, (^Reads. ) " Sir, — Tlte people where Miss Lee- 
‘ son lately lodged, asserting positively, that you hdbe 
taken her amay in a fictitious character, the brother 
of that unhappy girl thinks himself obliged to de- 
mand satisfaction, for the injury which you have done 
hisfatnilf/. Though a stranger to your person, he is 
suficienily acquainted with your rejndationfor spirit^ 
ofid shall, therefore, make no doubt of seeing you with 
a ease of pistols, near the Ring in Hyde Park, at 
eight o'clock this evening, to answer the claims of 
** To Craggs Belville, Esq,** George Leeson. 

Ccqit,!^. Bight o’clocK in the evening! ’lis a 
strange time I 

Con. W hy so, honey ? A fine evening is as g^d 
a time for a bad action as a fine morning ; and if a 
man of sense can be such a fool as to fight a duel, 
he should never sleep upon the matter, for the 
more he thinks of it, the more be must feeliiim- 
self ashamed of his resolution. 

Bel. A pretty letter! 

Con. Oh I yes, an invitation to a brace of ballets 
is a very pretty thing. [written. 

Bel. For a challenge, however ,«'ti8 very civilly 

Con, ’Faith ! if it was written to me, I shouldn’t 
be very fond of such civility ; I wonder he doesn’t 
sign himself your most obedient servant.* 

Capt.S, I told you Leeson’s character, and what 
would become of this d — d business; but your af- 
fairs, are they settled, Belville? 

Bel. Oh ! they are always settled ; for as this is 
a country where people oocasionally die, I take 
constant care to be prepared for contingencies. 

Con, OcoBsionally die! I’ll be very much ob* 
liged to yon, sir, if you tell me the country where 
people do not die ; for I’ll immediately go and end 

Jlef. Ha, ho> ha ! [my days there. 

Con, ’Faith! you may laugh, gintlemin, but 
tliougfa I am a foolish Irfshinan and come about a 
‘ foolish piece of business. I’d prefer a snug birth in 
this world, bad as it is, to the finest coffin in all 
Christendom. 

BeL I am sarprised, sir, that thinking in this 
manner, fou would be the bearer of a challenge. 

Con, And well yon may, sir ; but wo must often 
take a pleasure in serving onr, friends, by doing 
tbrngs-tbat are very disagreeable to us. 

Ctqpt, S, Then you think Mr. Leeson much to 
blame, perhaps, for hazarding his life where he 
can by no means repair the honoar of his sisler. 

^ Con. Indeed and I do ; but 1 sliall think tliis 

S 'ntleman, be^ng bis pardon, moch more to blame 
r meeting him. [disappoint your friend? 

Bel, And why so, sir? You wouldn’t have me 
Con, 'Faitbl and that I would; he, poor lad, 
may have some reason, at present, to be tired of 
the world, but you have a fine estate, a fine wife. 


a fine parcel of children. In short, hooey, jOft 
have everything to make you fond of living, and 
the devil Wn me, were 1 in yonr case, if I’d stake 
my own happiness against the misery of any man# 

Bel. I am very much obliged to youradvioe, sir, 
though on the present oooasion I cannot adopt it. 
Be so good as to present my oompliments to your 
friend, and tell him I shall certainly do myself the 
honour of attending his appointment. 

Con, Why, then, upon my soul, 1 am very sorry 
for it,» 

Capt. S. ’Tis not very onstomary, sir, with gen- 
tlemen of Ireland to oppose an affair of bonouTh 

Cor. They are like the gintlemin of England, 
sir, they are brave to a fault; yet I hope to see 
the day that it will be infamous to draw the swords 
of either, against anybody but the enemies of their 
country. [Bnf. 

Bel. I am qnite charmed with this honest Hi> 
bernian, and would almost fight a duel for the 
pleasure of his acquaintance. 

Capt. S, Come, step with me a little, and let ns 
consider whether there may not be some method of 
accomodating this cursed business. 

Bel. Poh! don’t be uneasy upon my account; 
my character, with regard to affairs ofoliis natarey 
ia^ unbappilvt toff well established, and you maybe 
sure thatil sha’ii’t fight with Leeson. 

Capt. S. No ! you have injured him really. 

Bel. The very reason, of all others, wny 1 snoold 
not cot his throat. [Bxeimf. 

Enter Spruce. 

Sprmce, What, the devil, this master of mine has 
I got a duel upon his hands I Zounds 1 I am sorry 
I for that ; he is a prince of a fellow, and a good snb- 
ject must always love bis prince, Ihougfli be may 
! now and then be a little out of humour with bis 
I actions. 

Enter GENERAL SAVAGE. 

I Gen.S. Your ball-door standing open, Spruoe, 
and none of your sentinels being on guard, 1 have 
surprised your camp thus far without resistance. 
Wheic is your master? 

Spruce. Just gone out with Captain Savage, sir. 

Uen. S. Is your lady at home ? 

Spruce. No, sir, but Miss Walsingham is at 
liome ; shall I inform her of your visit? 

Gen, S. There is no occasion to infomi her of it, 
for here she is, Spruce. [Exit Spruce, 

Enter Miss Walsingham. 

Miss W, Geueral Savage, your most humble 
servant. 

Gen. S. My dear Miss Walsingham, it is ra- 
ther cruel that you should be left at home by your- 
self, and yet 1 am greatly rejoiced to find you at 
present without company. 

Miss W, I can’t but think myself in the best 
company, when 1 have the honour of your oonver- 
salion. General. 

Gen,S. You flatter me too much, madam ; yet 
I am come to talk to you on a serious affair^ Anaa 
Walsingham ; an alTair of importance to me and to 
yourself. Have you leisure to favour me wifhE 
short audience, if I beat a parley? 

Miss IV. Anything of importance to you, air, if 
always sufficient to ooiuraand my leisure. ’Tie at' 
the Captain Mispeoted. (Aru/e.) 

Gen.S. You tremble, ray lovely girl, but don’t 
be alarmed ; for though my bnsiness is of an im- 
portant nature, I hope it won’t be of a dioagfeenblo 
one. 

Miss W, And yet I am neatly aritated. (Astds.) 

6en.S. Soldiers, Miss Walsingham, afe said|p 
be generally favoured by tiie kina partiality of the 
ladies. 

Miss W, The ladies are not without gratitude^ 
sir, to those who devote their lives peculiarly to 
the service of their country. 

Gen. S. Qenerously said, madam ; then give mo 
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iNlfMint •mf mmlced battery, to ask, if tbe 
MbUtel'JIBlnMMlt aoldier n a prize at all worth 




l^poii tty word> air, there’a no naaked 
botteij in tUa qaeation. 

Ottu iS. I am aa fond of a eoKjp de main, madam, 
in love, as in war, I bate thetediooa meth^ of sap- 
ping a town, when there is a possibility of entering 
sword in hand. 

Otn* If. Why, really, sir, a woman may as 
well know her own mind, when she is firaV/»nm- 
moned by the trompet of a lover, as when she un- 
dergoes ul the tiresome formalitv of a siege. Yoa 
see, 1 have oanght yonr own mode of oonversing, 
General. 

OrnuSm And a very matoomnliment I oonsider 
it, madam j but now that yon nave candidly con- 
fessed an ^naintanoe with year own mind, an- 
swer me with that frankness for which everybody 
admires yon so mnoh. Have 30a any objection to 
change the name of Walsingham ? 

Jims W* Why, then, frankly, General Savage, I 
say, no. f decl aration. 

Oep»S» Ten thonsand thanks to yon for this kind 

Miu W* I hope yon won’t think it a forward one. 

G^n. Sm I’d sooner see my son run away in the 
day of battle ; I’d aooner think Lord Raslell was 
bribed by Lonis the XlVth, and sooner vjlify the 


eniory of Algernon Sidney. 

MmW. How nnjost itVas ever to suppose the 
General a tyrannical father ! (Aside.) 

jPin.A. yon have told me condescendingly, 
finis Walsingham, that yon have no objeo^'on to 
change your namej 1 have hot one question more 
Mw W. Pray propose it. [to ask. 

Gen. S, Would the name of Savage be disa- 
greeable to yoa 1 Speak frankly again, my dear girl ! 
Mita IT. Why, then, again, I frankly say, no. 
Gwl* S* Yon make me too happy ; and though I 
diall readily own, that a proposiu of this nature 
would come with more propriety from my son — 
Mat IT. I am much better pleased that you make 
Ifa^roposal yourself, sir. 

(hn,S, Yon are too good to me. Torrington 
Eio^bt that I should meet with a repulse. (Aside.) 

dius W. Have 30a oommunicated this business 
to tbe Captain, sir? 

Gen. No, my dear madam, I did not think that 
dtall neoessavy. I have always been attentive to 
ilie Cip^’s happiness, and I propose that he shall 
be married in a few days. 

^ Miu IF. What, whether I will or nol 
ffan.S, Ob ! you oan have no objection, 
fifiss IF. I must be consulted, however, aboat> 
the day, General ; but nothing in my power shall be 
wanting to make him happy. 

Gsn. S. Obliging loveliness 1 
JfiM IF. You may imagine that if I were not 
miiwkniily impressed in favour of your proposal, it 
wmnid Mt have met my concarrence so readily. 

Gsn* S. Than yoa own that 1 bad a previous mend 
k^the garrison t 

HifS IF. 1 don’t blush to acknowledge it, when I 
oonaider tbe aoC&mpUshments oi the object, sir. 

Obi this is too mncli, madam; the prin- 
clpil merit nf the whject is his passion for Miss 
walsiAgham. 

Hist iF. Don’t #aj that, General, I beg of you ; 
lor Iden’ttfaiidc there are many women in the lung- 
4ott tthe eould behold him with indiffereiioe. 

€himS, Ah ! you flattering, flattering angel ! and 
yetf by the memory of Mnriboroagb, my lovely girl, 
» iMMthllie ideaef aprepossession on yonr part, which 
* ^ levourable reception. 

' r W Then 1 must have been very indiscreet, 

nlkf I lehoored to conceal that prepossession as mncb 
*** ns .possible* 

Gao, df. Yoa couldn’t conceal it from me ; yoa 
ooolda’t coaeoH it fkom me. The leinale heart is a 


Lact in- 

field which I am tboroagUy acqaainted with, and 
which hu, more timn once, beedm witness to my 
victorias, madam. 

Miss W, I don’t kt all doubt yonr sneoeaa with 
the ladies. General ; hot as we now understood one 
another so perfectly, yon will give me leave to reEfe. 

OeruS. Oneword,mydearoreatote,eiidiiomocV; 
I shall wait x^n yon aometime to-day, with w. 
Torrington, about the neeesaory settlemeiito. 

JtftM IF. Yoa mast do as yoa pisfise, OeaenI; 
yoo are invincible In everything. 

Gsn. S. And if yoa please, we’ll keep eveiythhm 
a prolonnd secret till the articles are ail settled, and 
tbe definitive treaty ready for oseooUon. 

Miss W, Yon may be sare that delioa^ will ncd 
soffer me to be oommnnieative on the eal^eot; air. 

Gsn. iSf. Than yoa leave everything to toy manage- 
ment. 

Miss IF. I ean'ttmsf a mere noble negoeiator. 

[JfiriC. 

Osm. S. The day’s my own. (Smga.) *• Bnloos, 
strike home! strike home! Revenge, '* dco. [Arif. 

*ACT IIT.— Scene I.— JRtss Lssson’s Lodginga. 
Erter Lady Rachel Mildew, Mrs. Bblvillb, 
and Miss Lceson. 

Lady B. Well, Mrs. Belville, I am extremely 
glad yon ^ree with me in opioionof this yoong lady’s 
qualifications for tbe stage. Don’t yon think ihe’d 
^ay Mias Headstrong admirably in my comedy? 

Airs. B. Yes, indeed, I think she possesaea a mn 
tural fund of spirit, very much adapted to the cha- 
racter. ’Tis impossible, sorely, that this hoyden oan 
have a moment’s attraction for Mr. Belvilie. (Asids.) 

Miss L. You. are very obligiDg, ladies; bat I have 
no torn for comedy, my forte is tragedy entirely. 
**Alphonso' Oh ! Alphonso, to thee Icdl.” 

Lady B. But, my dear, ore there none of onr co- 
medies to your taste? 

MissL, Ob! yes; some of tbe sentimental onns 
are veryprettj ; there's snob littledifferenoe between 
them and tragedies. 

Lady B. And pray, my dear, bow long have yoa 
been engaged to Mr. Frankly? 

Mis9 Ij. I only came away last night, and have 
not seen Mr. Frankly since, tboogh 1 expect him 
eyery moment. [Uoned. (Aside,) 

Mrs, B. Last night ! Just as Mrs. Tempest men- 
Lady Jf . You liad the concurrenoe of your triends 1 
MissL. Not I, madam. Mr. FrankW said I had 
too much genius to mind my friends, and as I shoold 
want nothing from them, (here was no occasion to 
consult them in tbe ailair. [perfa^l 

Lady B. Then Osbaldiston is not year real name, 
MissL. Ob! no; nor do I tell my real name: 
I obose Osbaldiston because it was a long one, and 
would make a strikiug appearance in the Dills. 
Mrs.B. I wish we ooold see Mr. Frankly. 

Miss L. Perbape yoa may, madam ; for he de- 
signs to give me alesson every day, till we are veady 
to set on for Ireland. 

Lady B. Suppose, then, my dear, you wooM ob- 
lige us with a scene in Jnliet, by way of shewing 
your profioienoy to Mrs. Belvilie. 

Jlfui L. Wifi you stand up for Romfb? ' 
Lwfy B. YVith all my heart, and I’ll give yea 
some wstmerions. 

Miss L. 1 beg pardon, ma’am ; I'll leam to not 
nnder nobody but Mr. Frankly. Thia room is wlth- 
ont a carpet; if you willatep into the next, ladies. 
I’ll endeavour to oblige yon. Shall 1 ml be eo- 
vironed, distranght”— This way, ladies. 

Lady B, Pray, madam, shew ns tbe war. 

[JEttf mUh Miss JUse, 
Mrs, B, I’ll prolong this mummery as naoblimi 
possible, in hopes the mauager may come. Ine odU. 
jKior, fluttering heart, it oonnot he the lord pf all 
your wishes; it cannot, inrelyi be yonr adored Bci- 
viUel [Rkf. 
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Me-euter Miss Lgebon. 

Misa Lee, Havea*t I left injr Romeo and Juliet 
beret Oh! yes, there it is. 

Enter Belville. 

Bel. ** Oh 1 were those eyes in heav’n, 

They'd thro' the starry reffions stream so bright. 
That birds would sine, and think it was the morn." 

MissL„Ah\ my dear Mr. Frankly, 1 am so 
glad you are come ! 1 was dying to^ee you. 

Bel. Kiss me, my dear: why didn't you send me 
word of your intention to come away last night? 

MiesJL. I hadn't time; but as I knew where the 
lodgings were, 1 thought I should be able to lindyou 
by a note to the coffee-house I always directed to. 
Bel. Kiss me again, my little sparkler. 

Ifuw L, Nay, 1 won’t be kissed in this manner ; 
for though 1 am going on the stage, I intend to have 
some regard for iny onaracter. But — ha, ha ! — I am 
glad you are come now : 1 have compan/above stairs. 

Bel. Company ! that’s unlucky at this time, for I 
wanted to make you entirely easy about your cha- 
racter. {Aside.) And pray, my dear, who is y^ir 
company? You know we must be very cautions for 
fear of your relations. ^ * 

Miss L. Oh ! they arc only ladies. But one of 
them is the most beautiful creature in the world. 
Bel. The devil she is ! [heaven’s light." 

Miss L. An earth-treading star, that makes dim 
Bi4* Zounds! I’ll lake a peep at the star, vidio 
knows but I may have an opportunity of making 
another actress ? (Aside.) 

Miss L. Come, charmer, charmer! 

Bel, “ Wert thou as far 
As that vast shore, wash’d by the farthest sea, 

I would adventure for such merchandize." Now 
let's see what fortune Las sent us above stairs. 

[^Exetmt. 

Scene IT . — A hming-room at Miss larsons, 
Mrs. Belville and Lady Rachel discovered, 
Mrs. B. This is a most ignorant young ofeature. 
Lady Rachel. 

JWv R, Why, I think she is: did you observe 
how* sue slighted my off'er of instructing her? 

Enter Miss Leeson. 

Miss L, Ladies, ladies ! here he is ; here is Mr. 
Frankly.-— Belville, bowing verylow,']- 
Bel. Ladies, your mast obedient. 

Mrs,B, Let me, if possible, recollftct myself. 
Sir, your most obedient, bumble servant. 

Bet. Zounds ! let me out of tbe bouse. 

Lady R. What do 1 see? 

Mias L, Y ou seem, ladies, to know Ibis gentleman. 
Mrs.B, (Detaining him,) You sha’n’t go, rene- 
gade. You laughed at my credulity this morning, 
and I must now laugh at your emburassment. 

Bel, What a kind thing it would be in anybody 
to blow out my stupid brains? [my comedy. 

Lady R, I’ll mark this do^n for an incident in 
Miss L. What do you hang your head for, Mr. 
Frankly? 

Bel. Be so good as to ask that lady, my dear, 
Tbe devil has oeen long in my debt, and now lie 
pays me home with a witness. 

Mrs.B. What a cruel thing it is to let Mrs, 
Tempest out, my love, without somebody to take 
care of her! [madam? 

Miss L, What, do you know Mrs. Tempest, 
Mrs, B, Yes, my dear ; and I am pretty well ac- 
quainted with this gentleman. 

MissL, What, isn’t this gentleman the manager 
of a play-house in Ireland? 

Bel, The onrtain is almost dropped, my dear ; the 
farce is nearly over, and yon’ll be speedily aoqnaiiited 
with the catastrophe.->[En(vr Mrs. Tempest.] 
Mrs, T. Yes, sir, the enrtain is almost dropped ; 
I have bad spies to watch your haunts, and the ca- 
tastrophe ends in your detection. Come, yon aban- 
doned slut — [brought upon the stage? 

Miss Lb And have [ eloped, after all, without being 


Mrs, T, I don’t know that yon would be brini|;lit . 
sipon the stage, but I am sure yon were near being 
brought upon tbe town. I hope, madam, for tbe fu- 
ture, you’ll set me down a mad woman. ( To Mrs. B,) 
Mrs, B, Mr. Belville, yon’ll make my apologies 
to this lady, and acknowledge that I think her per- 
fectly in her senses. 

Bel, I wish that I had entirely losbmine. 

Loily R, ( Writing.) ** I wish that I bad entirely 
lost mine.** A very natural wish, in such a sitnation. 

Mrs. T. Come, you audacious minx, come away. 
You shall be scut into Yorkshire this very evening; 
and see what your poor mother will say to you, 
hussey. 

Miss L. I will go on the stage if I die for't ; and 
*tis some comfort there’s a play-house at York. 

unlh Mrs. T. 

Bel. Nancy, I am so ashamed, so humbled, and 
so penitent, that if you knew what passes here, I am 
sure you would forgive me. 

Mrs, B, My love, though I cannot say I rejoice 
in your ioHdelity, yet, believe me, 1 pity your dis- 
tress : let us, therefore, think no more of this. 

Lady R. ( Writing.) *' And think nomare of this.** 
This conduct is new in a wife, and vary dram^tfo. • 
Bet. W'herd, my angel, have you acquired so 
many requisites to charm with? 

Mr.s. B. In your society, my dear; and, believe 
roe, that a wife may be as true a friend as any bottle 
companion upon earth, though she can neitlier get 
merry with you overnight, nor blow out your brains , 
aboet some foolish quarrel in tbe morning. 

Bel, If wives kuew the omnipotence of virtue, 
where she wears a smile upon her face, they’d all 
follow your bewitching example, and make a faith- 
less husband' quite an incredible character. 

Xrfidfy R, ( {rrking.) " Quite anincroMde ckarac- 
ter,** Let me set down that. [Eveimt. 

Scene lll.^General Savage's ffonaa. 

Enter GjSsiuHM Savage omi C aptain Savage. 
Gen, S. Yes, Horace, I have been Just visiting 
at Belville’s. [\Val.singbam? 

Copt. S. You found nobody at home but Miss 
Gen. iSi. No; but I’d a long conversation with 
* leot. 

creature, Horace. 
Capt, S, So she is, sir, and will make any man 
i>y that marries her. 
en. S, lorn glad you think bq. 

Capt. S, He’s glad 1 think so ! 'tia plain ; but 1 
must leave everything to himself, and seem. wboUj 
passive in this affair. (Aside. ) 

Gen. S, A married life, after all, Horace, I am 
now convinced is the most happy, as well aa the 
Capt. S. It is, indeed, sir. [most reputeMe* 
Gen, S. Then, perhaps, yon would have no ob* 
jection to be married, it 1 ofl'ered you as agreeable 
a young woman as Miss Walsingbam. 

Capt. S. 'Twould be my ffrst pride on eveiyr oc- 
casion, sir, to pay an implicit obedience to jour 
commands. 

Gen.S. That’s sensibly said, Horace, and ob- 
ligingly said ; prepare yonrself, therefore, for an 
iutrodiictkm to tbe lady in tbe morning, . 

Capt.S. Is the lady prepared to receive me, sir? 
Gen. S. Oh ! yes ; and you can’t think bow hi^ly 
delighted Miss Walsingbam appearbd, when lac* 
quaioted her with my resolution on the sobject. 
Capt. S. She’s all goodness. 

Gen, S. Tbe more I know her, tbe more I am 
charmed with her. I must net be explicit with him 
yet, for fear my secret sbonld get wind, and reach 
tne ears of the enemy. (Aside.) I propose, Horaoe, 
tiiat you should be married immediately. 

Ciqtt. S. Tbe sooner the better, sir, I nave no will 
but your’s. 

GeH,S, (Shaking hmtds with him,) By the memory 
I of Marlborough, you are a most excellent boy. But 
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ivhat ^orom think? Miss Walsingliam insists upon 
naming <00 day. [make it a distant one.< 

Ciifit.S, And welcome, sir, I am sure she won't 
Oen. Sm Ohr! she said that noUiing in her power 
should be wanting to make you happy. 

Capt, S, 1 am sure of that, sir. { A loud knocking,) 
flen'. S, Zounds ! Horace, here’s the disgrace and 
punishment of tny life ; let’s avoid her as we would 
a fever in the camp. 

Capt,S, Come to the library, and I’ll tell ^you 
liow whimsically she was treated this morninir at 
Belville’s. 

Cren,S. Death and the devil! make haste. Oh 
1 must laugh at marriage, and be cursed to me! 
But I am providing, Horace, against your falling 
into my error. 

CV^f. S, I am eternally indebted to you, sir. 

' [ICxeuut. 

Sc 11 N 15 TV. 

Enter Mrs. Bei.v 1 llk a«d L a D Y R A c A F. L M i ld e\v . 

Ladylt,^ Nay, Mrs. Belville,-! have no patience, 
you act quite unnaturally. fserabic? 

Mra.B. What, because I am unwilling to be mi- 
Lady R, This new instance of Mr. Belville’s in- 
llde&Hfp->this ffrtteinpt to seduce Miss Walsiiigham, 
which your woman overheard, is uiip'ardoiiablo. 
Mr8,B, I don'tsay but that I am strongly wounded 
his irregularities. Yet, if Mr. Bclville is unhap- 
pily a rover, I would much rathcr tliat he should 
nave twenty mistresses than one. 

Lady R, You astonish me. 

Mrs, B. Why, don’t you know, my dear inafifani, 
that while he is divided amidst a variety of objects, 
^tis impossible for him to have a serious attachment? 

LadyR, Lord ! Mrs. Belville, how can you speak 
with so much oomposure ! a virtuous woman should 
be always outrageous upon such an occasion as this. 

Mra.B, What, and weary the innocent sun and 
moon from tlie firmament, like a despairii^g princess 
in a tragei^? No, no, Lady Rachel ; ’tis bad enough 
to be Indifferent to the man 1 love, without study- 
ing' to excite his aversion. 

Lady R, How glad 1 am that Miss Walsingliam 
made him so heartily ashamed of hiiuseli’! Lord! 
these young men are so full of levity! Give me a 
husband of Mr. Torriiigion’sage, sav 1. 

Mrs.B. And give me a husband of Mr. Belville's, 
nay- 1, with all his follios. However, fisdy Rachel, 
1 am pretty well satisfied that my conduct at Miss 
Leeson’s will have a proper effect upon Mr. Bel- 
ViUe's generosity, and put an entire end to his gal- 
lantries for the future. 

Lady R, Don’t deceive yourself, iny dear. The 
TOda in the shilling gallery would sooner give up 
Roast Beef, or without an epilogue on the first 
night of a new piece. | as Mr. Belville? 

Mrs.B, Why should you think so of such a man 
LadyR. Because Mr. Bel ville is a man. However, 
if you dare ran the risk, we will try tlie sincerity of 
bis reformation. [my soul upon his honour. 

Mrs, JB. If T dare run tlie risk ! I would stake 
LadyR. Then your poor soul would be in a very 
terrible situation. 

Mrs. B. By what teat can we prove his sincerity? 
LadyR. By a very simple one. You knjw 1 write 
Unlike Miss Watsingham, that our bands are scarcely 
Well — [known asunder. 

* '/ li. Why, then, let me write to him us from 
[doubt of his honour. 
lrr#.B. If 1 did not think it would look like a 
J R» Fob ! Dare you proceed upon my plan 7 
Jiirt*8. Most confidently. Come to my dressing- 
roonif where you'll find everything read^y for writ- 
ing, ind then you may explain your scheme more 
,jparticularlj. 

R» I’ll attend you ; but I am really sorry, 
dear, for tbe love of propriety, to see you so' 

' ouifi under the perfidy of your husband ; you should 
]^;|^Dite wretched, indeed you should. lExit, 



Scene IV. —The Temple. 

Enter Leeson. 

Xc«. The hell-hounds are after me. — [Enfer Con- 
nolly.] — Fly, ooen the chambers this moment, the 
baililfs are in siglit. ‘ 

6 * 011 . 'Faith, and that I will ; but it will be of no 
use to fly a step if 1 haven't the key. 

Lee, Zonnds! did not you lock the door? 

^ Con, Yes ; but I believe I left the key on tbe in- 
side. However, I see no more than three people, 
and r think we could beat them to their hearts’ con- 
tent in three minutes. * 

Lee, What, and fly in the face of the law? 

Con. To be sure you have a great regard for the 
law, when you are going to light a duel. 

Lee. 'Sdeath ! is this a time to talk ? Stay here, 
and throw every possible impediment iu the way of 
these execrajiie rascals. (Going.) 

Con. Holloa! honey .comeback. These execrable 
rascals are very worthy people, I fancy, for they 
are quietly turning down the next court. [sure. 

*Lee, Their appearance alarmed me beyond mea- 

Con, Oh! you shouldn’t judge by outside slievv, 
iny ftear ; for there is no being a complete rogue, 
without the appearance of an honest man. 

Lee. Circumstanced as 1 am at present, every- 
thing terrifies me; for should I be arrested, tfie 
consequence would possibly be fatal, both lo my 
liocionr and my love. Belville would proclaim me 
publicly a coward; and Emily set me down as a 
base, a mercenary adventurer, who was solely at- 
tracted by her fortune. 

Con, Why, ’faith ! honey, like yourself, they 
might be apt to judge by appearances. 

Lee. Oh I Connolly, a man of spirit should learn 
prudence from his very pride, and consider every 
unnece.ssary del>t be contracts as a wanton diminu- 
tion of bis diameter : the moment he makes another 
his creditor, lie makes himself a slave, lie runs the 
ha/.ard of insults which he never cun resent, and of 
disgraces which are seldom to be mitigated. He 
incurs the. danger of being dragged, like tbe vilest 
felon to the felon’s prison ; and, such is the depravity 
of the world, that guilt is even more likely to meet 
with advocates, than misfortune. [Exit. 

Con. Mijslia! long life to you, ould Shillala ! 1 

wish f liui^ariy tiling besides my carcase to venture 
for you, for that’s nothing ; vet you are as welcome 
to it as the flowers in May. Poor lad! I don’t won- 
der that he is so much afraid of a prison, for, to bo 
sure, it is a blessed place to li>e in ; and a blessed 
daw it must be which coops a man up from every 
chance of getting money, by way of making him pay 
his debts. But now let my thick skull consider, if 
there is any method of preventing this infernal duel. 
Miif)po.se 1 have liiiif bound over to the peace. No, 
that will never do ; would be a shuinefiil thing for 
a gintleinau to keep the peace ! be.sides, I must ap- 
pear in the business; and people may think, from 
my connexion with him, that he lias not hononr 
enough to throw away his life. Suppose I go ano- 
ther way to work, and send an anonymous letter 
about the affair to Mr.s. Belville: they .say, though 
she is a woman of fashion, that no creter upbn earth 
can be fonder of her husband. Surely, the good 
genius of Ireland put tbL sclieiiie into my head. 
I’ll about it this minute ; and if there’s only one of 
them kept from the field, 1 don't think that the other 
can be much hurt when there will be nobody to fight 
with him. [Exit. 

Scene V. — Captain Savage* s Lodgings. 

Enter CAPTAIN Savage and Belville. 

Capt. S. Why, 'faith! Belville, year detection, 
and so speedily, too, after ail the pretended sanctity 
of tbe morning, must have thrown you into a most 
humiliating situation. 

Bel. Into the most distressingoneyou can imagine : 
bad my wife raved at iny falsehood, in the customary 
manner, I could have brazened it out pretty toler- 
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ably; bat the anget-Iike sweetness with which she 
bore the mortifying disoovery, planted daggers in 
my bosom, and made me, at that tine, wish her the 
veriest vixen in the whole creation. 

Capt. S» Yet, the sufteriii^ forbearance of a wife, 
is a quality for which she is seldom allowed her 
merit ; we tbinkit her duty to put up with our false- 
hood, and imagine ourselves exceedingly generous 
in the main, if we practise no other method of 
breaking her heart. 

BeL Alonstrons, monstrous ! from this moment I 
bid an everlasting adieu to my vices ; the generosity 
of ray dear girl — [Enter a Servant.'] 

Serv. {To Bel.) Here’s a letter, sir, which Mr. 
Spruce has brought you. 

Bel. Give me leave, Savage. Zounds! what an 
industrious devil the father of darkness i.4, when the 
moment a man determines upon a good action, he 
sends such a thing as this to stagger his resolution. 

Capt. S. What have you got there? 

Bel. You shall know presently. Will you let 
Spruce come in i jimonr ? 

Capt, S. Where have you acquired all this cere- 

Bel. Bid Spruce come in. “ 

Serv. Yes, sir. [Exit. 

Capt.S. Is that another challenge? 

Bel. ’Tis, upon itiy soul , but it came from a beau- 
tiful enemy, and dares me to give a meeting to Miss 
j 9. How ! [Walsinghapi. 

• Pilfer Sr II fJCE. 

Bel. Pray, Spruce, who gave yon this letter? 

Spruce. Wiss Walsingham's woman, sir: she 
saidit was about very particular business, and there- 
fore I wouldn’t trust it by any of (he footmen. 

Capt. S, Oh ! d— ’ your diligence ! (Aj/ide.) 

Set. You may go home. Spruce. 

Svruce. Is theio no answer necessary, sir? 

Bel. I shall call hi borne myself, and give the 


necessary answer. 

Spruce. Wliiit can be the matter with him all of 
a sudden, that he is so cold upon the scent of wick- 
edness! and exit. 

■Ci^t. S. And what answer do you propose 
niakiug to it, Belville! 

Bel, Read the letter, and then tell me what I 
should do. You know Miss W'alsinghain’s hand. 

Capt, S, Oh ! perfectly. This is not-— yes, it is 
her hand. 1 have too many cursed evasions to 
knew it. (Aside.) (the letter. 

Bel. What are you a muttering about? Read 

Capt. S. (Reads.) ** If you are not entirely dis- 
couraged, l^ our last conij^sation, from renewing the 
subject which then gave thence ” — 

Bel, Which then gave ollunce ! You see. Savage, 
that it is not olfensive any longer. 

Cap!. kV, ’Sdeatli ! you put me out. (Reads.) 
“ Ton may, at the masquerade, this evening *’ — 

Bel, You remember how earnest she was for tbe 
masquerade party. 

Capt. S. Yes, yea, 1 remember it well. And 1 
remember, also, how hurt she was this morning 
about tbe affair of Miss Leeson. (Aside. — Reads.) 
** Have an opportunity of entertaining me,” Oh ! the 
strumpef! {Aside.) 

Bel. But niiiid tbe cunning with which she signs 
the note, for fear it should by uoy accident full into 
improper hands. 

Capt, S. (Aside.) Ay, and yon put it into very 
proper bands. (Reads.) I shall be in the blue do- 
mino.” The signature is— “ You know who.” 

Bel. Yes ; you know who ! [this to try you. 

Cop/. S. May be, however, she Inis only written 

Bel. To try me! for what purpose! But if you 
read aeertain postscript there, 1 fancy you’ll be of 
a different opinion. 

Capt.S. (Reads.) ** If Mr. Belville has any house 
ofclutracter to retire to, if would be most agreeable, 
as there could be no fear of interruption,” 

Bet, W'faatdo you say now! Can you recommend 


me to any house of obaraoter, where we ahill b« free 
from interrnption. ' ^ 

Capt.S. Oh ! curse her bouse of character! ^Amde.) 
But, surely, Belville, after your late determined re- 
soloiiou to reform — 

Bel. Zonnds ! I forgot that. 

Capt.S, After the unexampled sweetness of your 
wife’s behaviour — 

Bel. Don’t go on, Savage. There is something 
here,(pi<t/t/i^ his hand upon his bosQjn) which feels 
already not a little awkwardly. 

Capt. S. And can you still persist? 

Bel. I am afraid to answer jour question. 

Capt. S, Where the plague are you flying! 

Bel. From the justice or your censure, Horace ; 
my own is suiliciently severe; yet I see that I shall 
be a rascal again, in spite of my teeth; and good 
advice is only thrown away upon so incorrigible a 
libertine. ^ [Exit, 

Capt. S. So, then, this diamond of mine proves a 
counterfeit after all , and 1 am really the veriest wretch 
existing, at the moment in whicn 1 conceived my- 
self the peculiar favourite of fortune. Oh! the 
cursed, cursed sex ! I’ll see her once more to up- 
braid l^er with her falsehood, then aoquaint 
(her with her pbrlidy, to justify ray breaking o£tbe 
iiiarriar;e, and tear her from my thoughts for ever. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serr. Sir, sir, sir — [ter witli the booby! 

Capt. S. Sir, sir, sir! What tbe devil’s tbe mat- 
Serv, Miss Walsinghain, sir — 

C/Fpt, S. Ah I what of her? 

Serv. Was this moment overturned at Mr. Bel- 
ville’s door, and, John tells me, carried in a fit into 
the house. 

Capt. S. Ha I let me fly to her assistance. [Exit, 
Seiv. Ha ! let me fly to her assistauce ! On ! are 
you thereabouts? fjBjcit.' 

SCKNE VI.— Mr. Be/w7fc’s. ' 

Enter Mrs. Belville, Miss Walsingham, and 
Lady Rachel AIildew. 

Mrs, B. But are you , indeed, recovered, my dear! 
Miss IV. Perfectly, iiiy dear ; I wasn't in the lea.st 
hurt, though greatly terrified, when the two fools of 
coachmen contended for the honour of being first, 
and cliove the carriages together with a violence 
incredible. 

Lady It. I sincerely rejoice at your escape ; and 
HOW', Mrs. Belville, as you promised to choose a 
diess for me if I went in your party to the mas- 
querade this evening, can you spare a quarter of ao 
. hour to Tuvistock-.streel! 

Mrs. B. 1 am loth to leave Miss Walsingham 
alone, Lady Rachel, so soon after her fright. ^ 
I Miss IV. Nay, I insist that you don’t stay at home 
upon iity accuimt ; and I^ady Rachel’s company to 
I the nias<|uerade is a pleasure I have such an interest 
I in, that I beg ^ou won’t delay a moment to oblige ber* 
Mrs. B. \\'ell, (hen, I attend your ladyship. 
Lady R. You are very good; and ao is Hiss 
I W^alsingham. [Exit with Mrs, B, 

! Miss W. 1 wonder Captain Savage stays away id 
I long! where can he he all this tinie? I die with im^r 
patience to tell him of niy happy interview with Ibe 
General. ^ [Enter a Servant.] 

Serv. Captain Savage, madam. 

Miss IF. Shew him in. [Exit Eerv.] How he 
must rejoice to find his conjectures so fortunately 
realized ! — [Enter CAPTAIN SavagE.] 

Capt. S, So, madam, you have just escaped a sad 
accident. 

Miss W. And by that agreeable tone and coun- 
tenance, one would almost imagine you were very 
sorry for my escape. 

Capt, S. People, madam, who doubt the kind- 
ness of others, are generally conscious of some 
defect ill themselves. 

Miss W, Don’t madam me, with this accent of 
indifference. What bas put you out of humour? 
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Coot S, Nothing. 

JfiM ,ir. Are jon indisposed ? , 

CapL A*. The crocodile, the crocodile ! (jisids.) 
Mts» W» Do vou go to tbe masquerade to-night? 
Capi, S, No, out you do. 

Mw IF. Whv not? Gome, don’t be ill-natured ; 
I’m not your wire yet. 

Cr^. S. Nor e? er will be, I promise yon. I 
Miss IF. What is the meaning of this very whim- ' 
sical bebaviourl { 

Copt, S, The settled composure of her impadtnoe | 
is intolerable. (Aside.) Madam, madam, how have I 
I deserved this usage? Fyon go to that? 

Miss IF. Nay, sir, sir, how have I deserved it, if 
Cmt. S, Tbe letter, madam; the letter. 

Miss IF. What letter? 

Cqpt. S, Your letter, inviting a gallant from tbe 
masquerade to a house of character, madam. What, 
you appear surprised. I 

Miss IF. Well I may, at so shameless an aspersion, i 
Cqpf. S, Madam, madam, I have seen your letter. 
Your new lover could not keep' your secret a mo- 
ment. But I have nothing to do with you, and only 
come to declare my reasons for renouncing you 
pvtfla^i^ly . — [Enter a ServautJ] 

Se^. Geoefal Savage, madam. i * 

Miss IF. Shew him up. l£xi< Serv."] 1 glad 
be is come, sir ; inform him of your resoliuion to 
break off the match, and let there be an end of every- 
thin between us. — [Enter General Savaui .] 

a. The news of your accident reached me 
but this moment, madam, or I should have pgsted 
much sooner to reconnoitre your situation. My 
aid-de-camp, however, has not been inattentive, 1 
see, and I dare say his diligence will not be tbe 
least lessened, wheu he knows his obligations to you. 

Copt. A. Oh ! sir, T am perfectly sensible of my 
obligations; and tbe consciousness of them was one 
motive of my coming here. 

Geii. A. llien vou nave made your acknowledge- 
ment to Miss Walsingham, I hope. 

Miss IF. He has, indeed, General, said a great 
deal more than was necessary. 

Gen. S. That opinion proceeds from the liberality 
of your temper; for ’lis impossible be can ever say 
enough of your goodness. 

Copt- S. So it is; if you knew but all, sir. 

S. Why, who oau know more of tbe matter 
thin myself? 

Miss If. This gentleman, it seems, has something. 
General Savage, very necessary for your information. 
Gen, S, How’s this? 

Capt, S. Nay, sir, I only say, that for some par- 
ticular reasons, which I snail communicate to you 
at a more proper time ; I most beg leave to decline 
tbe lady whose hand you kindly intended for me 
this morning. 

Gen. S. Oh! you must! Why, then, I hope you 
decline, at the same time, all pretensions to every 
•hilling of my fortune. It is not in my power to 
make you fight, you poltroon, but I can punish you 
for eowardioe. 

Miss IF. Nay, hut General, let me interpose here. 
Ifheoan maintain any obarge against the lady’s re- 
putation, 'twould be very hara that he should be 
disinherited, for a necessary attention to nib bononr. 

And if 1 don’t make the charge good, 1 
submit to he disinherited without murmuring. 

’ C^en. S. ’Tis false os hell I the lady is inhoitcly 
too good for you, in every respect; and 1 under- 
valued her worth when I thougbtof her for your wife. 

Miss IF. I am sure the l^y is much obliged to 
yodr&voorable opinion, sir. 

Gsn, S. Not in tbe least, madam ; I only do her 
common Jnstioe. 

Copt. 0 . I cannot hear that yon should be dis- 
pleased a momestt, sir; suffer me, therefore, to 
ranfler the conversation less equivocal, and a few 
words drill explain everything. 


Gen. S, Simh, I’ll bear no explanation ; aren’t 
my orders that you should marry? 

Miss IF. For my sake bear him, General Savage. 

Copt, S. Madam, I disdain every favour that is 
to be proonred by your interposition. [Rjnf. 

Miss IF. This matter must not be snffered to 
proceed farther, though provokingly cruelly as the 
Captain has behaved. (Aside.) 

GiM.S, What’s that yon say, my bewitching girl 7 

Miss IF. 1 say that you must make it up with tbe 
Captain, and the best wi^ will be to hear uis chaise 
patiently. 

Gen. S. I am shocked at the brnlality of the dog ; 
he has no more principle than a snttler, and no more 
steadiness than a yonng recruit npon drill. But you 
shall have ample satismctiiw : this very day I’ll out 
him off from a possibility ofsncceediug to a shilling 
of iny fortune. He shall be as miserable as — 

Miss IF. Dear General, do you tliink that this 
would give me any satisfaction t 

Geu.S. How he became acquainted with iny de- 
sign I know not, but I see plainly that his mutiny 
proceeds from his aversion to my marrying again. 

Miss IF. To your marrying again, sir! 'why should 
he object to that? [dren, to be sure. 

Gen. S. Why, for fear T hhonid have other chil- 

Miss IF. Indeed, sir, it was not from that mo- 
tive ; and, if i can oveilook bis folly, you may be 
p^ vailed upon to forgive it. 

Gen, S. After what you have seen, justice should 
make you a little more attentive to your own inte- 
rest, iny lovely girl. 

Miss IF. What, at the expeiioe of his? 

^ Gen. S, In the approaching change of yonr situa- 
tion, there may be u family of jour own. 

Miss W, Suppose there should, sir; won’t there 
be a family of his, too? 

Gen. S. I care not what becomes of his family. 

Miss IF. But, pray, let me think a litUe about it. 
General. 

Gets. S. Tis hard, indeed, when I was so desiroos 
of promoting his happineas that he should throw any- 
thing in the way of mine. [confined to mf. 

Miss W. Recollect, sir, his oileiice was wholly 

Gen, S, Well, my love, and isn’t it throwing an 
obstacle in the way of my happiness, when he ahnses 
you so grossly for yonr readiness to marry me? 

Miss W*. Sir? 

Gen, S. I see, with al 1 yonr good-natore, that this 
is a qnestion you cannot rally against. 

Miss IF. It is, indeed, sir. What will become 
,ofme? (Aside.) 

Gen, S. Yon seem suddenly disordered, my love? 

Miss IF. Why, really, sir, this affair affects me 
strongly. 

Gen. S. Well, it is possible that, for yonr sake, 
I may not punish him with as much severity as 1 
intended. In about an honr I shall beg leave to 
beat up yonr quarters again, with Mr. Torrington ; 
for ’tis necessary 1 should shew you some proof of 
my gratitude, sinoe you have been so kindly pleased 
to honour me with a proof of your afl'eoiion. 

Miss W. (Aside.) So, now, indeed, we’re in a 
hopeful sitnation ! 

ACT IV.— Scene I.— An Apartment at EelniUe's. 

Enter Mrb. Belville and Captain Savage. 

Mrs. B. Don’t argue with me, Captain Savage; 
but consider that I am a wife, and pity my distraotioiu 

Capt. S. Dear madam, there is no occasion to be 
so mneb alarmed ; Mr. Belville has very properly 
determined not to fight ; he tpld me so himself ; and 
should have been effectually prevented, if I hadn’t 
known his resolution. 

Mrs.B. There is no knowing to what extremities 
be maybe provoked, if be meets Mr. Leeson; 1 have 
sent for you, therefore, to beg that you will save him 
from the possibility, either of exposing himself to 
any danger, or of doing an injuiy to his adversary. 





ma; wivas* 


pOMiW«» Do It, I 

ooBte |o*» wm at fhni detperction. 

jW. Though joa hove do teuon wfaatorer 
tir MOppr^oBiivo for his sifetj. jDidini, rot, smoe 
voB Df* <0 vorjaoiih iSheted, lH imnediote^ #z- 
•MitojotrocMDiMOds. lEmf. 

Mwoifal hoDTon! where is the g oo f ■ ■ 
tj, where is the esDse, where is the sbesse ef mee, 
to find eidessttreiD ponolts which Ihej oionot re- 
menfoer wMhoot the deepest horror; which the? 
caiioot follow wMboDt the meueat fnod ; and which 
they caeeet effect WiiheaC ooneeqeenoes the nost 
dfeadfnl 1 The aie^ word, pleasnre, io a nascolioe 
soBie, eompTsheiidii ererythieg that is oroel ; erery- 
thiegt^is base *, aed egerythiag that is desperate. 
Yet, aicD, in oner Tespiats the noblest of their 
spetffes, niake it the principal besiness of their liras, 
im do not hesitate to break in apon tlie phaoe of 
the happiest fomilies, thoogh their own most be 
necessarily exposed to destraction. Oh ' Belrille, 
Belrille ! my ufe, my lore ! The greatest triompk 
wUoh a libertine can erer experience is too desp- 
cable to Ito enried : ’tis, at best, nothing hot a vic- 
tory over his osm hamanity , and if he be a hns- 
baM, he most be dead indeed, if he is not donbly 
tortnred open the wheel of recollection. 

JBhIsr MissWalsinoham and IjADY Rachll 
Mildew. ^ 

Min IT. My dear Mrs. Belville, 1 am extremely 
unhappy to see yon so distressed. 

LaayR, Now I am extremely glad to see her so; 
for if she weren’t greatly distressed, it woold be 
monstroosly unnatoral. 

Mrs. 11. Oh, Matilda * my husband, my husband' 
my children, my children 1 
Jfws W, Don’t weep, my dear, don’t weep, 
pray, be comforted, all may end happily. Inidy 
Rachel, beg of her nut to cry so. 

Lady R, Why, you are crying yourself, .Miss 
Walsingham ; and though I think it out of charac- 
ter to encourage her tears, I can’t help keeping yon 
company. 

Mrs, B, Oh I why is not some effectual method 
contrived to prevent this horrid practice of duelling^ 
JLody R, ril expose it on the stage, since the law, 
now-a-days, kindly leaves the whme cognizance of 
It to the theatre. • 

Mm W. And yet, if the laws against it were as 
wall enforced as the laws against destroying the 
game, perhaps it would be eqaally for the benefit 
of kingdom. 

Mrs* B. No law will ever be effeotusl till the 
eflUam is rendered infamons. Wives must shriek, 
nothors mnst agonize, orphans must multiply, un- 
JesB some blessed band stiips the fascinating glare 
fiomdionoorable murder, and bravely exposes the 
idol who is worshipped tbns in blood. While it is 
dimspatsbie to obey the laws, we eannot look for 


bat if the duellist is once banished 
horn the presence of his sovereign ; if be is for life 
•Mladcd the oonfidenoe of his oonntry ; if a mark 
ofindelifalc disgrace be stamped upon him , the sword 
•f nphlio jnstieo will be the sole obastiser of wrongs ; 
UiiM will not be punished with death, and offences 
reriiy meriting snob a punishment will be reserved 
fortSe only i^per avenger, the common executionei . 


tlfo ri— yu 

llihf iT. Yes, nnd batobereaoh other like madmen, 
forte their courage should be auspeoted by fools. 

Mr*" B* No news yet from Captain Savage? 

Lady R* He oen’t have reaohra Hyde-perk yet, 
mtjbar. 

Jte W. Let u lead you to your obamber, you'll 
WMtortee. 



Mrs, B, Matildt, I most bo 
bat 111 attond you* 

R. Thank hoaron, I fauro mt 
plonge mo into such a ■itoation. 

JirSis IT. And iff tbongfat I eoi 

lotioa, I’d detennine this nMunoL 

all the days of my life. Pray, den'tiqpaio 
my dear. 

SCEtfE n.— HodiPork. 

ElUsr Belville. 

BsL I fancy I am rather bofom the limoof » 
nntment; engagements of thlo kind are the ddk 
ones in which, now-a-days, peo|^ antsud to any 
panotoality : a man is allowed ]Mdfen4mar’s low 
to dinner, bat a thrust through the body must ho 
given within a second of the clock. 

Enter Leeson. 

£es. Your servant, sir. Yonr mono, T ionnoiu, 
is Belvillet 

BeL Your sopposilion is very right, rir; iodji 
fancy I am not mooh in the wrong, wb^ 1 eopyeip 
yonr name to be Leeson. ^ 

Lss, It is, sir; 1 am sorry I shonld ko» you tee 
a moment. [beioglolL 

BcL I am very sony, sir. yon should biiq 
Lee, I regret the ooossion, be assured, sir (h 
Dotnowh timefortslkiogfWemastpvooM tea 
BeL dnd yet, talking is all toe aothm f 
proceed to, uepend opoo it. [pi 

Lee, What do yon mean, sir? Wheie arS| 

BeL Where I intend they shall rente ktf 
next jonmey into the country, very quietly ( 
the ol^ney in my dressing-room. 

Lee, Yon treat this matter with too mndh leri^, 
Mr. Belville; take yonr choice of mine, sir. 

Bel, I’d rather lue them botb,^ if yon please ; for 
then no mischief shall be done with either of thorn. 

Lee, Sir, this trifling is adding insnlt to iq|uty, 
and shall be resented accordingly. Didn't yon eomo 
here to give me satisfaction? 

Bel, Yes, every satisfaction in my power. 

Lee, Take one of these pistols, then. 

Bel, Come, Mr. Leeson, yonrhiaivnry wUI not at 
all be lessened by the exercise of a nttfo under- 
standing. If nothing less tlum my life can alone for 
the injury I have nnooosoioiuly done yon,, fire af 
me instantly, but don’t be offended bmom I di^ 
dine to do j on an additional wrong. 

Lee, ’Sdeath I sir, do you think 1 oomn hero wttli 
an intention to murder? 

Bel, You come to arm the guilty against the in- 
nocent, sir , and that, in my opinion, is the anatt 
atrocions intention of murder. 

< Lee. How’s ibis'* 

BeL Lookye, Mr. Leeson, there’s yonr | 
{Thorn it on the ground,) I have alMsr 
very wrongly with respect to yonr sister ; 

I hare some character (thongb, perlu 
enough]) to maintain, and I will not no a i 
action, in raising my hand against yonr Ufo. 

Lee. This hypocritical cant of cowardios, i 
too palpable to disarm my reseotmeot; the 
held you to be a man of profligate principle*, 
verthelesB considered you as a man of oom|e} I 
if you hesitate a moment longer, by heaveu, ? 
chastise yon on the spot. (Drmos,) 

BeL I must defend my life ; thongb, if U uek 
look like timidity, I would inforni vou---(ffMU||niA 
Leessnudesamed,) Leeson, there 
again. 

Lee. Strike it tbrongh my 
desire to ontlivo tliis instant. 

BeL I hope, my dear air, that you will^leug Kre 
happy, as your sister, thouf^ te my sbanfl I we 
olsim no merit on that aocouat, is wen v aie d uapol- 
luted, by her family ; but let me beg teyen will 
now see the folly of deeiaioM by ibe sword, when 
sBODesB U not rwtwmtdiy qhehmd to die side of 
jostiee. Before rieave yen, rteiife my itewit 
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apoloiiiM fM tbe ^joriei I have done yon ; and, be 
aaanred, no ooonrrenoe will ever give me greater 
pleiaaTO, than an opportunity of Herring von, if, 
afler wbat in past, yon shall at any time oondesoend 
to «ae me as a friend. [Ein/. 

Mm* Very well, very well, very well. — [JBShler 
Cow NOLLY.] — What, von have been within bear- 

Con. Yon may say that. [iog, 1 suppose 1 

Lee. And isn’t ibis very fine? 

Con. Why, I can’t say mooh as to the finery of 
it, sir, bot it is certainly very foolish. . 

Lee. And so, this is my satisfaction after lul ! 

Con. Yes, and pretty saiisfaotion it is. When 
Mr, Belville did yon bot one injury, he was the 
greatest villain in the world; but now that he has 
done yon two, in drawing his sword upon you, I 
aoppose be is a very worthy gentleman. 

Lm, To be foiled, bafiled, disappointed in my re- 
venge ! Wbat tbongh my sister is, by accident, un- 
stained, his intentions are as «*rimiual as if her ruin 
were aotnally perpetrated ; there is no possibility 
of enduring tbe reflection ' I wish not for the blood 
of my enemy, but f would at least have the credit 
of giving him life. 

Coil. Arrah 1 my dear, if yon had any regard for 
tjMvJife of year enemy, you shouldn't put him in the 
way of death. 

Lee. No more of these reflections, my dear Con- 
noUy; my own feelings are painful enough. Will 
yen be so good as to take these d — d pistols, and 
come with me to the coaeh? 

Con, Troth, and that! will ; but don’t make your- 
self uneasy ; consider that yon have done evei^thing 
which honour required at your hands. 

Lee, 1 hope so. 

Con. Why, you know so. Yon have broken the 
laws of heaven nnd earth as nobly as the first lord 
in the land ; and yon have convinced the world that 
where anybody has done your family one injury, 
yon have courage enough to do it another j ourself, 
by hassarding your life* 

Lee. Those, Connolly, who would live reputably 
in any country, must regulate their conduct, in many 
cases, by its very prejudices. Custom, with respect 
todnelliiig, is a tyrant, whose despotism nobody ven- 
tures to attack, tbough every' 


Con. I didn’t imagine that a tyrant of any kind 
would be tolerated in England. But where do you 
think of going now? for chambers, you know, are, 
at present, most delightfully dangerous. 

Lee, I shall go to Mrs. Crayon^s. 

Con. What, Uie gentlewoman that paints all man- 
ner of oolour» ill red chalk ? [Emily. 

Lu, Yes, where 1 first became acquainted with 

Con. And where the sweet creature has met you 
two or three times under pretence of sitting for her 
picture. 

Lee* Mrs. Crayons will, I dare say, oblige me in 
tlila exigency with an apartment for a few days , 
but come, Connolly, we have no time to lose, though 
if you had any prudence, you would abandon mo In 
my present situation. 

Con. Ah ! air, ia this your opinion of my friend- 
ebipl Do yon think that anything can ever give me 
Inn so much pleasnre in serving you, as seeing you 
surrounded by misfortunes 1 f Exeunt . 

Scene III . — An Apartment at B hille^s, 
Eaiar General Savage, Torrington, and 
Spruce. 

dbmee. Miss Walsingham will wait on yon im- 
memtely, gentlemen. 

Gen. S , Very well. 

Spruce, What can old Holifemes want so con- 
IhMally wStii Miss Walsingbam ? [Aside and exit, 

Gon. S, When I bring this sweet, mild oreaturO 
boSpdl ibdl be able to break her spirit to my own 
wisbes. I’ll inoiwber to proper discipline from the 
first moment, qnd make her tremble at tbe very 
tbooglit of mnflfly. 


[Acrr IV. 

Tor. Ah! Generil, yon sore wonderfully braVe, 
when yon know the meekness of your adveniry. 

Oen,S. Envy, Torrington ; stark, staring envy : 
few fellows, on the borders of fifty, have so much 
reason as myself, to boast of a blooming young 
woman’s partiality. [confines of threesoore. 

Tor. On the borders of fifty, man! beyond the 
^ Gso. S, The more reason I nave to boast of my 
viotaoji^Bken ; bat don’t gromble at jfty trinnqib, 
you sbaR nave a kiss of the bride, let that content 
yon, Torrington —[Enter Miss WalsinohaM.] 

Mias IV. Gentlemen, your most obedient. Gene- 
ral, I intended writing to jrou about a trifling mis- 
take; but poor Mrs. Belville has been so very ill 
that 1 oonidn’t find an opportunity. 

Gi*a. S. I am sorry tor Mrs. Belville’s illness, 
hut 1 am happy, madam, to be personally in the 
way of receivi^ your commands, nnd 1 wait upon 
yon, with Mr. Torrington, to talk about a marrmge 
settlement. 

Miss IV. Heavens' how bliall I undeceive him ? 
(Aside.) 

0 Tor, ’Tis rather an awkward busineas. Miss Wol- 
bingham, to trouble you upon; but as the General 
wLlies that the aflair may be as private ns posbible, 
lie thought it better to speak to yourself, than to 
treat with any other person. 

Gen. S. Yes, my lovely girl ; and to ronvinoe 
)Oii that 1 intend to carry on an honourable war, 
ijfot to pillage like a free-bootcr, Mr. Tor ring ton 
will be a triiitee. 

Mi&s W. I am infinitely obliged to yoor inten- 
tion, but there’s no necessity to talk about any set- 
tlement, for — 

Gen. S, Pardon me, madam, pardon me, there 
is — besides, I have determined that there shall be 
one, and what 1 once determine is absolnte. A to- 
lerable hint for her own behaviour, when I have 
married her, Torrington. (Apart to Tor.) 

^ Miss W, I must not shock him before Mr. Tor- 
rington. (Aride.) General Savage, will yon give mo 
leave to speak a few words in private to yon. 

Gefi. S. There is no occasion for sounding a re- 
treat, madam, Mr. Torrington is acquainted wiUi 
tbe whole business, and 1 am determined, for ymir 
sake, that nothing shall be done without him. 

Tor. T can have no objection to your hearing tbe 
lady ex parte. General. [partioolar nature. 

Miss Wbat T have to say, air, is of a very 

Tor. (Rising.) I’ll leave the room, then. 

Gen.S. ^Opposing him.) You sha’n’t leave tbe 
room, Torrington. Miss Walsingbam shall have a 
specimen of my command eren before marriage; 
and yon shall see, that every woman is not to bmly 
me out of my determination. (Apart to Tor.) 

Miss W. W ell. General, you louat have your own 
wav. 

Gen. S. (To Tor.) Don’t von see that it’s only 
fighting tbe battle stoutly at first, with one of these 

Toi\ Ah ' General. [gentle oreatnres? 

Gen. S. 1 own, madam, your aitnation ia a dis- 
tressing one ; Jet us sit down, let us sit down. 

Miss W. It is unspeakably distressing, indeed, sir. 

Tor. Distressing, however, as it may be, we must 
proceed to issue, madam ; the General proposes yonr 
jointure to be one thousand pounds a year. 

Miss W, General Savage-— 

Gen. S, You think this too little^ perhaps? 

Miss W. 1 can't think of any jointure, sir. 

Tbr. Wliy, to be sure, a jointure is, at beat, but 
a roelanoholy possessioD, for it most be pnrohaied 
by the loss of the husband you love. 

Miss W. Pray, don’t name it, Mr. Torrington. 

Gen. S. (Kissing her hand.) A thousand thanks to 
yon, my lovely girl. 

Miss W. For heaven's sake, let go my hand. 

Gen.iS. I sliall be mad till it gives roe legal pos- 
session of the town. [I beg you'll hear me. 

Miee W. .Gentlemen— General^Mr. TorringUMl, 
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Qm. 8, By tSi tSom, my idmble ereatare ; I 
can Beyer baye too many proofaof jonr disinterested 

affection. ^ 

Miu fV. There is a capital mistake in this whole 
affair. I am sinking oader a load of distress. 

Oen. S» Yonr confusion makes you look chaim- 


Jaiss IT. There is no occasion to talk of jointores 
or marriues to me; I am not going to be B^arod. 

Tbr. What’s this 1 

Mw IT. Nor have I an idea in oataroi howerer 
enyiable 1 think the honour, of being yonr wife, sir. 

Osn. S. Madam ! 

Tor. Why, here’s a demur. 

JftM IT. I am afraid, sir, that in our conyersation 
this morning, my confusion, arising from the parti- 
cularity of the subject, has led yon into a most ma- 
terial misconception. [mistake mw ground. 

Gsn, iSf. I am thnnderstmck, madam. 1 couldn’t 

Tor. As clear a no/, pros, as eyer was issued by 
an attomey-generaL 

(Ten. S. Sorely, you can’t forget, that at the first 
word yon hung out a flag of truce, told me even^ 
that I bad a previous friend in the fort, and didn’t so 
much as hint at a single article of capitulation. • 

Tor. Now for the rejoinder to this replication. 

After W. All this is unquestionably true. General, 
and perhaps a good deal more ; but, in reality, my 
confusion before you on this subject to-day, was 
snob, that I scarcely knew what 1 said; 1 waq 
dying with distress, and at this moment I am very 
little better. Permit me to retire. General Savage, 
and only suffer me to add, that though 1 tliink my- 
self highly flattered by your addresses, it is impos- 
sible mr me ever to receive them. Lord, lord! 1 
am glad it is over in any manner. [frit. 

TV. Why, we are a little out in this matter. 
General ; the judge has decided against us, when we 
im^ined ourselves sure of the cause. 

The gates shut in my teeth, just as I ex« 
peoted the keys from the governor. 

Tor. 1 am disappointed myself, man ; I sha’o’i 
have a kiss of the bride. 

Oen. S. At my lime of life, too ! f^her. 

9br. I said from the first yon were too old for 

Oen. S. Zonods ! to fancy myself sure of her, and 
to triumph upon a certainty of victory. 

Tor. Ay, and to kiss her hand in a rapturous re- 
turn for her tendeniess to you : let me advise you 
never to kiss before folks, as long as you live again. 

Oen, S. Don’t distract me, Torringlon ; a joke, 
where a friend has the misfortune to lose the battle, 
is a downright inhumanity. 

Tor. Yon told me that yonr son bad accused her 

something that you would not hear. Suppose 
WO eall at his lodgings, he may, perhaps, be able to 
give us a little information. 

Oen» 8. Tbank yon for the thought ; but keep 
more tnan ever upon your lips. You 
know how I dread the danger of ridicul ; and it 
would be too much, not only to be thrashed out of 
the field, but to be laughed at into the bargain. 

Tor. 1 thought when yon made a presentment of 
yonr sweet person to Miss Walsingham, that the 
oHl would be returned ignoramus. [Exeunt. 

• Scene ly .— BehiUe ’ s . 

Mas. Belvill*^ and Lady Rachel Mildew, 
discooered. 

Lady R. You heard what Captain Savage said? 

Mrs, B. 1 would flatter myself, but mju heart 
wiU not suffer it. The Park might bo too full for 
the horrid purpose ; and, perhaps, they are gone to 
decide the ^aircl in some oilier place. 

Lady K. The Captain inquir’d of numbers in the 
Park, without bearing a syllable of them ; and is, 
therefore, positive that tbey have parted without 
deiiig any miiohief. 

JLv* JV. 1 am, nevertheless, tom by a thousand 
apprebeniions; andmjfaney, with a gloomy kind 


of fondness, fastens on the mest deadly. Tbit veiy 
nmrning, 1 exaltingly nombered myself ifluflse^ 
tuogue of the happiest wives. Perhaps X m • 
wife no lonm; peniaps, my little innooentsl fmar 
unhappy father is at this moment breathing hsilMt 
sigh, and wishing, (oh, how vainly!) bd 
not preferred a guilty pleasure to bis own life, to 
my eternal peace of mind, and yonr feUoity ! 

Enter Spruce. 

Spruce. Madam, madam, my maater, my rauelsr ! 

Afrf. B. la he safe ?— [JSulsr Bblville.1 

/for My love! 

Afrr. B. Oh. Mr. BelvUle! (Fowte.) 

BeL Assistance, ouick ! 

R. There, slie revive!. [heurt! 

Bel, The angel-softness 1 bow this rends my 

Mrs. B. Oh I Mr. Belville, if yon coold conceive 
the agonies I have endured, you would avoid the 
possibility of another (jjuarrel as long as you lived, 
out of common humanity. 

BeL My dearest creature, spare these tender re- 
proaches ; you know not how sufficiently I am pu- 
nished to see yoo thus miserable. 

Lady R, That’s pleasant, indeed, when you have 
yonrself deliberately loaded her with affliction. 

Bel. Pray, Lady Rachel, have a Ij^ile megm^ 
Yonr nobr bumble servant has been a very naughty 
boy; bn^if you only forgive him this single time, 
be will never more deserve the rod of correction. 

Mrs, B. Since yon are returned safe, I am 
Excuse these foolish tesrs, they gnrii in spite of^me. 

Bet. How contemptible they render me, my love 1 

Lady R. Come, my dear, you mast lam yonr 
mind from this gloomy subject. Snppose we step 
lip stairs, and communicate our pleasure to Miss 
Walsingham ? 

Mm. B. With all my heart. Adieu, recreant ! 

[Rjntf with La^R, • 

Bek 1 don’t deserve such a woman ! yet, 1 be- 
lieve I am the first husband that ever found fanlt 
with a wife for having too mnch goodness. — [Enter 
Spruce.]— W hat's the matter? 

Spruce. Yonr sister — 

Bel. What of my sister? 

Spruce. Sir, she has eloped. 

Bel. My sister ! 

Spruce. There is a letter left, air, in which she 
says, that her motive waa a dislike to a match with 
Captain Savage, as she has placed her affectkms 
unalterably on another gentleman. 

BeL Death and d — ! 

Spruce. Mrs. Moreland, your mother, is in the 
greatest distress, sir ; and begs yon will immedi- 
ately go with the servant that brought the mesanye ; 
for be observing the young laity's maid oariying 
some bundles out a little suspiciously, thooglR 
there must be some scheme going on, and dogged a 
hackney-coach, in which Miss Morland went off, 
to the very house where it set her down. 

BeL Bring me to the servant instantly; but don’t 
let a syllable' of this matter reach my wife's omba 
her spirits are already too much agitated. [JBSsR. 

Spruce. Zounds ! we shall be paid home for the 
tricks we have played in other families. [£raf. 

Scene V ; — Captain Savage's Lodginys. 

Enter Captain Savage. 

Capt. S. The vehemence of my resentmont agninst 
this abandon’d woman has certainly led me too far. 

I shouldn’t have acquainted her with my disoovory 
of her baseness ; no, if 1 bad acted propeny, Inhoidd 
have concealed all knowledge of the transaotion till 
the very moment of her guilt, and then burst opon 
her when she was solacing with her paramoor, in 
oB the fulness of seourity. Now, if she should either 
alter her mind, with reapeot to going to the 
masquerade, or go in a different habit to elude my 
observation, I not only lose tim opportnnity of ex- 
posing her, but give her time to plan some ptaa- 
! sihle exonscL fer her infamous letter lo Belville. 
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^ Ettkr a ServrnU* 

CeneraV SavuM and Mr. Torriogton, air. . 
Capt^S* You blookbeadl wby did yon let thaHi 
wait a moment ? What can be the meaning of Ihia 
Tisitt [Emi Servant. 

Enter General Savage and T orrinoton. 
Gen. S, 1 oome, Horace, to talk to yon abont 
Miaa Walainghim. 

C 4 g>t. E. She’a themost worthleas woman exist- 
big, air: I can convince yon of it. [her. 

Gen. S, f have already changed my opinion of 
Capt, S, What yon have fonnd her oat, air? 

Tor. Yea, he haa made a trifling diacovery. 

Om. S. ’Sdeath ! don’t make me contemptible 
to my aon. {Ande to Torrington,) 

Copt, S. Bat, air, what instance of her preoions 
behaviour haa come to year knowledge? for an 
hoar haa aoarcely elapsed since you thought her a 
miracle of goodness. 

Tor. A^, be has thought her a miracle of good- 
ness within this quarter of an hoar. 

Gen. S. Why she has a manner that would im- 
pose upon all the world. 

Cqpf. a. Yes, but she haa a manner also to unde- 
oeive the world thoroughly. 

< Lj Zbr. Thi^ we have found pretty recently. How- 
in this land of liberty, nono are to be pro- 
DOnnced guilty till they are positively con^ctea ; I 
can’t, therefore, find against Miss Walsiiigham, 
upon the bare strength of presumptive evidence. 

Capt, S, Presumptive evidence \ Haven’t I pro- 
mised you ocular demonstration? 

Tor. Ay, but till we receive this demonsViation, 
any good friend, we cannot give judgment. 

Captt S. Then I’ll tell you at once who is the 
object of her honourable aflections. 

Gen.S. Who, whot 

Ct^t. S. What would you think if they Whre 
placed on BelviUel * 

Oen,S, Upon Belville ! Has she deserted to lii|S 
from tlie corps of virtue? 

Gqp/. S. Yes, she wrote to him, desiring t%bn 
taken from the masquerade to some convenl(|^ 
scene of privacy ; and though I have seen the letter, 
she has tne impudence to deny her own hand. 

Gm.S, What a fiend, then, there is disguised 
Tuder the uniform of an angel I [ confusion I 

Ter. The delicate creature that was dying with 
Cqpf. S. Only come with me to the masquerade, 
and you shall see Belville carry her oft'. ’Twas 
about the scandalous appointment with him, I was 
speaking, when you conceiv’d I treated her rudely. 

Gra. 5. And you wore ouly anxious to shew her 
in her real oharacter to me, when 1 was so exceed- 
ingly oflended with you. 

Capt.S. Nothing else in the world, sir. 1 knew 
you would despise and detest her, the moment you 
were acimainted with her baseness. 

Goh. How she brazened it out before my face, 
and what a regard she affected for your interest ! I 
was a madman not to listen to your explanation. ^ 
Tor. •'^ough you both talk this point well, 1 still 
see nothing but strong presumption against Miss 
Walsingham. 'Mistakes have already happened, 
mistakes may happen again ; and I will not give up 
a lady’s honour, upon an evidence that would not 
east a common pick -pocket at the OldiBailey. 
Otpt,S. Come to the masquerade and be satisfied. 
Gmi. S. Lei us detach a party for dresses imme- 
Wtely. Yet remember, Torrington, that the puuo- 
, finality of evidence which is necessary in a court of 
iRWi IS no means requisite in a court of honour. 

Tor. Perhaps it would be more to the honour of 
yaqr booourahle courts if it were. [HxetaU. 

tngllE Vli^An Apartmetit at J|iei. Crayoa*s, 
MtjU (Behind.) My dear, you muirt wxouse me. 
Amb indeed, sir, you must not go im stairs. 
MoKndeed but I will. The man is positive to 
'tha Muoi aad ffl ataroh every room in it, if I 


don’t find the lady. James, don’t aiir fkam the 
street-door. . 

Enter Belville, fonowed by a female SarmmL 
Serv. Sir, yon are the strangest gentleman 1 ever 
met with in all my born days. I wish my mistreio 
was at home. 

Bet. I am a strange fellow, my dear; but if your 
mistress was at home, I should take the liberty of 
peming mto the aparunents. 

aero. Sir, there’s company in that room, yen 
can't go in there. 

BeL Good manners, by your leave a IttUotF— 
(Fordng the door.) Whoever my gentleman is. I’ll 
call him to a severe reckoning; I have been just 
called to one myself, Jbr making free with another 
man’s sister. 

Enter Leeson, /o/ioMwd£p €k>N NOLLY. 

Lee. Who is it that dares commit an outrage 
upon this apartment? 

Con. An Englishman’s very lodmg — ay, and an 
Irishman’s too, 1 hope, is bis oastfo 1 An Irishman 
is an Englishman all the world over. 

BeL Mr. Leeson ! 

Serv. Oh ! we shall have murder. 

Con. Run into that room, my dear, and stay with 
the you^ lady. [Eric Eero. 

tee. Connolly, let nobody else into that room. 
Con. Let me alone for that, honey, if this gentle- 
man have fifty people. 

„ Lee. Whence is it, Mr. Belville, that you thus 
persecute me with injuries? 

BeL 1 am filled with astonishment! 

^ Con. ’Faith, to speak the truth, you do look -a 
little surprised. [this new violence? 

Lee. Answer me, sir .* what is the fonadaUon of 
BeL I am come, Mr. Leeson, upon an affur — 
Con. The devil bum me, if he was half so much 
oonfounded, a while ago, when there was a naked 
pward at bis breast. 

jkel. 1 am come, Mr. Leeson, upon an affair, sir, 
t&at — How the devil shall 1 open it to him, thmo 
Bpe tables are so fairly tamed upon me? (Aejde.) 
Lee. Despatch, sir; for I have oounmay bifibe 
Bel, A lady, 1 suppose? [next room. 

Lee. Suppose it is, sir? ^ fsir? 

BeL And the lady’s name is Mordand, isnx it, 
Lee. t can’t see wliat business you have widifimr 
name, sir. You took away my sister, and I hopepou 
have no designs upon the lady in the next loom. 
Bel. Indeed hut 1 have. 

Lee. The devil you have! 

Con. Well, this is the most unaccountable man 1 
ever lieaid of; he’ll have all the women in the tUtfMI, 
I believe. - “v 

Lee. And pray, sir, what pretensioni have yoti 
to the lady in the next room, even supposing her to 
be Miss Moreland ! 

BeL No other pretensions than what a brother 
should have to the dufenoe of his sister’s bv' 
you thought yourself autboriued to out my t 
awhile ago, in a similar bnsuess. 

Lee. And is Miss Moreland your sister? 

BeL Sir, tliere is insolence in that qmtiottu JtOtt 
know she is. 

Lee. By heaven ! I did not know it till this Mo- 
ment ; but 1 rejoioo at the disco very .—This ia 
blow for blow I [a swop oC it. 

Con. Devil born me, hot they have fairly made 
BeL And you really didn’t know that Miss More* 
land was iny mister? 

Lee. 1 don’t conceive myself under muoh nooes* 
sity of apologizing to you, sir ; but I am incapable 
of a disuononrable design upon any woman ; 
though Miss Moreland, in our short aequainli 
repeatedly mentioned her brother, she never < 
told me that his name was Belville. 

Con. And he has had such few opportumtiis of 
being in her company, unless by letters, bcNoy 1 
that be knew noUnogmore of her ooBoefilloiiiih ibnti 
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her bthiffft pretty ereetiire, and htringllurty 
thoneana poimde. 

JIal, tUt fortnoe, I dare say, no way lessened 
the force of her mttraotions. [not. 

Lee. I am aboYe dissimaUtion, it really did 

BeL Well, Mr. Leeson, our families have shewn 
such a rery strong inclination to come together, 
that it woDld really be a pity to disrapoint them. 

Con, Upon my soul, and so it would ; thonili 0ie 
dread of boing forced to have a hdsband, the ybOng 
lady tells ns, qnickeiied her resolution to marry 


Ins gentlei 

jBm. Oh! she had no violence of that kind to ap- 
prehend from her family ; therefore, Mr. Leeson, 
since yon seem as necessary for the girl's happi- 
ness, as she seems for yonr's, you shul marry her 
here in town, with the consent of her friends, and 
save yourself the trouble of a journey to4ootland. 
Lee, Can I believe yon serious 1 
Bel. Zoonda!' Leeson, that air of surprise is a sad 
reproach! L didn't surprise you when I did a bad 
action, but I r^se your astonishment when 1 do a 
good one. * 

Con, And by my soul, Mr. Belrille, if yon knew 
how a good action becomes a man, you’d never db 
a bad one as long as you liv'd. 

Lee. You have given me life and happiness in 
onoday, Mr. Belville ! However, it is now time 
you should see your sister: 1 know yon'll be gentle 
with her, though yon have so much reason to con-, 
demn her choice ; and, generously remember, that 
her elopement proceeded from the great improba- 
bility there was of a beggar’s ever meeting with 
the approbation of her family. 

Bet, Don't apologize for your circumstances, 
Leeson ; a princess could do no more than make 
you happy ; and, if you make her so, you meet her 
upon terms of the most perfect equality. 
jLee.This is a new way of thinking, Mr.Belvitte, 
BeL 'Vis only an honest way of thinking ; and I 
oonmder my sister a gainer upon the question; fop. 
a BUR of your merit is more dilfionlt to be found 
thih a woman of her fortune. [Exeunt ', 

ACT y. — S cene I. — A Drawing-room. 

^ Enter Bclville. 

Bel, Well, happiness is once more mine ; and 
the women are ail going in tip-top spirits to the 
masquerade. Now, Mr. Belville, let me have a few 
words with you : Miss Walsinghain, the ripe, the 
luxurious Miss Walsingham, expects to find you 
there, buminjg with impatience. But, my dear 
frtend, after the occurrences of the day, can you be 
weak enough to plunge into fresh crimes 7 Can you 
Igrbase enongh to abuse tUe goodness of that angel, 
yomm^e ; aid wicked enough, not only to destroy 
the Immcence which is sheltered beneath year own 
roof, but to expose your family, perhaps, again to 
the danger of loeiug a sun, a brother, a father, and 
a kuibrnf ' The ptossessipa of the three Graces is 
sutely top poor a reoempense for the folly yon must 
eomiiut,ibr'tliesl|«ne,you must feel, and the con- 
eegeences haca^ Upon my soul, if I 

■tvd|gle a UttW Idhger, 1 shall rise in my own 
opinion, and be less a rascal than 1 think myself: 
ay^but theobjeot is bewitching; the matter will 
be eo eternal secret ; and if it be kqown that 1 
sneak in this pitiful manner from a fine woman, 
when the whole elysium of her person solicits me, — 
Well, end am I afraid the world should know that 
I tfiYe shrank from an infamous action t A thon- 
sasd Ucssings on yon, dear conscience, for that one 
nSfament ; 1 shall be an honest man afrer all. Sop- 
jp^jB^b owever, tbatl give her the meeting? Thai’s 
.«pi*^** and I am so little aoonstomed to do 
right, that 1 shall certainly do what is 
moment 1 am in the way of temptation. 
C||m%MviUe» your resolution is not so very slen- 
dp jg^epeodencre, -and yon owe Miie Walsingham 
PFiNimite done her 


principles. I’ll give ber'the mnetiug; Til take bar 
toi the house I intended — ^Zounds ! what a fodi I 
hmr e been all this time, to look for precarions satis- 
faotion in vice, when there is such exquisite idea- 
sure to be found at a certainty in virtue ! [JSrif. 

Enter Lady Rachel and Mrs. Belville. 

Xoifr it. For mirth's sake, don’t let him see os. 
There nas been a warm debate between hii passion 
and his conscience. [Ibr it ! 

Mre. B. And the latter is the conqueror, my life 

Ijodg R. Dear Mrs. Belville, you are the l>est of 
women, and ought to have the best of hnsbends. 

Mre. B. I have the best of hnsbaiids. 

Ladg R. I have not time to dispute the matter 
with yon now ; bnt I shall put yon into my comedy, 
to teech wives, that the best receipt for matrimo- 
nial happiness, is to be deaf, dumb, and blind. 

Mre. B. Poh, poh ! yon are a satirist. Lady 
Rachel— But we are losing time. Shooldn't we pot 
on onr dresses, and prepare for the grand scene? ’ 

Lady R.^ Don’t you tremble at the trial? 

Mre. B,‘ Rot in the least; I am sure my heart 
has DO occasion. [little plot? 

Lady R. Have von let Miss Walsingham into onr 

Mre. B. You know she coold not be insensible 
of Mr. ^Iville's design upon herself; and it isW 
farther than that besign, we have anything to curry 
into exeoetion. 

Lady R. Well, she may serve to facilitate the 
matter; and, therefore, I am not sorry that you 
have trusted her. 

Mre. B. We slipll be too late, and then what sig- 
nifies ab your fine plotting? 

Lady R. Is it not a little pang of jealousy that 
would fain now quicken car motions? 

Jfr«, B. No, Lady Rachel, it is a certainty of my 
bu^end's love and generosity, that makes me wish 
to ooniie to the trial. I would not exchange my con- 
fidence in his affections for dll the mines of I’eni ; 
so BOthii^ yon cao say will make me miserable. 

Lady B.* You are a most uoaocountable woman 
so URray with yon. [Exeunt. 

Scene ll.^Theeame. 

Enter SPRUCE and GHASTLY. 

Spruce. Why, Ghastly, the old General, your 
master, is a greater fool than I ever thought he was. 
He want to marry Miss Walsingham? 

Ghast. Mrs. Tempest suspected that there was 
something going forward, by all bis hugger-mugger 
consulting with Mr. Torriugton, and so set me on 
to listen. 

Spruce. She’s a good friend of yonr's ; and that 
thing she made the General give you the other day, 
iif the hospital, is, 1 suppose, a snug hundred a year. 

Ghast. Better than two ; 1 wash for nearly four 
tlionsand people. There was a major of horse who 
put in for it, and pleaded a large family — 

Spruce. With long services, I suppose. 

Gkaet. Yes ; but Mrs. Tempest insisted upon my 
long services : so the major was set aside. How- 
ever, to keep the thing from the newspapers,! fanoy 
he will succeed the barber who died last night, poor 
woman, of a lying-in fever, after being brought to 
bed of three children. Places in public institutions— 

Spruce. Are often sweetly disposed of. I think of' 
asking Belville for something, one of these daye. 

Ghast. He has great interest. 

Spruce, I might bea jnsticeofpeaoe, if Iplmoisd* 
and in a shabby neighbourhood,^ where the iDOlb 
swearing wonld bring in something tolerable; but 
there are so many strange people let into the oom- 
mission now-a-days, that I shouldn’t like to have 
my name in the list. 

Ghast, You are right 

Spruce, No, no ; 1 leave that to paltry trades- 
men, and shell think of some lUtle sinecure, or a 
small peasion on the Irish establishment 

Qaast, Well, suceeae attend yiM. 1 must bobble 
home as fast as L oin, to knowif Ifn. Tnnpest hu ' 
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wmf Qitek Ohl tlMre*g a nve stonii brevnog for 
onr oM g^t of • General. . 

&aruee. When shall we crack a bottle together 1 
Ghut, Oh ! I aha^n’t touch a glass of claret these 
three weeks ; for last night I gare natnre a little 
fillip with a drnnken bout aoooraing to the doctor’s 
directions ; 1 hare entirely left off bread, and I am 
in great hopes that I shalt get rid of mj goat by 
*these means, especially if I can learn to eat my meA 
quite raw, like a cannibal. 
iSpruce. Ha, ha, ha! ^ 

Ghaat. Look at me, Spruce, I was once as likely 
a young fellow as any under jj^round in the whole 
parish of St. James's; but waiting on the General 
so man> years — 

Snntca. Ay, and following his example, Ghastly. 
GkaaU 'Tis too true, — has reduoeame to what 
you see. These miserable spindles would do yery 
well for a lord or a duke, Spruce ; but they are a 
sad disgrace to a poor valet-Ge-cliambre. [^ExiL 
Spruce, Well, I don'tbelievethere'sagentlemaii's 

S entlemon witliin the weekly bills, who joins a pm- 
eiit solicitude for the main-chance, to a strict care 
of his constitution, better .than myself. I have a 
little girl who stands me in about thiee guineas a 
CHok ; I never bet more than a pound upon a rubber 
of wbist; I always sleep with my nead very warm ; 
and swallow a taew laid egg every morning with my 
chocolate. 

SCUNE III.— A Street, 

Two aeditn-chaira croas the stagct and aet down Bll- 
VILLE and a Ladu at the door oj a houae, 

Bel, This way, my dear creature. IfSxeunt, 
Hater General Savage, Captain Savagl, and 
Torrington. 

Capi, S, There, there they go in. Yon see the 
place is quite convenient, not twenty yards from 
the masquerade. 

Gen, a. How closely the follow sticks to her! 
Tor. like the great seal to the peerage patent of 
a chancellor. But, gentlemen, we have still no more 
than proof presumptive : where is the ocular demon- 
stration which we were to have? 

Capt,S, I’ll swear to the blue domino; 'tis a 
ve^ remarkable one, and so is Bel villa’s. 

IW. You would have rare custom among the 
-Newffate solicitors if you'd venture an oath upon 
the identity of the party under it. 

Gen. S, ’Tis the very size and shape of Miss 
Walsin^aro. [is a trifling alibi in this case. 

Tor. And yet I have a strange notion that there 
Gen. It would be a d — d aftair if we should be 

countermined. 

Cimt,S, Oh! follow me; here’s the door Ie!l 
Idokily open, and I’ll soon clear up the matter be- 
yond a question. house. 

Tor. Why, your son is mad, wneral. This must 
produce a deadfly breach with Belville. For heaven’s 
sake, let’s go in and prevent any excesses of bis 
rasboess. 

Gen. S, By all means, or the poor fellow’s ge- 
oerons anxiety on my account may be productive 
of very fatal consequences. [Hxeufit. 

Scene IV. — An Apartment, 

BblviLLE discovered, unmaaked, and a Lady tn a 
blue domino, mashed. 

Bed, My dear Miss Walsingham, wf are now per- 
fectly safe, yet I will by no means entreat you to 
nnnusk, because 1 am convinced, from the pro- 
priety* with which you repulsed my addresses this 
norDuig, that you intend the present interview should 
me still more deeply sensible of my presurop- 
1 never lied so awkwardly in all my life ; if 
I to m a ke her comply 1 should be at no loss 
)e. (Aside.) The situation in which 1 
r before you, madam, is certainly a very 
one; buf 1 am persuaded that your ge- 
nerosity will be gratified to hear that I have bid an 
ereilfUMiig edlet loeiy profligacy, and am now only 



alive to the virtues of Mrs. Belville. She won’t 
speak : I don’t wonder at it, for braeeii as I am 
myself, if 1 met with so mortifying a TfJecUan, 1 
should be cursedly out of countenance. (AsnIb*) 

C'qpt. S. ( Within,) I will go in. 

Qeu, S, ( TFithin.) I command you to desist. 

Tor. ( Within,) This will be an affair for the Old 
Bailey. 

BeL Why, what the devil is all this! Don’t be 
alarmed. Miss Walsingham ; be asaured I’ll protect 
you at liie hazard of my life ; step into this closet, 
you sha’n’t be discovered, depend upon it. (She 
yoea in,) And now to discover the cause of this oon- 
fiision. (Unlocka the door.) 

Enter Glnlral Savage, Captain Savage, mid 
Torrington. 

Bel, Savage ! what is the meaning of this strange 
behavioue? 

Capt.S. Where is Miss Walsingham? 

BeL So, then, sir, this is a premeditated scheme, 
for which I am obliged to your friendshi|L 

Capt.S. Where's Miss Walsingham, sir? 

, Gen, S, Dear Belville, he is out of his senses; 
this storm was entirely against my orders. 

' Tor. If he proceeds much longer in these vaga- 
ries, we must amuse him with a commission off 
luuaoy. 

Bel. This is neither a time nor a place for argn- 
meiit, Mr. Torrington ; but as you and the General 
seem to be in the possession u( your senses, 1 shall 
be glad ifyou’ll take this very friendly gentleman 
away ; and depend upon it, 1 sha’o’l die in his debt 
for the present obligation. 

^ Ciqil. S. And depend upon it, sir, pay the obliga- 
tion when you will, t sha’n’t stir till 1 see Auss 
Walsingham. Lookye, Belville, there are seoiet 
reasons for my behaving in this manner ; reaaons, 
which yon yourself will approve, when you know 
them ; iny father here— 

Gen, S, Disavows your conduct in every parti- 
cular, and would rejoice to see you at the huberds. 

Tor. And, for iny part, I told him previoasly 
’twas a downright burglary. 

Bel, Well, gentlemen, let your difterent motives 
for breaking in upon me in this amreeable maaner 
be what they may, I don’t see that 1 am lesa annoyed 
by my friends than iny enemy. I must, therefore, 
again request that you will all walk down staira. 

Capt^, I will first walk into this room. 

Bel, Really, I think you will not. 

Gen, S, What frenzy possesses the fellow to urge 
this matter further? 

Copt, S, W bile there’s a single doubt, ahe 
triumphs over justice. {Drawing,) I will go into 
that room. 

BeL Then you must make your way through me. 

Enter Mrs. BELViLLE/rom the room, 

Jlfra,B. Ah! 

C'qpf. S, There, I knew she waa in the room ; 
tiiere% the blue domino. 

Gen, S, Put up your sword, if you don’t desire 
to be cashiered from my favour for ever. 

Bel, Why would you come out, madam? Bnt 
jou have nothing to apprehend. 

Copt, S, Pray, madam, will you have the good- 
DCBS to unmask? 

BeL She foa’n’t unmask. 

Gomt. S, I say she shall. 

Bel, I say she shall not. 

Mrs, B, Prey, let me oblige the gentleman. 
{Unmaaka.) * [oovnryl 

Capt,S, Death and destruction! heve’a n dia- 

Gen, S.and Tor, Mrs. Belville! 

Mrs, B, Yes, Mrs. Belville, gentlemen. la oen« 
jugal fidelity so very terrible a thing aow-q-6M, 
that a man is to suffer death for being fonnd in 
company with his own wife? 

Bel, My love, this is a anrprise, indeed : Ant H 
is a most agreeable one; ainee yon find me really 
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aabwmed of ibrnier follies, and cannot now donbt 

the itDoeriljr of iP J refonnation. 

Mrsm R. I ain too happy! this single moment 
would overpay a whole life of anxieU. 

Bel. 'Whece shall 1 attend you? Will you retnm 
to the masqoerade? 

Mrs* B. Ob 1 no. Lady Rachel and Miss Wal- 
singham are, by this time, at onr hoose, with Mr. 
Leeson and the Irish gentleman whom yon pressed 
into oar party, impatiently expecting tne reanlt of 
this adventure. 

BeL Give me leave to conduct you home, then, 
from this scene of confusion. To-morrow, Captain 
Savage, I shall beg the favour of your explanation. 
(^Agideto Capt, S.) Kind gentlemen, ^onr moat 
humble servant. 

Mrs, B, And when you next distnrb a tete-a-tete^ 
for pity to a poor wife don’t let it be so very un- 
customary a party, as the matrimonial one. 

• {Exit with BeL 

Gen, S. {To CapL S.) So, sir, you have led us 
upon a blessed expedition here. 

Tor. Now, don’t you think that if your courts of * 
honour, like our cour^ts of law, searched a little^ 
minutely into evidence, it would be equally to the 
creditor their understandings? 

Ctqjt, S, Though I am covered with confusion at 
my mistake, (for, you see, Belville was mistaken 
as well as mvself,) 1 am overjoyed at this discovery 
of Miss Wauingliain's innocence. . 

Gen.S. I should exult in it, loo, with a feu de\ 
joie, if it didn’t now shew the impossibility of her 
ever bei^ Mrs. Savage. 

Gqpf. S^. Dear air, why should you think that an 
Impossibility? Though some mistakes have oc- 
curred in consequence, I suppose, of Mrs. Belville’s 
little plot upon her husband, f dare say Miss Wal- 
stnghain may yet be prevailed upon to come into 
our family. 

Tor, Take care of a new error in your proceed* 
ings, young gentleman. 

Gen. S. Ay, another defeat would make us com- 
pletely despicable. 

Ciqil. S. Sir, I'll forfeit ni) life if she does not 
consent to the marriage this very night. 

' G^. S. Only bring this matter to bear, and I’ll 

forgive yon everything. 

Tor, The Captain should be informed, 1 think. 
General, that she declined it pereroptori^ this 
' evening. 

Gen. S. Ay, do you hear that, Horace? 

, C/mt,S, I am not at all surprised at it, consider- 
ing tne general misconception we laboured under. 
Bail’ll immediately to Belville’s, explain the whole 
mystery, and conclude everything to your satisfac- 
tion. [Exit. 

Gen, S, So, ToiTington, we shall be able to take 
the field again, you aee. 

Tor. But how, in the name of wonder, has your 
SOD found out your intention of marrying Miss Wal- 
singham? I looked npon mv^clf us the only person 
ao^ainted with the secret. 

Uen. S, That thnogbt has marched itself two or 
three times to my own recollection. For thongb 1 
gave him some diatant hints of the aflair, I took 
piurticular care tokeepriiehind the works of a proper 
oireumspection. 

Tor. Ohi if yon gave hini any hints at all, I am 
not surprised av his discovering everything. 

l^shall be all ;m|wtience till f hear of his 
kittpisjew with Miss Walsingham. Suppose, my 
den friend, we went to Belville’s, ’tia but io the 
unt^eet, and we shall be there in the lighting of 

Ihr. Really, this is Q pretty bnainess for a man 
ofmy age and profession ; trot here, trot there. But, 
aa I have been weak enough to make myself a kind 
ofpieplyin the cause, 1 own that I have curiosity 
enuti^ io be oaxioas about the determioation. 


Oen.S. Come along, my old boy; I 
the soog, ** Servile spirits,” &o. fEnemii 

\ ScEhE lV.^BebnUe*8. 

Rnfer Captain Savage and Miss Walsinoham. 

Capt. S. Nay, but, my dearest Miss Walsiugham, 
the extenuation of my own conduct to Belville made 
it absolutely necessary for me to discover mj en- 
gagements with you ; and, as happiness is now ao 
fortanately in onr reach, I* flatter myself you will 
be prevailed upon to forgive an error which pro** 
ceed evenly from an extravagance of love. 

Miss W. To think me capable of such an action. 
Captain Savage! I am terrified at the idea of a anion 
with you, and it is better for a woman at any time, 
to sacrifice an insolent lover, than to^ccept of n 
suspicious husband. 

Capt. i9. In the happiest unions, my dearest crea- 
ture, there must-be always something to overlook 
on both sides. 

Miss W. Very civil, truly. 

Capt. S. Pardon me, my life, for this ftanknesa ; 
and recollect, tliat if Uie lover has, through mkeon- 
ceplion. been unhappily guilty, he brings a husband 
altogether reformed to your bands. 

Miss ir. Well, I see I must forgive you at last, 
so I may as well make a merit of necq^sity, yoth> 
provoking creature. [of this handt 

Capt. JfL And may I hope, indeed, for the blessing 
Mtss Ik. Why, you wretch, would you have me 
force it upon you? I think, after what I have aaid^ 
a soldier might have ventured io take it ^ithont far- 
ther ceremony. [lawful prize. 

Capt^. Angelic creature 1 thus I seize it as my 
MmTr. Well, but now you have obtained this 
inestimable prize, Captain, give me again leave to 
ask if you have had a certain explanation with the 
Capt, JS. How can yon doubt it? [General ? 
Miss W, And be is is really impatient for our 
marriage ? 

Ct^t. S, ’Tis incredible bow earnest he ia. 

Miss IT. What, did be tell yon of bis interview 
with me this evening, when he brought Mr. Tor- 
Capt, S. He did. [rington? 

Miss W, Oh ! then, I can have no doubt. 

Capt. E, If a shadow of doubt remains, here bo 
comes to remove it. Joy, my dear-sir 1 joy, a 
thousand times ! 

Enter General Savage andToRRiNGTON. 
Gen, S, What, my dear boy, have you carried 
the day ? 

Miss W, I have been weak enough to indulge 
him with a victory, indeed, General. 

Gen.S. (Sings.) *‘None but the brave, none 
bat the brave, «c.” [General. 

Tor, I congratulate you heartily on this decree,. 
Gen, S. This had nearly proved a day of disap- 
pointment, but the stars liave fortunately turned it 
in iny favonr, and now I reap the rich reward of 
my victon'. (Salutes her.) 

Capt. S, And here I take lier from you, aa the 
greatest good which heaven can send me. 

Miss IT. Oh, Captain ! 

Gen. S. You take her as the greatest good which 
heaven can send yoti, sirrah ? 1 take her as Uie 
greatest good which heaven can send me ,* and now 
what have you to say to her? 

Miss IV. Geiieral Savage ! 

Tor. Here will be a fresh injunclion to atop 
oeedings. [tocea^ 

Miss ir. Are wc never to have done with aria- 
Gen. S, Wbat mistakes can have happened bow, 
my aweotest ? You delivered up your oear hand to 
roe this muuient. 

Miss IT. True, air; but 1 thought you were 
going to bestow my dear hand upon this dear gen- 
tiemac. 

Gen. S. How ! tliat dear gentleman ! 

Capi, S. 1 am thunderstruck ! [&c.” 

Tort General— Nflue bat the brave, 
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Oai*F. So the covert w«j is cleared atlMt; 
and you have inaffioed that I was all along negro- 
ciating forthia fellow, when 1 wu mvely solkit- 
ing for mytein 

Mits W. other idea, sir, ever once entered 
my imanuation. fne’er despair, &o.*' 

Tor. ^neral-^dfiiips.)— Noble minda ahonld 
Geti. 8* SBonnds ! here’s all the company pouring 
upon os in full gallop, and I shall be the langhing- 
stock of the whole town. 

EmUr Mr. omIMrs. Bclville, Lady Rachel, 
Leeson, ond Connolly. 

Bd, Well, General, we have left yon a long 
time together. Shall I give yon joy 1 
Om^S, No; wish me demolisbea in thefortUi- 
catioos of Dunkirk. 

Jlfra.B. What’a the matter? 

Laiy Jt. The General appears disconcerted. 
iMm The gentleman looks as if he* had fouglita 
hard battle. [dear. 

Con. Mf, and gained noUiiag bnt a defeat, my 
Tor* I’ll shew cause for his behaviour. 

Ote* 8* Death and d n ! not for the world. 

I am taken by surprize here ; let me consider a I 
mmeat how to cut my way through the enemy. I 
I . Viw IT How could you be deceived in this 
tanner. (To C<ml. 8.) ^ 

Ladj! B. Oh ! Mr. Torrington, we .are much 
oUtgsd to you ; you have been in town ever since 
last night, and only see ns now by accident. 

Tor. I have been very busy, madam ; buf you 
look sadly, very sadly, indeed; your old disorder, 
the jaundice, 1 suppose, has been very troublesome 
to yoni 

LadyR, Sir, you have a very extraordinary 
mode of complimenting your acquaintance. 

Con. I don’t believe, for all that, that there’s a 
word of a lie in the truth he speaks, (uf^ide.) 

Mts» B. Miss Walsingham, Captain Savage, has 
been telling Mr. BelvUle and me of a very extra- 
Crdiiiary mistake. (mistake. 

Mtu'W. ’Tis very strange, indeed, mistake on 
BeL ’Tis no way strange to 6nd everybody pro- 
perly struck with the merit of Miss Walsingham. 

MUs W» A compliment from you, now, Mr. 
Belville, is really worth accepting. 

Gw,S. If I thought the allair could be kept a 
secret, by making the town over to my son, since 
1 am utterly shut out myself. 

Cqpt. S, He beenis exceedingly embarrassed. 
Om,S, If I thought that; why, mortified as I 
must be in giving it up, I think I could resolve 
upon the manoeuvre, to save myself from nniversaf 
ridicule; but it can’t be, it can’t be; and I otfly 
doable my own disappointment in rewarding the 
disobedience of the rascal who has supplanted me. 
There ! there ! they are all talking of it, all laugh- 
ing at me, and I shall run mad I 
Mrs. T. {Without,) 1 say, you feather-headed 
puppy I he is in this house ; my own servant saw 
liim come in, and I will not stir till 1 find him. 

Gen, S. She bere< then deliberation is over, and 
t am entirely blown up. 

Lady R, I'll take notes of this aflair. 

Haler Mrs. Tempest. 

Mre, T. Mighty well, sir. So you are in lodb, 
it seems; and you want to be marrhd, it seems? 

Lee, My blessed anntl Ob! how proud I am of 
the relation. [company. 

Gan, 8, Dear Bab, give me quarter before all this 
Mre, Tm Ton are in love, you old fool, are you? 
^$ad poo want to marry Miss Walsingham, indeed! 
a Cm* 1 never heard a pleasanter spoken gentle- 
^ Wbrntot Ohlhouey, if I had the taming of her, 
dbesbcmld never be abusive, without keeping a 
sItB totycos in her head. [to be fixed? 

Mret Tm Well, sir, and when is the happy day 
BeL Wlmt the devil, is this true, General f 
GhSk A* Tnie; caoyoabslieyesuohao absurdity? 


Mre. T. Why, will }oa deny, you misursUauld 
mommy, that you made propom of marrim to 
her? [w*®® • 

Gsn. S, Yes I do— up I don’t— proposals of mar- 

Misa W, In favour of your son. lil hqlp him 
out a little. {Aside,) 

Oen, 8, Yes, in favour of my sou* What the de- 
vil shall I do? (A^,) , , 

Mre, B. Shall I take a lesson from this lady, 
Mr. Belville? Perhaps, if the women of virtue 
were to pluck op a little spirit, they might be soon 
as well treated as kept mistresses. 

Mrs, T, Harkye, General Savage, I believe 
you assert a falsehood ; but if yon speak the truth, 
give your son this moment to Miss Walsingham, 
and let me be fairly rid of my rival. 

Gen, di. My son. Miss Walsingham ! Bliss Wal- 
aingham, my son ! 

Bel, It will do, Horace, it will do. 

Mrs.T, No prevarications, General Savage ; do 
what I bid yon instantly, or by all the wrongs of 
an enraged woman. I’ll so expose yon. 

Con. What a fine fellow this is, to have the com- 
mand of an army 1 [upon. 

* Gen, 8, If Miss Walsingham can be prevailed 

Tor. Oh! she’ll oblige you readily. But you 
must settle a good fortune upon your son* 

Mrs, T, That he shall do. 

Mrs, B, Miss Walsingham, my dear — 

Miss W, I can refuse nothing, either to your re« 
quest, or to tlie request of the General. 

Gen, S, Oblige me with your hand, then, ma- 
dam. Come here, you — come here, Captain. There, 
there is Miss W alsingliain’s hand for you. 

Con, And as pretty a little fist it is, as any in 
the three kingdoms. 

Gen, 8, Torrington shall settle the fortune. 

Lee, I giye yon joy most heartily, madam. 

BeL Wo all give her joy. 

Cmt, 8, Mine is beyond the power ofexpressioo. 

Miss W. {Aside to the company.) Aud so is the 
General’s, I believe. 

Con, Oh ! ’faith ! tliat may be easily seen by the 
sweetness of his countenance. 

J'or, Well, the cause being now at lost deter- 
mined, T think we may retire from the court. 

Gen. S, And without any great credit, I fear, to 
the General. 

Con- By my soul, you may say that. 

Mrs, T, Do you murmur, sir i Como this mo- 
ment home with me. 

Gen. 8, I'll go anywhere to bide tliis miserable 
bead of mine. What a d — d cairaaign have I 
made of it ! {^Exeunt Gen, S, and Mre, T. 

Con, Upon my soul, if 1 was in the General’s 
place, I’d divide the house with this devil; I’d 
keep within doors myself, and make her take the 
outside. 

Bel. The day has been a busy one, thauki to the 
communicative disposition of toe Captain. 

Mrt. B, And the evening should be cheerful. 

Bel. I sba’fl’t, tberefore, part with one of you, 
’(ill we have bad a hearty laugh pt our adventures. 

MiisW. They have been very whimsical, indeed: 

J et, if represented on the stage, 1 hope they woola 
e found not only entertaining, but iustmotive. 
Lady R. Instructive! why the modern critics 
say, that the only business of Comedy is to make 
people laugh. 

Ud. That is degrading the dignity of letters ex- 
ceedingly, as well as lessening the uUli^ of the 
stage. A good comedy is a capital effort of gsoiof , 
and should, therefore, be directed to tho MMest 

purposes. 

Mise W, Very true ; and unless welemi some- 
thing while we ohnokle, the earpentor a 

pantomime together will be entitled to aHM|0 dp- 
plause, than the best oomio poet ia the 
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SCFNl I — On the right hand^ one of the toners of 
the Castle of Sorrento ^ a ditch and parapet ualt 
dwidmg tt Jrom a lai qe house placed on th*. lejtf 
WDiih a UUtictd window over the door opSung to a 
beJtony In the tower, a grated window about the 
height of the balcony, A picturesque view of the 
country in the distance, mountainous, and wUh 
4 ineyards. 


Bliu. 

Ror 

Blin 


Ro4. 


RosINA appeari at the latticed wmdow, 
SONG.— Rosina 


Evenmq^i shadown now appear, 

AUis hush d and calm arowid— 

Hark ' hu well known voice I hear. 

Let me fly to catth Ine sound. 

No, *h8past, and silence reigns, 

Pensive, shU, I mourn his fate 
Jn hu tower he stdl remain#, 

Here, alas! m vain I wait, 

Evenuuf’s shadows now appear, 

AUu hush'd and calm around— 

Harkf again his voice I hear. 

Yes, Fve eaugl t the well-lmown sound, 

Bl INVAl ,inared hussar jacket, hu hair duheoelled, 
and hu whole appearance neghwted, appears at the 
grated window o} the prison. 


DUETT.— Bl INVAL ami Robina. 
Bark I mm that hoaoemfy votes, 
llllf. Yes, ^ he;^ why throbs heart f 

“ - , liime refowe; 

reason says depart 


By turns I sibh,hg 
I'm fix'd, ihei^ i 


Blin. 

Ro^. 

Bhn. 

Ros. 

Blin. 

Ros. 

Bliii. 

Ros 

Blin. 


Ros. 

Blin. 

Ros. 

Bill. 

Ros. 

Blin. 

Ri>*. 

Blin 

Ro«. 


Oh ^ u hat joy what hbss I feel * 

Ah ' couUi my ptayers your anguuh heal* 


Suiet, heavenly maid, my qi lefs are past, 
Mq prison nuu a palace seems. 

Speak, It lU till pleasing vision last? 

Or are my raptures fleeting dreams? 

Ah ' lotdd JloMtia s prayers avail, 

Hou soon those heavy bars should faU* 
Ah* could Rosuta s tears vtevad. 

Haw su ift you d pass the hated uall * 

1 e gods, I m Mess'd, what rapiute s mme* 
I orgivi that late I dar d repuie. 
Compassion s tear — 

The joys I feel,— 

Bedews my check. 

No words reveal. 


A las * poor youth , — 

How bless dmy lot*— 
How hard your fate * 

Mg griefs fot got, 

J m bless d beyond what mortals know, 
Thou^ifale has mark d the world my foe; 
That cheeiwq glance, that heavenly smde. 
Would ev ry human cate beguile, 

Alas * how hat d the pi uoner's inf * 

Forsaken, by the world forgot. 

What joys I jeeV 

How kurd kik 
Fm hless'd, indeed. 

By aUfaPjfntm 
My grnfs are past, 

CompcMufs tear— 
Transporting sotmds* 

Vowr wait thoHdwerm 
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Ah ! would nw firvo^ pra^mrs ascend. 

Your pamfui sufferings soon should end. | 

Blin, The prayers ^ virtue swift ascend, * 

I feel my sufferings soon must end. 

[^BUnval retires, 

Rosina. Heigbo! he sings no more. No, be is 
gone, and 1 am still left in inoertitode. It's very 
wicked of the Governor to keep so sweet a man 
cooped np in that huge oglj tower. 

Enter Germain with a portmanteau and kaf-hox. 

Ger. (Knocks and calls at the door of the house.) 
Hallo, ho, bo ! Within there, ho ! 

Ro^ta. What can that be? 

Ger. Are you all dead? Rub down mj hack, 
and let me have a spanking supper, for I'm con< 
fonodedly sharp set. 

Rosina, Pray, where do you suppose yourself, 
that you're so much at home ? This is no inn. 

Ger, ( Looking up and taking off his hat.) Bumpers 
and Burgundy r tliere's a rogue's eye' (Aside.) 
Inn ! Oil ! no ; Lord Idve your pretty face ! the 
Widow Belmont would be quite bhooked if 1 went 
to an inn. 

' ^Sjssina. Indeed ! And who are you? 

Ger. One of king Cupid’s corps diplomatione *, 
ambassador of love ; courier of Hymen ; th" faithful 
follower, though 1 precede iny master, of Count 
Murville, captain in the death’s head hussars, et 
cstera^Germain, at your service. (Bowing.) 

Rosina. Oh! from our cousin Muivillo. Well, 
I'll inform mamma. Provoking pup])y ' — rt this 
moment — he has chosen this timo. lAside, and exit. 

Ger. She might as well have asked me to walk 
in. Mighty pleasant, no doubt, this al fresco, to 
those who relish it ; but for a gentleman who does 
Count Murville, captain in the death’s head has< 
sirs, et cetera, the honour to adjust his mustachios, 
and to adorn his head, why, it's d — d scurvy treat- 
ment. Hip, hallo! house! within there! (Knocks 
at the door. ; 

Enter Footman, from the house. 

Fool. Hallo! Who thunders so loudly? 

Ger. Why, mo, to be sure. 

Foot. You ! and who the devil are you ? 

Oer. Is that yoor respect to a valet-de-chambre ? 
Here, take my baggage, and know your distance. 
[Smacnes up the portmanteau and haS-hoXf 
places them on the Footmans shoulders, 
pushes him in, and follows. 

Scene II. — A Drawing-room at the Widow 
Belmont's, 

Enter the Footman and GCRMAlN. 

Foot. My mistress is at the Governor's, and you 
must wait. She will speak with you here. (Going.) 

Ger. But sir, respected bir, (bowing) if you are 
pleased to take your own sweet company away, 
can't you send me an omelet and a salad, with a 
few of your half-emptied flasks? You understand? 
and 1 don’t think, without offence, I should lament 
your absence. 

Foot. Ob ! sir, your most obedien^ But I am 
never purveyor eiioept where I'm a guest: you 
understand? lExit. 

Oer, Well, now, as I’m a Christian sinner, that 
(ellow, deserves the gallies. I wish jny master 
would'uppcar. Somehow, I’m never respected but 
for his me. ’What can detain him at Naples? Oh ! 
I have it: ^e imprisonment of his young friend 
Blinval ; that fire-eating, mad rattlecap, who had 
netriy sabred his own colonel. What a cursed 
sorape ! Peath the articles of wtr. But he per- 
formed BQ^ promgies in the last battle, and saved 
Count MtIWIUilo’a life, so he’ll move heaven, earth, 
and the mimitor for bin release. Oh 1 now I reool- 


leot, be is in this district, dose prisoner in the old 
oastleof Sorrento : if I could spew to him — No, no, 
poor devil, he is trapped like a rat and oan only be 
peeped at through bis gratings. 

Enter Blinval, in the red hussar* s jadset, without 
a sword, 

Blinval. (Looking about, but not pereMng Qer^ 
main. ) This apartment excels the lost', am 1 awake, 
or is it all a dream? 

Ger. ( Not seeing him.) He is as wild as a young 
Tartar, as obstinate as a young devil, bnt as sound- 
hearted as a young Englishman. Oh ! a fine fellow 
that Blinval. 

Blinval. (Turning quick round.) Blinval! who 
calls me? 

Ger. (Starting,) Eh! what? No, sure — ^yes, bat 
it is; it 18 our mud lieutenant. (Runs and letqis on 
his neck.) * 

Blinval. Germain! not hanged yet, but don’t 
strangle me. man. I’m here, yon see, in spite of 
car old fusty colonel, safe, sound, and hearty, boy. 

per. But by what miracle? I thought you snug 
in*one of the fonr towers of that d — d castle. 

Blinval, So thinks tlie governor, heaven help 
him, at this hour. But tell me, whose is this 
house? 

Ger. The Widow Belmont’s, 
s Blinval. Has she a daughter? 

Oer. Rosina ; a great beauty ; fresh, blooming, 
and sixteen. 

Blinval. Hazza! Then I shall bless the day I 
beard the rusty hinges of Sorrento creak. 

Ger. And were I in your place I sboold corse it 
most forionsly. But what with hunger, thirst, and 
curiosity, I'm in a desperate case; pity me, sir, T 
have a craving appetite for your adventures. 

Blinval. Shut up in the south tower, I bne dsv 
saw the daughter of this house at a latticed bu- 
coiij; woodbines and jessamines were round tbe 
wall, bnt they weren’t' half so fresh as the sweet 
little creature who eclipsed them. 

Ger. Oh Lord! oh Lord! I’m likely to be fa- 
mished still, if we’re to creep through tbe wood- 
bines. 

Blinval. To tbe point, then : she kept her eyes 
long fixed on me; 1 tried to move her by oroaking 
in my d— d hoarse voice, some melancholy ditties 
about captivity and so on. Every day fresh atten- 
tions, fresh songs. This very evening my gaoler 
called me from a charming interview, l thrust him 
out, and, in a inomeot of passion, dashed an old 
wardrobe in a dark corner of niy room to atoms. A 
folded paper caught my eye, I seized it eagerly, 
it was directed — 

Ger. How? 

Blinval. •* To the unfortunate who suooeeds me.” 

Ger. And tbe contents? 

Blin. A legacy from my poor devil of a prede- 
cessor : he bad been shot up in the same part of the 
tower ten years ; but love bad softened the hard- 
ships of bis captivity. In short, tbe paper marked 
a secret avenue leading to the next bouse. I de- 
scended, crept tbroagu a suhterraneous passage, 
climbed a cork-screw stsir-oase, reached a small 
door, and, upon pressing back a spring, jumped 
into that bed-room. 

Ger. And the entrance— 

Blinval, Is concealed by that looking- elass. But 
tell me now, what brings your roguo^s face to 
Sorrento? 

Ger. Marriage. Your friend Mnrville, is oonsin 
to tbe Widow ; .they have been long involved in a 
law-suit, and were eompelled to correspond : the 
first letters were cold, the second mqre civil, tbe 
third touched on arrangements, and in the last Aey 
settled it, to wind np ml in the old-fashioned way, 
by a mairiage. 
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MUnval, Bzoellentf When ivill they eolem- 
iilze? 

Chr. The day’s not fixed, for they have never 
met. • 

Blinval* Not seen each other! Then I*m estab- 
lished in the hoose. 

Oer. Eh! how do yon make that oat? 

BKiwal, Dolt, danderbead ! I shall pass for Alor- 
ville; the Widow Belmont will receive, caress, 
feed, lodze, and — 

Ger, Marry yon? 

Blinval, No, no; bat IMl obtain an interview 
with my Rosina; speak to her freqaently, and 
breathe my vows of love and constancy in a purer 
air. 

Oer, In the meantime, they’ll visit the soath 
tower, find the bird flown, and send him back 
to whistle his soft notes in a foul air and a close 


iL They visit me bnt twice a day ; and till 
to-morrow’s noon I*m safe. 

Oer, Granted; bnt will that negligee suit the 
lover? >1 

Blinval Oh ! let me see. (Pauses,) I have bdhn 
stopped hy a banditti. 

Get, Ha, ha, ha! You’re never at a loss; always 
a tale at your tongue’s end. But my scruples — 
Blinval, Have, like all other things, tneir price. 
(Shaking a purse,) Fifty louis for their repose. • 
Oer* They’re bashed. ( Taking the purse.) 

Blinval. But if I appear in this identical dress,! 
shall be known instantly by Rosina, and it would 
not be prudent to discover myself, even to her, too 
soon. 

Oer, What euv you to my master’s riding-coat 
and military half 

iSUnval. The very thing; run and fetch them; 
quick, quick. (Ckrwain rwu out and returns with 
them immediately,) 

Oer. (Helping Blinval an tsith his hat and coat.) 
So. And here comes the Widow, too, most op- 
portune. 

Blinval. Attention, tlien, and to our posts. Ro- 
member, 1 have been robbed. 

Enter Mrs. Belmont. 

Mrs, B. (To Germain.) Is it you, sir, yho wish 
to speak with me? 

Oer, Yes, madam, it was I who galloped on joy- 
folly to announce Count Murville, but — oh, hea- 
vens ' — 

Mrs. B. You alarm me. What has befallen 
him? 

Chr. Oh ! bitter nows ! Speak, sir, yourself, for 
1 want words, and — impudence. (Aside.) 

Mrs.B. What, is it you, cousin? 

Blinval, As you perceive, and iu no better plight. 
( LotAdugat his dress.) 

Mrs. B, What has happened? 

Blinval. Friendship, love, and anxiety, all urged 
me to hasten here ; unfortunately, a banditti — 

Mrs. JB. Robbers? 

Blinval. Stopped me some leagues from this. 
Oer. Five minutes later, and I had shared bis 
fate. Oh, terrible ! 

Mrs.B. Robbers! 

TmO,^B|.iNVAL, Germain, and Mrs. 
Belmont. 

Blinval* Afee&on induced me tdl dangers to brave, 

1 mounted mu horse in the dead of the 
night. 

Qai;* T&is hve Am nigh shewn him the wag to his 
grave; 

Whmyau hear his eseape^Mm'U be seu'd 
wUhi^ht. 

Mm. B, Such a haeara was wrong. 

Ger. But his reasons were strong. 


Blinval. From iheforut they ruth*d,futt e score, at 
I the leasts 

Ger. How he brags, how he lies! (Aside.) 

Blinval. Taken thus by surprise — 

Mrs. B. Alas! all my fears, my alarms are increas'd. 
Blinval. With my back to a tree, 

At one thrust despatch'd three; 
Seventeen with drawn swords remaitCd cir- 
clir^ me round — 

6er.« Seventeen with drawn swords remain'd cir- 
fUng him round. 

Mri. B. Alas! could no aid, could no succour be 

/ 'ound? « 

a risk, such a state! 

Ger. 'Faith ! his perils were great. 

Blinval. The blood of six others soon redden'd my 
sword-^ 

Ger. What a bounce, what a lie! (Aside.) 

Blinval. Hot a creature came by^ 

Mrs. B. Alas! sure, such numbers at last over-’ 
power'd. 

Blinval. With ten wounds gaping^ wide. 

And six thrusts in the side, 

I fought till my bhod in a torrent was 
, , pour'd. • 

Ger. He fov^ht til! his blood in a torrent was 
• pour'd, 

Blinval. Then faintly I sank, by such odds over- 
power'd, 

Mrs. B. Alas! what a stale, by such odds over- 
power'd! 

f 

Blinval. Stretched on the ground for dead, the 
cowards rifled me, but fled on the approach of tra- 
vellers, who, coming up, gave me every assistance 
in their power. 

Mrs. B, Good heavens ! I fear you must have 
snflered much from the wounds you received* 
Have you ke|)t your chamber long? 

Blitwal, Hum! I liave been a good while oon- 
fined ; haven't I, Germain? 

Ger. That you have ; 1 can prove it. 

Blinval, But, excepting a weakness, no incon- 
venience follows. 

Mrs, B. He is yoonger than I conceived, well 
made, and elegant. (Aside.) My lost letter must 
have convinced you 1 was desirous to have all 
points explained. 

Blinval. Oh ! we'll explain ourselves off hand. 
Gerniaiu, endeavour to get me some decent clothes ; 
f am ashamed to see myself ; 1 have the appear- 
|nce — 

Ger. or a mountebank, precisely. [Exif. 

Mrs. B, Now we’re alone, we can discourse oa 
business. 

Blinval. Certainly ; but at this moment, I’m ao 
oonfused ; the blows those rascals dealt, have made 
me so light-headed, so absent — 

Mrs, B. Only one thing : it will he right to send 
a settlement to an attorney’s. 

Blinval. Why, yes, it will be certainly quite right 
and necessary. 

Mrs, B. You consent, then, to keep the farral 
Blinval. The farm! Oh! decided. Yes, yes, we’ll 
keep the farm. 

Mrs. B. But we must reoolloot my daughter: 
she has just claims. 

Blinval. The greatest possible. She ia ao beau- 
tiful! such a soft, tender air! ao^dwlereating, ao 
charming! ' < * . 

Jfrs. B. Really! How on foh tell uU this? 
Have you seen her? 

Bbuval. Seen her! Yes, I— Oh! no ; bat I ueak 
from report which ia loud in her praiae ; ao, oblige 
me, and drim the suit. • 

Mrs.B. Why, you forget— yon drop the aoit* 
BbnvaL Do 1 ? True, true: but my head’a oo 
oonfuaed, I oau think only of our a|iproachuig bap- 
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JIfrs. B. Bat 1 expected, I confess, a man of I 
middle ap:e, and jou appear quite yoang. J 

BlinvM, True ; I have ever been thought yoang, 
and sarelv, ooasin, that’s no misfortooe. 

Mrs. ii. No ; bat as reason and friendship form 
the basis of oar anion, though tempted to regard 
it ns a defect, I am willing to hope we^ shall be 
both happy. I shall now leave you to give direc- 
tions for your comfort and accommodation. 

Enter Germain. 

Germain, that roojn will be your master’s. (Poant- 
ing.) 

Blnival. {AsUeJ) By all that’s fortunate, the 
secret door. 

Mrs, B, I’ll prepare my danuhter to receive you 
immediately ; but recollect, a father-in-law should 
be grave and sedate. Adieu ! 

Blhivai. Allons, Germain! the day’s our own. 
Victory, my boy ! I’m grown so grave and steady, 
they'll not suspect I could invent this trick. 

Crer, Steady, with a vengeance ! - Ah ! if you’re 
other than Blinval, I shall look out for the world’s 
enjl. 

Blinval. But I’m determined to uform. 

Ger. Which way ? ^ 

BUnval. By marrying. 

Ger, Why, faith ! if anything can tame a man, 1 
believe that may. 

Blinval. My stars all shine propitious ; and every 
time my presence is required, I'll lock my^duor, 
glide to my prison, and whip back, no otle the 
wiser. 

Ger. But my master, in the meantime, appears; 
oft' goes my livery, and I’m cooped up in your 
agreeable south tower, for having touched upon 
the secret spring. 

BlmvaU 1 shall rejoice in such good company. 
Bat see, the son peeps forth ; fogs, mists, and va- 
pours fly ; here comes Rosina. 

Ger. Then you’ll dispense with me ; so I’ll escape 
to the more foggy regions, where savoury fumes 
exhale from the stew-pans, and the jolly butler 
dfistribates his rich gifts from the Widow's cellar. 

Enter RosiNA. 

Basina, (Aside.) This, then, is my step-father; 
and I must be respectful, and so forth : so says 
mamma. Heigbo ! 

Blinval, (Aside.) She’ll be astonished when she 
perceives the prisoner. (Going towards her,) 

Basma, (Starting.) Oh, heavens! Can I believe 
my eyes? His very features ! 

B&nml, What startles you, my little cousin? 
have I already the misfortune to displease? 

Basina, No, sir; no, certainly not that; but I 
was struck with the resemblance to a friend , yes, 
sir, an absent friend, too little known, and, alas! 
too unfortunate. Pardon me, sir, but iny tongue 


falters, my heart throbs, and my face burns. I 
mast beg to retire. (Going.) 

BUnml. Don’t leave roe“, co/« ( Taking her hand.) 
Why withdraw your hand? You would not be so 
coy to my resemblance. 

Basina. Oh ! yes, I should, because I ought to 
be so. 

Blinval, But I shall bo your father-in-law soon. 

Basina, True: but you are so like this friend, 1 
should think still of him. 

BKnval, Yoa tremble. Happy Blinval ! ( jlstds.) 

Basma. Yes, and my heart beats quick, just as 
it do«B when 1 see him. 

BUnsHa. And mine just as it does when I see 
yoa—- 1 mtaa your mother. She is like yon. 

Boskm. My mother! Ah! you are as yoang as 
' f oor IMctgaie* 

Vjpimvat, htnAu are deceitful. But, Rosina, yoB 


most love me, if not for my own sake, for the wke 
of my likeness. 

Bosina. Ah ! bat I don’t love him ; be is anfiw* 
tnnate, and I feel interested in his fate, thara 

Blinval, You pity him! I’ll avow myself 
at once, and — (Aside.) Dearest Rosina, I — I — 
(A footstep is heard,) Oh ! here’s this teasing, amo- 
rous Widow ; she haunts me. (Aside, and walking 
about.) 

Enter Mrs. Bfi.mont, with an unfolded note, 

Mrs. B, We shall have an addition to our party. 
Coahin, you’ll not object to an old friend of mine, 
whom 1 prepare yon to esteem. 

Bhnval. A friend of year’s? I shall be happy to 
see him. I wish him at the devil with all my 
heart. (Aside.) 

Mrs. B, An honest, plun, roogh Irishman. The 
laws ot his country forbade him, as a catliolio, 
serving in the armies of his own monarch, whom 
lie adores as the father of a great, free, and happy 

^ Blinval. We have many brave Irish with oor 
troops, ^1 much esteemed: but who is your 
friend? 

Mrs.B, A singular character; eccentric, and, at 
times, warm to a degree. His employment gives 
him an appearance of harsh authority, while, in 
reality, lie is mild and humane. After this sketch, 
you will allow for a rough diamond. He wishes to 
be introduced to a soldier of your merit, and being 
within five minutes walk, comes without form— the 
Governor of the castle. 

Blinval. (Starting.) Eli' who? the Governor? 
(Walks about aailated.) All my unlucky planets 
must have joined. (Aside.) 

Mrs. B. Run, baste, Rosina, give direotions that 
the supper suit our guests. (Bosina, with her eyes 
fixed on Blinval, does not attend.) Why aren’t yoa 
gone? 

Rosina. Oh ' the resemblance is astouisbing. 

[Aside arid exit, 

Mrs. B, How kind of our good friend, the very 
first hour you arrive. ^ 

Blinval. (Still walking tAout.) Oh, kind! Yes, 
ves — d — d kind! (aside) — kind to a degree; but 
I’m BO dleadfully fatigued after fighting with the 
robbers, that I feel oppressed with sleep. 

Mrs. B, Well, we’ll sup early, then. 

Blinval. But can’t we siip alone? On the footing 
wc stand, a third is the devil. 

Mrs. B. (Smiting.) We sliall have opportunities 
enough of being tete-a-tete. 

BUnval. We have so much to say ; the farm, the 
settlements, the attorney, the auit— 

Mrs. Ji. But your bead is so confused. How- 
ever, there is no help, for he is already on the 
stairs. 

Gov. (Without.) Easy, friend, easy; ’sblood! 
you’ll have arm and all ; there, hang up my roque- 
laure, and let the sergeant wait. 

Blinval. (Aside.) Now iinpudenoe stand royally. 
There’s no alternative. (Tunis on one side, draws 
up the collar of his coat round his face, pulls his hoi 
over his eyes, and stands with his arms folded.) 

Enter the Governor of Sorrento* 

Gov. (Speaking as he enters. ) If they aak for me 
here, telPem, remember, I’m j oat gone there, 
honey. Well, here and I’m come, quicker than my 
billet which got here first. ’Faith 1 and the oaptam 
will rejoice to be made known to an old veteran 
who has had some hard knocks to seoare him a 
snug retreat, and a good flask of lachryma ohrisU to 
flgbt his battles over. Be introdooinjn as. Widow ; 
1 most tell him aboat my last campaign. 

Mrs, B. ConsSn; onr friend, the Governor, 
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ooQsin. Count Marrille ! the Goyenor of the 
oude. 

BUttvaU (StiU miik hu hack to them.) Three 
ihoasandi tnd the enemj thonffht five, with the 
advantage pf a wood, but bis ri|pt flank left in the 
air. 

Gov. Eh! whatl By Saint Patrick, the moat ex- 
traordinary fellow ! how long will he keep in the 
airl Hallo! Connt Murville, here’s ould O'Roorke 
O’Donnel, Governor of Sorrento, and — whew! 
{Whistling,) ’Sblood! he’s as deaf as my invalid 
sergeant of artillery. Och ! and you’ll have a nice 
husband. 

BUnval. (Aside,) Psha! ’tis absurd, and I’ll e’en 
brave the storm. 

Mrs, B, Cousin, cousin! onf friend, the Gover- 
nor. How provoking! 

BUnvaL Eh! who? Oh! I beg pardon; I was 
absorbed in a dull calculation. 

Gov. (Advancuig.) No excuses, jewel, to ould 
O’Donnel. (Starts hack on seeing his fare.) Och! 
what? — devil burn me!— yet, how could he get 
from the south tower? the strongest part of llm 
whole castle, sure ! Och! it’s impossible! havent 
1 had the keys all under locks in iny own roomi 

BUnval. (AU this time looks the Governor full in 
the face, and turns occasionally, with affected sur- 
prise, to Mrs.Belmout.) I’m fortunate in attracting 
your notice. Pr'ythee, widow, what can this 
mean ! 

Gov. That Count Murville ! Hubaboo! Bother- 
ation ! ’Faith ! it’s a young wild devil of the death’s 
heads, I have now snug enough there, between four 
walls, not a stone’s throw from us. (Strutting up to 
him.) Sir, let me tell you, sir, that while O'Rourke 
O’Donnel governs tlie castle, he will govern and 
keep his prisoners safe, though they do break 
out. « 

BUnval, Ha, ha, ha! Widow, is your frend 
often thus? ^^at upon earth have I to say to your 
prisoner? Here I’m Count Murville. 

Gov. No, sir — ’sblood! here you are — zounds! 
here you are not Count Murville. Widow, he 
is as like one of my prisouers as two drops of 
whisky. 

Mrs. B, And this prisoner — 

Gov, Is a wild rogue that found the world not 
wide enough for his mad pranks ; and has the hap- i 
piness of exercising them at his liberty# in a nice 
room, five yards by ten, in the south tower. 

BUnval' Ha, ha, ha! And you supposed he’d 
leaped vour barrier, swam the wet ditch, and given 
your whiskered sentries sleeping draughts. 

Gov. Och ! he’s as safe as bolts, walls, bars and 
chains can keep him. Sure, 1 know that, though 
he stands here just now. 

Mrs. B, All ! poor young man ! you treat him too 
harshly. 

Gov. ’Futli! my orders are pobitive. But I 
soften as m'ach as possible. Humanity has & coni- 
maud over me strict as the king’s, and I obey both 
masters with pleasure. But this BUnval — 

BUnuaL Blinval! We served in the same corps, 
and were never asunder ; he is as like me as if we’d 
been twins. 

Gov. Twins! Zonnds! he's yourself. Well, well, 
as it’s explained, you can’t be he, and you’re well 
off: he’s in a pretty mess. 

BUnval, I’m m much grieved and snfler as much 
as if I were in his place, we were such friends. 

Gov. Were you so? ’Faith! I have a mind — hut 
yon must take your oath — No, no, I won’t be 
aatisfied with that; you must give roe your ho- 
hoor. 

Btinvpl, What do you mean? 

Gov. (7b Mrs, B,) I can’t be satisfied till I 
e.ee them both in one spot, standbg there, cheek 
by jowl, like two dooblo cherries. He shall sup 
here. 


BUttval. Whof 
f Gov. Blinval. 

I Blinvn/. Sup here ! Blinval! 

Mrs, B, It will be very kind. 

BUnval. You must not think of it. If it were 
known — bis confinement’s so strict— 

Gov. ’Faith ! and 1 run some risk ; bat to oblige 
a friend — Och ! be easy, he shall sap here. 

Blinval. There will be bloodshed, then; we have 
quarrelled most furiously. 

Gov. Quarrelled! Aha! that’s the best news 1 
have heard. It’s the sure road to be as thick as 
mustard. You shall be friends. 

Blinval, I can never see him. 

Gov. You shall be friends. 

Blinval. W e two can’t meet. 

Gov. Och! be easy; I am Ihe best hand in Italy , 
at an accommodation. Didn't I make up the quar- 
rel at Balmuddery, when honest Pat Holloway 
had put Captain Noraghao’s nose clean out of 
joint. 

BUnval. And how had he done tiiat? 

Gov. ’Faith ! he had squeezed it tight, between 
his finger and thumb a little. 


. gONG.— Governor. •' 

Arrahlstehal a big nose had the bold Captmn Nora- 
ghan ! 

Pat HoUoicag he pulVd it till he made him to roar 
again. 

Whack fat de diddle! Shoot him through the 

f middle. 

iVhack fal de diddle! Well-a-dag! 

Whack fal de diddle! Captain, through the 
midtUe, 

Och! shoot Paddy Holloway. 

Both they cJiose me their seconds, and I gave mg word 
to both j ^ j 

For second man to two men, is one man thai e Msrd 
to both. 

Whack fal de diddle! ^c. 


We met by a duck-pimd; cries bold CapUun Nora- 
ghan, 

** Pat Holloway I'll shoot you, you never shall snore 
again.'* 

Whack fal de diddle! ^c. 

The Captain miss'd Pat, fur it was not a lueky shot, 

Pat Holloway fired next, and a very fine tUtek he shot. 

Whack fal de diddle ! Sfc, 

Then / stepp'd in between 'em ; 'twas full time to take 
it up; 

For a duel now is one shot a-piece, and then make 
it up. 

Whack fal de diddle! Shoot him through the 
middle. 

Whack fal de diddle ! Wett-a-day / 

Whack fal de raddle ! Shake each other's doddle. 

And fast friends they walk'd au^y. [Exd. 


Blinval. (Aside,) I’ve no alternative; back to 
ray prison. 

Mrs. B. How happy this will make poor Blinval! 
Come, yon mast oblige me and be reconciled ; it 
is my first request, and I insist on yonr com- 
pliance. 

BUnval, -Insist, madam! My ii^ured honour 
brooks no interference. Seek not to tbwartme ; some 
dreadful consequences might ensue, some conse- 
quences you cannot foresee. Insist, insdamf I 
wish you a good night. (Rushes into the bed-ehami- 
her, and locks the door.) 

Mts.B, What madness andmdeness! Ithonght 
in Murville to have found mildneM and sensibility 
Ob ! moo, man ! tax us not wklt dvoett, wbav in 
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joor owD proud sex there's such u proof of the 
wide differenoe between professions aM notions. 

Enter RosiNA. C 

Eoama. Alone, madam! where is jour com- 
pany 1 

Mrs* B. Oh ! Connt Mnrville has retired to his 
apartment for the night. 

Bosina, He is unwell, then ; poor young man ! 
Mrs. B. No, no; he is quite well ; but lie chose 
to retire. 

Bosina. Sure, that’s a little nngallant. Then our 
nice supper's of no use. 

Mrs. B, Ills place will be supplied. The Gover- 
nor conceives there’s a resemblance between Mur- 
▼ille and one of his priaoners, and is gone for the 
captive, 

Bosina, Wliat, the gay prisoner in the tower? 
Oh! there’s a great resemblance; so striking! 
there’s no mistaking it. 

Mrs.B. Indeed! Fray, Rosina, how came you 
to remark it? 

Bosina, (^Embarrassed,) I heard it. Ah! dear 
madam. I’ll tell you all: every evening I’ve seen 
the prisoner from the staircase balcony. I have sat 
there whole hours to hear him sing. He bewails his ' 
captivity. Complains that all the world forsakes 
him, except me. Could 1 hear this and not be sorry 
for his fate? * 

^ Mrs. R. Rosina, your simplicity affects me ; to 
pity him in his distress is amiable ; but to love him 
would be imprudent. Be cautious, then, Rosina; 
nor sully with a fault one of the heart’s best virtues 
^^ompassipn for the unfortunate. 

SONG.— Mrs. Bclmont. 

FVom jnUf’s power thou need’ si not fly; 

The tear she sheds adorns the eye; 

And when doom beauty's cheek it flows, 

^ More bright Us radient crinuon glows. 

But there's a sigh, and there's a tear. 

That bids youth's roses disappear; 

Beware lest thine their influence prove. 

Beware lest pity turn to love. 

That Uar is love’s, and love's that sigh; 

Then fade the cheek, they dim the eye, 

Ahfjet not, then, thy artless bloom 
In sigks and tears so dire consume. 

Than, Vihy heart tumultuous heat 
Whenser thine eyes yon captive's meet. 

Away, nor more such danger prove, 

Fw soon thy pity would be love, [ Exeunt, 

Scene HI. — BlinvaTs Boom in the Prison, A large 
stone seen rolled from one comer of a trap-door, 
and open opposite to it; the ordinary prison door 
elosea and secured by iron plates, larae nails, dfc. 
The tables and rhairs in confmiou, a outeau over- 
turned and broken. 

EkforBLiNVAL by the trap-door. He hurries in, 
rolls the stone baidr, and puts the tables and chairs 
m tbair places, 

BUnvdl. There, then, I'm safe.^ Now, Miu 6 o- 
▼emor, one instant to derange this mad head, and 
at yonr service. (Palls hts hair out of form, and 
#»>*• as much disorder as he tan to his appearance, 

A clanking heard of a chain.) Hark ! Oh? my old 
book, I mast have had a few dips in the Shannon, 
too, not to outwit yonr excellence. ( Walks about 
do a mslaneholy manner wUh his arms crossed,) 

Enter ike Governor of Sorrento. 

Goo* Ocb ! and you're there. Well, then, I’m an 
ould blookhead, and that's all. You may go baek. 
(JTo the Guard outside,) Ah ! what, my little Kill i 


[Act I. 

I Colonel! Well, but what makes you so dismal? 

Don’t be faint-hearted, boy; joy sometimes pane* 

I trates even the walls of a prison. 

Blinval, Joy! Yon are too generous, too much a 
man of honour, to add the pangs of raillery to my 
distress. Am I released I 

Gov, ’Faith! and who told it yon? Fair and 
softly ; only six months, and tired so soon ! Tliat’s 
no great oompliraent I must confess. 

BHnval, Pi^ia! why, then, am I thus teased. 
(Dashes down one of the chairs in a passion,) 

Gov, And is there any other part of the king's 
farniture you would like* to destroy? Pray, iiiaxe 
as free as with your own. 

Blinval, I beg pardon ; you've been very kind to 
me. Governor; you've been very kind. 

Gov, Och ! iny dear boy, not a word more, I 
would attend you to the scaffold with the greatest 
pleasure imaginable; only don’t break the furni- 
ture, that’s all. But I’ve bomepleasnre in reserve ; 
tliere’s an old friend hard bjr, though you’ve quar- 
relled, and you shall sup with him to-night; 1 am 
determined you shall be reconciled ; and, thoogli 
Murville — 

Blinval, (With offered surprise,) Murville! I 
esteem him more than I can express ; but I cannot 
forget having cheated him out of a fine girl. It was 
my fault; we are so alike, I easily passed in his 
place. 

Gov, Like! ’Slife! but you had the same father. 
How it happened that’s not my business, but you’re 
brothers, or I’m not governor. Come, shall wo 
march ? 

Blinval, Willingly; and if you bring us together, 
you will have worked a miracle. 

Gov, Hubaboo' honey, leave all to me. ’Faith ! 
I’ll not rest till you are face to face. 

Blinval, Then your rest’s gone in this world, 
take niy word. 

Gov, Allans, done. Nous verrollf, [Exciml. 

Scene IV. — Mrs, Belmont's, 

Enter Mrs. Belmont and Rosina, Germain 

following, 

Mrs, B, Acqnaint your master. Count Murville, 
and from me, that the sooner he attends to his af- 
fairs elsewhere, the better. It most be equally un- 
pleasant t(i us both while he remains. 

Ger, Dear, dear ! was there ever such an un- 
lucky son of Adam? (A.side,) — Most honoured 
madam, my master would break my head if 1 were 
so impertinent ; and you 3 ourself— Lovers’ quarrels 
are, you know, madam— (90^9 to the bed-room, and 
tries the door) — Lord' it’s no use ; I conld as soon 
get at — even the prisoner in the south lower. 

Mrs. B, Well, when the Governor edmes,, we 
shall see. 

Ger. (Alarmed.) The— the— the what, ma’am? 
Didn’t you say the Govenior? 

Mrs, B. Certainly. What can that be to you? ^ 
Ger, Oh ! nothing, ma’am ; nothing to me* — 
(Astdis.) Here’s a oursCd scrape — But! have sucli 
a kind of a sort of a dread of a prison Over Oinee 
an old hag of a gipsy told me 1 should Ute to be 
hanged.— (inside.) And, if I cbuld make him bear 
— And, madam, the very name f /emd) of a Gover- 
nor makes iny teeth chatter, madam. 

Mrs, B. Well, well, yon iilay retire. Desire my 
people to take care of you ; and, when your master 
chooses to appear, you shall be called. 

Ger. Truly, most benevolent lady, I most puno* 
tually obey your orders. What, hoa! ‘Gasnard* 
Diego, Janfron ! here, you must take care of roe. 
(Gets near the bed-room door, and calls loudly, Tbe 
^vemw's coming. Some more cbampigiie*— 
(As ke goes mi, he meets Blinval and th Gover- 
nor OF Sorrento entering: Blinval tn hie fiusser 
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jadt§t, Ctermam stmiM hack, and BUmoal eoiehec hia 
arm, and tkraaUms him,) 

BlSnoal, {Speaking as he enters.) Ah ! my head’s | 
giddy with confinement. 1 feel oppressed with the 
pure air. • 

Rosina, It is the prisoner. 

Mrs. B, The resemblance is striking. 

Ger, {Aside.) The resemblance! then all is safe. 
{Advanemg to Blinval.) Ah I sir, I am glad to see 
you. 

Gov, (Puttina him hack.) And who the devil told 
you to be 21001 Arrah! stand back, or I’ll — 
stand back, 1 say ! Ladles, 1 bring you a recluse, 
who, for some time, has virtuously renounced the 
fickle vanities and false allurements of this life ; 
and, like most penitents, per force. 

Blinval. Past troubles are but as dreams, and 
this blessed moment {looking at Rosina) cheaply 
purchased by ages of captivity. 

Gov. But where’s Murville? Surely, he’s not 
obstinate still. 

BUnvaL 1 was in hopes a differeuce in our 
youth — • 

Gov. ’Slife 1 and my government. Scarcely an 
hour passes without such disputes at a mess did- 
ner; Taith, and they’re commoner than toasts, ay, 
andjpass oft' as quiokly. 

Mrs. B. He refuses all overtures. (The Gover- 
nor and Mrs. B. talk apart.) 

Blinval. 1 lament it*, but my misfortunes an^ 
my acknowledgments must, in the end, prevail. 

Rosina. (Aside.) Charming young man! ^ What 
a good heart . -»( To Blinval, first tn a faultering 
voice, then more firmly.) I really tremble when 1 
reflect, sir, how you have suflered in that ugly 
tower. 

Blinval. My captivity would faavo been insup- 
portable, but 1 was soothed by such an agreeable 
object. ^ v* 

Rosina, (Aside.) Heigho! 1 hope that agree- 
able object presented itself from my balcony. 

Got7, (Aauancing with Mrs, B.) Shut up ! But 
it sha’o’t be ; lam determined to see whether they 
be the same person, as they stand separately face 
to face. 

Mrs. B. (Smiling.) Your prisoner appears 
younger. 

Rosina. He has a softer voice. 

Gov. ’Faith I and I see no difference. 4)at I’ll 
not stir till lie comes out ; and, if be won’t capitu- 
late, by your leave. Widow, we must proceed to 
storm. 

QUARTETTO.— Mrs. Belmont, Blinval, and 
Rosina. 


Qoy. 


Blin. 


Knock, knock, knock ! 

Knock at his door. Knock, thunder away! 
( They all knock loudly at the door.) 


Yek on the watch he’s forc'd to keep. 
While Blinualwakes--he'U never steqit. 
Gov. ' A headstrong devil, won't he stir? 

* (Knocking,) 

Bigk time, J swear, this strife to closeJ 
P^firem your covert, enrdy — 

The Governor must interpcee. 

(Knocking.) 

Roe. & Oar 'joint endeavours must prevail, 

Mrs. B. When we regueA, he cant refuee; 
Their enmity's of no avail; 

They maul he friends, they can't but 
^ choose, 

Bliti. Be sUent,JrienA, his voice I hear. 

Mi • Me answere^Usten, hsten — so. 

BesHsni! draw, with canHan, near. 

Be fi/ent— 


Blin. Hark! He answers — No. 

1 Ros. He doesn't stir-^J'm sure 'tis so, 
iBIin. Be satisfied, he answers — No. 

Ros. Did you hear him ? (To Belmont.) 

Mrs. B. No, Did you hear him? 

Gov. No. Did you hear him? 

Blin. No, 

Ros. He diiMt stir — Tm sure 'tis so, 

Blin. Be satisfied, he answers — No, 

Mrs.B. I 

Gog. I He didn't stir — Fm sure 'tis so. 

Ros. j 

Blin. Be satined, he answers — No. {^Exeunt. 


ACT IF. 

Scene I. — An Apartment at Mrs. Belmont's. A 
table spread with wines and a dessert. 

'The Governor, Mrs. Bt^MONT, Rosina, and 

Blinval in hia own character, seated at supper. 

Gov. ’Faith, and nnon my honour, but it’s the 
most extraordinary thing 1 ever suv^, either, in 
Englaiidf Ireland, or all Italy. Such an obstinate 
mule ! Oh ! if I bad him for a few weeks in the 
castle ! 

Blinval. Things more unlikely have happened. 

Gov. Well, let me catch him there, and he shall 
be in charity with all mankind before I let him 
loose. . There’s nothing on the whole earth so bad 
as obsflnacy I I’m resolved never to qnit this spot 
till he comes from that room. If I give np this 
point, it will be for the first time since I was chris- 
teued by my surname O’Flagherty. 

Blinval. He will no more come from tb^jNMim 
Uian I shall — who sit here. 

Gov, Then, by your leave. Widow, her6.I*a^ 
posted. He shall come out, by the god of wil! 

Enter the Corporal of the Guard. 

Now what the devil brings your impndeneo .tniv 
this house ? 

Corp. Governor, a stranger’s arrived, and brings 
orders about tlic prisoner Blinval. 

Gov. Ah! this looks serious. (7^&sy aU rise.) 
’Faith, my young gentleman, 1 am conooiatc^; bat 
you must make up your miud to the worst ; ao^ 
for the present, bMK to the south tower. 

Ro^ifia. I’m distressed at this cross acoidenL 
* Blinval. Indeed! then I’m happy.— Blinval is 
not indifferent. (Aside.) 

Gov, Come, come, this is all very pleasant ; but 
we’ve no time to lose. You most give up the 
ladies for the corporal. 

Mrs, B. 'rbroDgh the indulgence of the Gover- 
nor, we shall soon meet. 

Gov. Oh! I’ll be as indulgent as you please. 
Corporal, conduct the prisoner to the guard-room, 
and bid your officer lodge him safe in the south 
tower, and post a sentry at his door. I'll follow 
presently. [Exetinl Blinval and Corporal* 

It’s a bad business, I'm afraid. Drawn OH 
his Colonel !• breach of snbordination. CHavgo 
upon charge! These young fellows are so bM- 
brained, they think a dash ofbravery coiwrisos all 
military duties; it’s the least part. Who obeys 
best, best comineuds, too ; that is the soldier’s 
creed. But this Mnrville — I’m resolved to keep 
up the blockade : here I’m posted. 

Rosina. Heigho! 

Gov. ’Sblood ! my fair violet, what makes yon 
say «* heigho!” Oh! if I conld bat knock off 
thirty of tnese bard years, ’faith, I’d soon change 
yonr note. 

Mrs.B. (Smiling,) Yon’d have no chance. 



« THfi CASTL£ OF SORRENTO. {Aot If. 


Ooo. No chance ! 'Slife ! bat an honest Irish 
heart is worth the conquest. ^ (Resina shakes hAr 
headt and sighs,) Again ! Widow, the little blird 
nrehin has been at work. Come, child, confess 
what happy name would have been wafted on that 
deep-drawn sigh: make me yoar confidant, and 
yonMl find me a good ally. 

Mrs,B, Rosina, child, the Governor is an old 
friend; yoar confidence will be well placed.-^ 
(During the end of this dialogue, the bed-room door 
opens, mtd Blinval with the great coat on, disguised 
as Murville, peeps through, stealing in guietfy, and 
tagtercewed by any of the party,) 

Gov, And has this lover of your’s, my little dear, 
no name? 

BUnvat, Oh ! yes, yes, yes ; he has a name, 
and 1 know it. ( They all turn round towards Blin- 
val,) 

Oov, Och! Are you there nt lust, Mr. Murville? 
Come, if you please; you shall just step with me 
to the castle, where yo.u shall sluike bands with my 
prisoner; and let roe see you both in the same 
person, and together, and then I will believe you 
are not him. (Blinval creeps back to the bed- 
chamber, and nearly gains the door, when the Gover- 
no,” perceiving his intention, catches his arm, and 
brings him back.) — No, honey, no! not quite so 
young. You must come fairly, or I shaV call the 
guard. 

Blinval. (Struggling.) Sir, do you know, I 

Gov. (Holding him.) Och! now be easy, friend, 
it is to know whether you are my prisoner o ** your- 
self ; and to make you both come together, while 
you are separate, that I oblige you with my com- 
pany to the south tower, iio, now be asy, or I 
must call the guard. Come, come — ocli! to be 
sure, now, and you’re not friends. 

Blinval. Well, sir — (Aside.) Zounds! what shall 
1 hit on, now? — Well, sir. I’ll attend you; I’ll 
follow-^follow you presently. 

Oov, Follow ! ’failii, in my country, friends 
always link themselves so doatingly — so, if you 
please, I must desire your arm. (Keeps hold of 
BUuvcd, and drags him off.) 

Mrs.B, (Having been previously talking apart 
with Rosina.) Rosina, I must now have some se- 
rious talk with you. Follow me to luy dressing- 
room, and look for the indulgence of a fond mo- 
ther, if 1 experience the candour and troth of a 
dhitiful child. [Exit, j 

Roma. Ah! my heart beafii so quick! It I 
could steal for an instant to my balcony, and catch 
one good, fair view — But my mamma needn’t 
mind poor Blinval, be will soon be removed. — 
l%ese despatches^ make me tremble. Oh ! if I 
could but steal him fairly from that ugly tower, 
they sitould never see him again. 

SONG.P-R 0 SINA. 

Together, then., we*d fondly stray. 

O’er meadows green, thro* woodlands deep, 

Rgoiring view the lambkinr play. 

And m the gurgling streamlet veep: 

No cankering cares our sleep moUst, 

No frowning gaoler pari ; 

Above the world, supremely blest. 

His throne Ronna’e heart. 

From hamts of surly man we'd fly. 

My pris'ner safe Fd guard; 

Secure from envv's prying eye. 

And love our bright reward, 

Fbrhtst r d cull Pomona's store, 

Nor from hit aide depiirt; 

Tkua ihes'd, *conld Blinval ask for mcref 

« Mw throne Bosma'a heart. [Erii, 


ScENB Jl^BUnvaTf Apmrtmesd tn the prison. 
The sione is so removed as just to ada^ of the 
possibility of his passing, A lamp burning on the * 
table. The camp bed, near the secret avenue. 
Curtains d^awn close and apposite to the common 
i entrance, 

Gw, (Without.) Well, well! I shall be satis- 
fied in a moment. Sentry, your prisoner’s safe? 
Sentry, ( Wilhout,) All’s well 1 
Gov, Safe, you say; all's well? Corporal, post 
your guard on the stairs, and let noliody pass. 
(The kegs are heard turning, the bars removing^ and 
the cltams falling, 4*c.) 

Enter the Governor of Sorrento holding Blin- 
VAL, who is wre^ped m his surtoid,' 

Gov, Gome, come — ’faith! and you’ve been 
more tractable than I had hoped — But what makes 
you tremble? (Blinval appears smothering a laugh,) 
Oh! he’s a mighty, pretty, well-behaved, oivil 
spoken fellow, and will make you any apology 
you please. — (Looking round.) Hallo! Why.^sbldod 
sndonns! where has be hidden himself ? Zounds! 
is it possible ? Oh ! no, no, no ; be must be gone 
to bed. Stand here a moment, Count, whfle I 
wake him. ( Goes towards the bed. BlinvcU watches 
his opportunity; and, at the instant the Governor 
has reached the bed, whips off the great dbaf , throws 
it into the opening behind the stone, which he moves 
back to its right place, concealing the trap-door, and 
slips behind the bed, and into it.) — Ay, ay, poor 
devil t he has just laid down to take a comfortable 
bit of a nap. Blinval, Blinval ! ’Faith, he sleeps 
like a top! Who’d think a man could sleep so 
sound in misfortune? Blinval! (Throwing optts 
the curtains . ) 

Blinval. (Putting his head from the bed.) What 
do vou want? 

(tov. Och! and you’re there! Well, and why 
did you nut spake out, when you first saw my voice 
in vour sleep? 

Blmval. (Coming forward.) What can this 
mean ? Governor, let me tell you, your bebaviou^' 
to a roan in distress, is inexcusable. Why aml^ 
thus tormented, sir ? Leave me this instant, I 
sist ! 

Gov. Leave you! Faith and be easy, boy! 
Haven’t! brought Murville? YonsImJl be triends— 
(Turning to the spot where he had left Blinval.) 
Why, zounds ! bow ! that other fellow is off !— 
There. I see him! Hallo! Sentry, sergeant, eor- 
poral ! bring him back here. 

Enter Corporal. 

Why did you let that fellow pass, and not shoot 
him for forcing you? You a soldier! I’ll have yon 
all at the halberts, or I am not Governor, by St. 
Patrick ! 

Corporal. Governor, no one passed us. 

Gov, (Raising hw cane.) Ah I and get out witii 
your d — e lies! Didn’t 1 see him here, through mj 
own eyes? And didn’t I see the tail of his brown 
coat, as he skipped through the door? Make 
yourself scarce, or I ahall oreak my oone over 
your d — d tbiok head. (AAmnees on the Corporal, 
who runs off.) Well, well, yon shall medt yet: I’ll 
not be treated so by any Count in the kingdom I 
I’ll after him this instant v ay, and he shall give me 
the satisfaction of a gentlemaD, when he baa made 
friends with you, which shall be here, here, apd 
before you’re shot. [Rm 

Blinval Governor! Governor! (FoUmomy km,) 
Huzza I I'm safe again. Love is like hangeTf and 
will break J^ngh stone walla. , 

\Wldcfw the Goversmjskdiil out. Whm 
the prison door doMfrllibwi mo- 
ment, then runs to tko moaeable sleite, 
ptdls it away, and amt tkrmy^ Ike 
. trap-door. 
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Sobnb.4.] 


TAB OABTLB OF 80BRBNT0. 


flOBHB OramMingioth$ eatik. 

Enfar GBBttAlN, iieaSng along in silence, and 
alarmed. 

Oer, Ob*, dear ! oh, dear ! AIL must oat now, 
and the reward of oij labour will be bestowed with 
interest. Germain, thon art a fool ; and a coort- 
martial would decide it, and I’ll prove it. ** Gen- 
tlemen, the prisoner was a free man ; and, for fifty 
Lonis, be anetted, assisted, conniv^ at, and ad- 
vised JLaentenant Blinval, of the death’s-head hns- 
aars, then and there prisoner in the castle — (Siari- 
ing, and loohutg round) — to represent the Count 
Aurville” — Oh, lord ! oh, lord ! Talk of the devil, 
and he's at your elbow. [jElxit. 

Scene IV. — The Outside of the Castle; an antique 
huUdmg, wUhfowr towers, enclosed bg a wet ditch, 
A draw-bridge up ; cannon mounted, 6^c, A view 
across the Bay of Naples, Mount Vesuvius in the 
distance. The scene is bg moonlight, and the re- 
flection thrown upon the water. A Sentinel placed 
t^on the ramparts. 

Eater Count Murville in the same uniform* as 
BluwaTs, the dress jacket of an hussar officer, 
and the cloak on the shoulder. lie views the castle 
with attention, and then comes forward. 

Mur, Here, then, I am at last; and with the 
pardon I had despaired of obtaining. His wari^ 
temper hurried Blinval into an act, which, though 
eaousable in a young mao, is death to a soldier. 
I can, in my turn, now give life. Yes, to the gene-* 
root feelings of a monarch I am indebted for suc- 
cess, when interest and court favour failed. Bliu- 
val, how, rich the gift ! First, I’ll embrace my 
friend ; see him at liberty ; then fly to my cousin, 
and seek that settled happiness her character bids 
me expect. 

Enter GeRMAIN. 

Ger. (Aside, steaUng forward.) Not quite so 
fast, or I’m ruined. — (To Murville.) Sir, you’re 
welcome. I have obeyed all your orders ; nay, 
air, exceeded them, in my impatience to oblige — 
(aside) myself: no lie there. 

Mur. Germain, I have no doubt of your fidelity. 
I am expected, then ? 

Ger. No, sir, not yet; and if yon coSld delay 
your visit for a short time, all things would he 
better arranged; at present, sir, the apartment, 
which has been occupied, is not ready ; and — 
and — In short, sir, you are not expected yet. 

Mur. This appears strange. — However, I have 
more serious business at present. Attend me here ; 
1 iball despatch you with a message in a few mo- 
ments. 

Oer, (Aside.) Serions bnsiness ' Dear, dear! 
that’s 80 lucky ! If I can keep him at an inn all 
night, there will be time for invention. 

Jftir* (PMsg'iOut his watch.) This loitering Go- 
vernor! Could 1 impart to him my feeling and 
anxiely, he would be awift, indeed ; but the scenes 
that be is aoenstomed to, deaden .his sensibilitv. — 
(The draigbridge is lowered.) Hark! the bridge 
lowers; thqn there are acme hopes. 

Oer. (Aeide.)^ Hopes! Oh! that 1 could but 
creep into a snail’s house to escape. He’ll hare 
^soovered all, and I shall live to see the gipsy’s 
prophecy fnlfiUed— -I shall be hangedi 


Enter the Governor op Sorrento from the 
Castle, followed bg the Lieutenasd and an Officer ; 
when they are on the bridge, the Ojmumor directs 
the Officer to return to the castle i' vie bridge is 
again raised, and the Governor and the JUenmant 
oome/ontford to Mmville. 

Mar, I preimiif , air, the Goveraoc ? 


Gov. 'Faith, sir, yoa have raessed light. I am 
O’Ronrke O’Flagherty of the kingdom, and, as von 
my, governor of the castle. You have despatobes 
from Naples. 

Mur. For the release of one of your state pri- 
soners : I have the packet in my balm. 

Gov. Welcome, sir, to Sorrento. I am seldom 
so pleased as when I wish my old acqnaintanees a 
good jonroey ; though they are never grateful 
enough to wish to pay me a second visit. 

Mf^r. I’m impatient to afford yon that enjoy- 
ment. Here are my orders ; inspect them. Here’s 
the king’s seal ; they are correct. (Delivering des- 
patches.) 

Gov. {Reading.) ** Blinval!” — Oob! I am re- 
joiced — But we lose time. Lower the bridge !^ 
Come, sir; a man’s liberty must not be trilled 
with. 

Ger. ( Who has been shuUdng aboiU with signs of 
fear. — Aside.) Oh ! then, all’s safe. — (Runs up to 
the bridae.) Hallo! within! Are yon all deaf? 
Lower tue bridge. 

TRIO AND CHORUS. 

TAe G overnor, Murville, and Germain. 

*Lower the bridge, what hoa ! attend. 

Lower the bridge — 

Oflicer. Who's there? 

%,^\Afriena. 

( The bridge is lowered agam.) 
Gov. The strictest discipline, you see, 

Within Sorrento's castle reigns: 

My rule is — regularity. 

And I'm retoarded for my pains. 

( When the bridae is down, a guard comes 
from the castle, leaving a sentinel at tin 
other side of the bridge, and returns 
again into the castle.) 

Oflicer. Advaiice! The couiUersign! 

( The Governor makes signs to Murville and 
Germain to renuiin stiU.) 

Gov. Rochelle! (Going to the Officer.) 

Oflicer. Correct! Pass friends, and all is well. 
Gov. Lieutenant, hasten, BUnvoTs free. 

(Giving the kegs to the LieutenanL) 
^^^v^ ^ ^ anxious mind topeace. 

Gov. Roar like a lion — lihertg! 

^o*v^ I hasten his release! 

Mnr. Tell him a friend, whose life he rav’d. 
Has joyous tidings to inqiart. 

Gov. Tell him he's been so well behav*d^^ 

He's my pemiission to depart. . iu 't 

[ Exit the Lieutemwt over the kiAe 
into the castle, ordering the W- 
ficer from ike ramparts to Jbmte 
him. 

Gov. Qch ! honey sweet, whaijoye wefieih-^ 
Mur. Transporting moment! yee, I 
Ger. I'm glad he's free, but still f / bsl-i 
Gov. When gratitude the bosom warrnem 
Mar. A geiwrous act the bosom warms. 

Ger. Some symptoms strong of fierce alarms. 
6c V. Its gUwing ardour you reveal. 

Mnr. Ah I could my tongue my joys reveal-^ * 
Ger. Ah! could my longue my fears reveeL- 
Gov. Humanity, how bright tku ekarms! 
Mar.&> 'T hnniU roon deeintf thm fancied 
Ger. { charms. 
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THB CA8TLB OB SOBEBNTa 


[Act 1L 


Endet ihB Officer from the cotCb. 


Officer* Escap'd, eaeti^'d! the pris'ncr's fied! 

{ExU Gemudn, hastily » 
The southern tower we've search'd in 
vain* 

Gov. Oh, heavenl am I alive or dead? 

Mar. Some mystery — 

Gov. Some trick, *tis plain ! 

To arms, to arms! Post sentries round! 
{An alarm, flourish of drums, ^c.) 

Officer. Each avwue, each opening guard! 

Gov. Alive or dead, I’U have him found. 

His slippery tricks I'll soon reward. 

Enter Solders from the castle. 

To arms, to arms! the prisoner's fled! 
He must be found, alive or dead! 

[^AU the Soldiers go off; but one 
party returns, bringing in Germain, 

Clioros. As now we search'd the castle round, 

This fellow lurking near we found: 

H^ guUty looks declares that he 
Has helped to' set our prts'ner frdd, 

Ger. I nothina know — in truth, 'tis sol 

If M got free, 
w hat's tMt tome? 

I'm innocent, so let me go, 

Cfaoros. March I The dur^eon straight prepare : 

He, for life, shall languish thetj. 
Treachery was his intent ; 

Now he meets his punishment, 

Ger, Oh ! dear, good Mr. Governor, don't cram 
me into that abominable black caatle, and I’ll con- 
feu all. 

Gov, Confess! Ob, ho! Then joa begin to 
aqaeak, do joal 

Mur, Sooandrel ! And have yon been accessary 
to his escape 7 

Ger, 'Why, lord, sir, be had escaped before I 
bad any band in the business. 

Her* Explain. 

G^r. Why, you mast know, then, that there’s a 
eOOM ebmmnnication between his prison and the 
WWW Belmont’s. He has been burrowing under 
mnnd, and playing at bo-peep between the two 
buildings like a rabbit in a warren. 

Gov. Has he so? ’Faith, then. I’ll have my fer- 
Tets after him, and they’ll soon bring him out. 
Corporal, take a guard, and go to the Wdow Bel-* 
miMt's, and reooTer the prisoner.^ — [Han’t Corporal 
Guards.'] — So, then, this singular gentleman 
bu been cutting himself in half, and fau been a 
double man after all. Then it was him 1 saw at 
the Widow’s, and not Connt Morville. 

Mwr, You certainly never saw Count Marville 
tbeie; for I am he, and never yet entered her doors ; 
but bis reason for personating me 1 am at a loss 
lo ^ess. 

ttirr Love was his reason, sir. Love, yon know, 
ifrilt obange a man into anything; and if Miss 
Rosiaabo not as much inclined to the prisoner u 
the imateer is to her, I know nothing el the tender 


. 0ee. Oeh! then, the little blind boy. Muter 
Cnpidt hu been at work with them. 


EnUar Mas, Belmont mud Rosima. 

Mrs, B, Governor, what is all this! The oonfnsion 
in my bMse — yonr gnard — the — 

Gov, Be aisy, Widow, be aisyl Here comes 
one that will clear up all. 

jElnler Blinval, guarded. 

So, Mr. Protons ! ’Faith, and you’re trapped I 
What, then, you put the Governor, and all his 
chains, bolls, bars, and sentries, at defiance. Eli ! 
here you have this pickle, your coosin ; but, give 
me leave, I most make known the real Morville. 
(Presents him to Mrs, Belmont.) And that whip- 
start is my recluse of the south tower. Pretty, 
sweet innocent! see how demure he seems. 

Rosina, (Advancing,) Blinval ! Oh ! I’m so 
glad ! 

Mur, My dear Blinval ! give me yonr hand, and 
let me give yon joy of the pardon which 1 have 
obtained for yon, and just oelivered to the Go- 
vernor. 

Blinval, My pardon ! Hazaa ! My dear friend ! 
I will, then, confess that — 

Mur. You may spare yourself that trouble, for 
Germain has told us all. Cousin, my friend Blinval 
has had the ingennity lo find a secret communica- 
tion from his prison to that apartment ; and, be- 
iieve your fair daughter made him explore it The 
sute is benefitted by the discovery ; but he de- 
serves to be made prisoner for life. W ill you con- 
sent? Rosina has forged them, and he is, I dare 
be sworn, ready to bug his chains. 

Mrs, B, I have had proofs of my danghter’s at- 
tachment, and if she’ll venture on such a prison- 
breaker-^he’s her own mistress. (Blinval goes 
up lo Rosina, who retires bashfully to Mrs, Belmont,) 
Nay, iiiy child, you have my consent. Lock up his 
heart; and, like the Governor, temper your sway 
with gentleness. 

FINALE. 

Blinval. From Sorrento's prison free. 

Prisoner here for life, Fll be ! 

Let not foes our bliss annoy. 

Smile, good friends, and wish us joy, 

Cborutf. Lei not foes our bliss annoy, 

Rosina. Cupid's captives, void pain. 

Willing wear the marriage chain; 
Hymens fetters pleasing prove. 

When the links are forg’d by love. 

Chorus. Let not foes, 4rc. 

Gov, 9^* ^ O’flne to do! 

0ns he^U this while been two: 

# When ike parson's work is done. 

Two will certainly be one. 

Chorus. When the parson's work is done, 

Two witl certainfy be one, 

- From Sorrento's prison free,* 

Pris'ner here for life her U be: 

Let not foes our bhss annoy, 

Smiie, good friends, andwuh us joy, 

[ Exemt . 



THE CONTRIVANCES; 

A BALLAD OPERA, XR ONE ACT^BY HENRY CAREY. - 

* 



Scene 3. 


ROVKWEI.L 

ARGUS 


CnAEACTEBS. 

HEARTY I ARETHUSA 

ROBIN I BETTY 


Scene I.—RwewelVs Lodgings, 

m 

Robin discovered, 

^Robin, liVoll, though pimping is the most ho^ 
nonrahle and profitable ul' all professions, it is 
certainly the most dangerous wu fatiguing; but of 
all fatigues there's none like following a virtuous 
mistress. There’s not one letter 1 ovr)', but 1 run 
the risk of kicking, caning, or pumping; nay, often 
banging. Let me see: 1 have comRiitted.|bree bur- 
glaries to get one letter to her. if m.y master 

^ould not get the gipsy at last, 1 have ventured 
my sweet person to a fair purpose. But, basta! 
here comes my master and his friend Mr. Hearty. 
1 must hasten and get our disguises. 

And if dame Fortunejml us now f» win her. 

Oh ! alt ge^ods above / the devil's in her* [Snt, 

Enter Rovewell and HEARTY. 

Hearty, 'Why so melancholy, Captain f Come, 
come, a man of your gaiety and courage should 
never take a disappointment so much to heart. 

Rose. ’Sdeathi to be prevented when I bad 
brought my design so near perfection I 

Hearty, Were you less open and daring in your 
attempts, yon might hope to succeed. The old gen- 
tleman, you know, is cautions to a deg^; his 
dangbtei is under a strioi confinement: would ;on 


use more of the fox than the lion, fortune, 
might throw an opportunity in your way. But you 
must have patience. 

Rove, \V bo can have patience when danger is so 
near? Read this letter, and then tell me what 
room there is for patience. 

*Hearty, (Reads.) “ To-morroie will prevent att 
our vain struggles to get to each other. I am then in 
be married to my eternal aversion; you know the fop, 
*tis Cuckoo, who, having a large estate, is forced won 
me; but my heart can be none but Rovewelt s. Im- 
mediately after the receipt of this, meet Betty at the 
old ^lace; there is yet one invention left; if you pur- 
sue it closely, you may, perhaps, release Aerumo uNNi/if 
be your — Arlthusa.” , 

Rove, Yes, Arethusa, I will release thee, or die 
in the attempt. Dear friend, excuse my rudeiieas; 
you know the reason. 

•AIR.— Rov EWELL. 



For fear is a stranger 
Where love is sincere. 

Reaves but fire us. 

Despair we despise. 

If beauty inspire us 

To pant for the prise, lExU, 

Hearty* Well, go thy way, and getber; for thou 
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TOB COKTRIVAIICUL 


[SOINE 2. 


deser?eB( her, o* my oonioieiioe. How hire I been 
deceived in this bojl I find him the very reverre 
of whet his step-mother represented him ; and am 
now sensible it was only her ill-nsage that forced 
my child sway* His not haring seen me since he 
was fire rears old, renders me a perfect stnnger to 
him : nnaer that pretence 1 hare gat into his ao- 
Dsintance, and find him all I wish. If this plot of 
is fail, 1 beliere my money most bny him Ui^irl 
at last. IJ&it, 

Scene II.— Chamber in Argue*§ houit, 
Arcthusa discovered. 

AIR.— Arcthusa. 

See, the raduatt queen of night 
Sheds on all her hndly beams; 

Gilds the plaxns with cheerjul light. 

And sparkles in the silver streams. 

Smths adorn the face of nature, 

TasteleiH all things yet tqtpear. 

Unto me a hopeless creature. 

In the absence of my dear. 

* Enter Argus. „ 


let am haTo noBO of yov ponti and glonu, as yon 
tender my dis p l eas nre. [Rstf. 

Are. To-mofrow is short warning; bot wc'may 
be too ennauig Air yon yet, old gentleman. 

jBhler BETTY. 

I Oh! Betty, welcome a thousand times! What news? 

I have yon seen the Captaini 

Betty, Yes, madam ; and if you were to see him 
in his new rigging, }oa’d split yoor sides with 
lanahing. Soon a hoyden* such a piece of country 
stun, yon nerer set your eyes on ! Bot the petti- 
coats are soon thrown off, and if good look attend 
ns, yon mayeasilyoonjnreMiss MLaTkin, the’sqoire's 
sister, into yoor own dear Captain. 

Are. But when will they come? 

Betty. Instantly, madam ; he only stays to settle 
matters for oor escape. He’s in deep consultation 
with his privy-coonsellor Robin, who is to attend 
him in tlie quality of a coontry pot. They’ll both 
be here in a moment ; so, let’s in, and pack up the 
jewels, that we maj be ready at once to leap into 
«4he saddle of liberty, and rioe foil speed to yoor 
desiies. 

Are. Dear Betty, let’s make likste; I think erery 
moment an age till I’m free from this bondage. 


Argus, Pray, daughter, what lingo is that same 
yon chant and spotter out at this rate? 

Aie, English, sir. 

Argus. English, quotha* adod* 1 took it to be 
nonsense. 

Are. ’Tis a hymn to Uie moon. 

Araus. A hymn to the moon ' 1*11 hare none of 
your taymns in my house. Give me the book, house- 
wife. 

Are, I hope, sir, there is no crime in reading a 
harmless poem. 

Argus, Give me the book, I say poems, with a 
plague ’ what are they good for, but to blow up the 
fire of love, and make young wenches wanton But 
I have taken care of yon, mistress , for to morrow 
you shall have a husband to stay your stomach, and 
no less a person than ’Squire Cuckoo. 

Are, You will not, surely, be so cruel as to marry 
me to a man 1 cannot love. ' 

Why, what sort of a man would you have, 

AIR.— Aretiiusa. 

Genteel in personage. 

Conduct, and equtpuge, 

Noble by hentage. 

Generous ana Jree, 

Brave, not romantic; 

Learned, not pedantic; 

Frohc, not frantic; 

TAiv mtut be he. 

Honour maintatning. 

Meanness disdaining, 

SttU entertaminq. 

Engaging, and new. 

Neat, hut not finical; 

Sage, but not cyniceU; 

Never tyrannical; 

But ever true. 

Argut. Why, is DotMr.Gockoo alTthis? Adod' 
he’s a brisk yoong fellow, and a little ieatber-bed 
doctrine will soon pot the Captain out of yoor head , 
and to pot yoo out of his power, you shall be given 
over to the ’squire to-morrow. 

Are. Sorely, sir, yoo will, at least, defer it one 

doy. 

Afwu. No, nor one hour. To-morrow moning, 
lt|t oi^t of the clock, precisely. In the meantime, 
tsiEO nplioef the ’sqoire’s sister is hourly eapectcd; 

you be civil and sociable whh hfr,iiia 


AIR — Arcthusa. 

, When parents obstinate and cruel prove. 

And fotci us to a man tie cannot lone, 

*Tis lit tee disappoint the sordid elves, 

And wisely get ti^ husbands foi out selves. 

(A knocking without ) 

Betty. There they are , in, in. lExeunt. 

Enter Argus. 

Argus. You’re woundy hasty, methinks, to knock 
at that rate. This is certainly some courtier come 
to borrow money, I know it by tbe saucy rapping 
of the footman. Who’s at the door? 

Robin. (Without.) Tummos. 

Argus. Tummos' who’s Tummos? Who wonld 
you speak with, fnend** 

Rohm, (^Without.) With young master's vather- 
in-law, that mun be, Jldaster Hardguts. 

Argus. And what’s your business with Master 
Hardguts 

Room. ( Without.) Whv, young mistress is come 
out o’ the country to see brother’s wife that mun be, 
that’s all 

Argus. Odso * the ’squire’s sister ; I’m sorry I 
made her wait so long. 

SccNL III . — A Chamber. 

Enter Argus introdwwy Rovcwili in woman*s 
clothes, followed by RodIN, as a clown. 

Argus. Save von, fair lady, yon’re welcome to 
town. (Rovewell curtseys ) A very modest maiden, 
trnlv. How long have you been In town ^ 

Robin, Why, an hour and a bit or so ; we just 
put up horses at King’s Arms yonder, and stayed a 
cram to zee poor things feed, for your London 
ostlers give little enough to poor beasts , an’ you 
stood not bv ’eiq younrel, and zee ’em fed, ns soon 
as your baok’s tamed, adod ' they’ll cheat you afore 
yoor face. 

Aigus. Why, how now, Glodpate? are you to 
speak before your mistress, and with your bat on, 
too ? Is that your country breeding? 

Jio6in. Why, an’ ’tis on. His on ; an’ ’tis ofl*, ’tis 
off. what cares Tommos for yoor false-hearted 
London oompliments? An’ you’d have an answer 
from yemg mistress, yon man look to Tummos; for 
she’s so main bashfoi, she never speaks one word 



SOBNB S.] THS CONTRIYANCBS. M 


but her prejere, and thoe’n io loftly that nobedj 
can bear her. 

Argus, I like her the better for that ; ailence ia a 
heavenly virtne in a woman, bat very rare to be 
found in this wicked place. Have yon seen yonr 
brother, pretty lady, since yon came to town? 
(RoveioeU curtseys.) Ob! miracnlons modesty! 
wbnld all women were thus ! Can’t yon speak, ma- 
dam? ^RoveweU curtseys again.) , 

Rohm. An’ yon get a word from her, ’tis more 
nor she has spoken to ns these fourscore and seven 
long miles; but young mistress will prate fast 
enough, an* you set her among your women volk. 

Afgus. Say’st thou so, honest fellow? I’ll send 
her to those that have tongue enough. I’ll warrant 
you. Here, Betty! 

Enter Betty. 

Take this young lady to my daughter; ’tis ’Squire 
Cuckoo’s sister; and, d’ye hear? make much of her, 
I charge you. 

Betty. Yes, sir. Please to follow me, madam. 

Rove, (^Aside to Rofnn.) Now, you rogue, for a‘ 
lie an hour and a half long, to keen the old felloy 
in suspense. {Exit with Betty. 

/foorn. Well, master, don’t you think my mistress 
a dainty young woman? She’s wonderfully bemired 
in our country ftir her shapes. 

Argus, Oh ! she’s a fine creature, indeed ! But 
where’s the ’squire, honest friend ? • 

Robin, Why, one cannot find a man out in this 
same l^ndonsliire, there are so many taverns and 
chockling-housen ; you may as well seek a needle 
in a bay fardel, as they say’n i’ the country. I was 
at ’squire’s lodging yonder, and there was nobody 
but a prate-apace whoreson of a foot-boy, and he 
told me maister was at chock ling-house, and all the 
white the vixen did nothing but taunt and laugh at 
me : Mod! I could have found in iny heart to mivo 
gi’n him a good wliirrit in the chops. So I went to 
one chockling-house, and t’other chockling-house, 
till I was quite weary ; and I could see nothing but 
a many people supping hot soppings, and reading 
your gazing papers : we had much ado to find out 
your worship's bouse; the vixen boys set us o’ thic 
aide, and that side, till we were almost quite lost; 
u’ it were not for an honest fellow that knowed 
your worsh^, and set us i* the right way, ^ 

Argus. ’Tis pity they should use strangers so; 
but as to your young mistress, does she never 
apeak? 

Robin, Adod! sir, never to a mon; why, she 
wo’iiot speak to her own father, she’s so main 
bashful. 

Argus. That’s strange, indeed ! But how does 
my friend, Sir Roger? he’s well, 1 hope. 

Robin. Hearty still, sir. He has drunk down six 
fox-hunters sin last Lammas. He nolds his old 
coarse still ; twenty pipes a-day, a cup of mum in 
the morning, a tankard of ale at noon, and three 
bottles of stingo at night. Tho same mon now he 
was thirty years ago ; and young ’squire Yedward 
is just come from "varsity : he’s mainly growed siu 
you saw him ; he’s a fine, proper, tall gentleman 
now ; why, he’s near upon as tall as you or I, man. 

Argus, Good now, good now ! But wooldst drink, 
honest friend? 

jRobtn. 1 don’t care an’ 1 do, a bit or so ; for, to 
say truth. I’m mortal dry. 

Argus, Here, John ! 

. Enter a Servant, 

Take this honest fellow down, and make him wel- 
come. When your mistress is ready to go, we’ll 
call you. 

Bobm. Ah! pray, take oare and make much of 
me, for I am abitter honest fellow, and vou did bnt 
know me. [E*i# witk Serv, 


^rmis. These ooaiitrr fellows ere vmf UntM 
very honest. I would fain hear bis mistress talk* 
Hd said she’d find her tongue when she was onee 
amongst those of her own sex. I’ll go listen Ibr 
once, and hear what the young tits have to say to 
one another, ^ [JRjrif. 

Bfi/erRov EWELL, Aretiiusa, and Betty. 

Rove, Dear Aretbusa, delay not the time thus; 
your fgther will certainly come in and surprise us. 

Betty, Let us make hay while the sun shines, 
madam : I long to be out of this prison. 

Are, So do I ; but not on the Captain’s condi- 
tions, to be his prisoner for life. 

^ Rove. I shall run mad if you trifle thus: name 
your conditions ; 1 sign my consent before-hand. 
( Kisses her.) 

Are, Indeed, Captain, I’m afraid to trust you. 

AIR.— Arethusa. 

Cease to persuade, 

Nor say you love sincerely; 

When you’ve betray’d. 

You It treat me most severely, 

Andmfiy whaUonce you did pursue. * 

Hapay the fair 
* who ne’er believes you; 

But gives despair. 

Or ehte deceives you. 

And learns inconstancy from you, 

Rou.*Unkind Arethusa! I little expected But 
usage from you. 

AIR.— Rovewell. 

When did you see 
Any falsehood in me, 

That tints you unkindly suspect me? 

J^eak, speak your mind; 

For J fear you’re inclin’d, 
in jptte of my truth, to r^ect me, 

E it must be so. 

To the wars / wiU go. 

Where danger my passion shall smother; 

I’d rather perish there 
Thau linger in despair. 

Or see you in the arms of another. 

Enter Argus behind. 

Aryus. So, so ; this is as it should be; they aro 
aa gracious as can be already. How the young tit 
smuggles her ! Adod ! she kisses with a hearty good 
will. (Aside.) 

Are. 1 must ooDfess, Captain, I am half inclined 
to believe you. 

Argus. Captain 1 how’s this? bless my ejresigbt! 
I know the villain now ; but I’ll be even with him. 
(Aside.) 

Betty. Dear madam, don’t trifle so ; the parson’a 
at the very next door, von’ll be tacked together in 
an instant ; and then I’ll trust you to come book to 
your cage again, if yon can do it with a aafe oon- 
soienoe. 

Argus. Heijp’s a treacherons jade! but I’ll do 
yonr bnainess for you, Mrs. Jeaaoel. (Asids.) 

Betty. Consider, madam, what a life yon load 
here; what a jealous, ill-natured, watoldia^ oovet- 
ous, barbarous, old ouff of a father yon havo'to deal 
with! What a glorious of^Ttauity thu is, and 
what a sad, sad, very s^ thing it ia to die a maid ! 

If that jade die a maid, I’ll die a martyr. 

Betty. In abort, madam,4f yon stay muoh loom» 
yqn may repent it in every vein in yonr heart The 
oM hnuk will undoubtedly pop in upon ua anddia* 
dovor all, and then we’re undone for ovoi^ 
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' dfjm» Yoii ttwy go to the detil for erer, MIf . 
loi^Moiioe. (AtidB.) 
ifroi Well, Captuii. if yon shoold deoeiro 
Boob* If I do, may neaven — 

Atb* Nay, no swearing, Captai^fot;, fear yon 
•hoald prove like the rest of your mMl 
Boob, How can yon doubt me, Arethusa, when 
you know how mnch I love youl 
Argus. A wheedling dogl But I’ll spoil his 
sport, anon. {Asids.) . 

Baty, Come, oome away, dear madam. I^ have 
the jewels : but stay, I’ll go first and see if the 
coast be clear. 

.drills. (Meeting her,) Where are you going, 
pretty maiden? 

Beiiy. Only do — do— do— down stairs, air. 
Argus. And what hast thou got there, child? 
JiBtfp. Nothing but pi — pi— pi — ^pina, sir. 

Argus. Here, give me the pins, and do yon go to 
h— , Mrs. Minx. D’ye bear? out of my bouse this 
moment. [ExU Betty,] These are vour chamber 
jades, forsooth. O temporal O mores! What an age 
IS this ! Get you in, forsooth ; I’ll talk with yon 
anon. [Exit Arethusa.'X So, Captain, are those your 
regimental clothes? I’ll assure you they become 
yon mit’htily. If you did but see yourself now, how 
mnch like a hero you look! Eccesignvm! Ha, 
ha, ha! 

Booe. Blood and fury ! slop your grinning, or I’ll 
stretch your mouth with a vengeance. 

Argus, Nay, nay. Captain Belswagger, if you’re 
BO passionate, ’tis high time to call aid an^ assist- 
ance. .Here, Richard, Thomas, John! help me to 
lay hold of this fellow. You have no sword now, 
Captain } no sword; d’ye mark me? 

Enter Servants and RoBIN. 
llo6m. But I have a pistol, sir, at your service. 
(pulls out a pistol,) 

Argus. On Lord! nh Lord! 

Rove. And I’ll unload it in your breast, if you 
stir one step after me. 

Argus. A bloody-minded doa ! But lay hold on 
that rogue there, that country cneat. 

Robin, See here, gentlemen, are two little bull- 
dogs of the same breed; (presenting two pistols) 
iheyare wonderful scourers of the brain; so that 
if you offer to molest or follow me— yon understand 
me, gentlemen; you understand me. 

[JErif with Rovewell, 

1 Serv, Yog, yes, we understand you, with a 
plague! 

2 Serv. The devil go with ’em, I say. 

Atgus. Ay, ay, good l^e to yon, in the devil’s 
name. A terrible dog ! W bat a fright he has pot 
me in ! I sha’n’t be myself this month. And yon, 
je cowardly rascals, to stand by and see my life in 
danger ; get out, ye slaves ; out of my house, 1 say. 
I’ll put an end to all this ; for I’ll not have a ser- 
vant in tlie house. I’ll carry all the keys in my 
poeket, and never sleep more. What a murdering 
•on of a w— this is ! But I’ll prevent him ; for 
tO*morrow she shall be married certainly, and then 
my furious gentleman can have no hopes left. A 
Jezabel! to have a red-coat without any money! 
Had be hut money, if he want seuse, manners, 
or even manhood itself, it mattered not a pin ; but 
Co want money is the devil. Well, I’ll secure her 
under look and key till to-morrow ; and if her hus- 
band can’t keep her from captain-hunting, e’en let 
her bring him home a fresh'pair of horns every time 
goes out upon the cfaaoe. 

Scene IV.— A Chamber. 

AKfijSmiTBA diseovered, sitting melancholy on a couch, 
AIR.— Arethusa. 
i)k/ leave me to complain 
« ' My loss of liberty; 


MorBioee more he free. 

Oh! emd, cruel/ate! 

Whcd joy can I receive. 

When in the arms of one I hate, 

Fm doom'd, alas! to Uve? 

Ye pitying pow'rs above, 

STAaf see mu souVs dismay, 

Or brmg me bach the man Ilove, 

Or tm my life away. 

Enter Abous. 

Argus. So, lady, you’re welcome home! See, 
how the pretty turtle sits moaning the loss of her 
mate! What, not a word, Thusy? not a word, 
child ? Come, oome, don’t be in the dumps now, 
and I’ll fetch the Captain, or the ’squire’s sister ; 
perhaps they may make it prattle a bit. Ah! nn- 
eraciotts girl! Is all my care oome to this? Is this 
the gratitude you shew your uncle’s memory, to 
throw away what he had bustled so hard for at so 
fmad a rate? Did be leave you twelve thousand 
pounds, think you, to make you no better than a 
soldier’s trull r to follow a camp? to carry a knap- 
sack ? This is what you’d have, mistress, is it not? 

Are, This, and ten thonsand times worse, were 
better with the man I love, than to be chained to 
the nauseous embraces of one 1 bate. , 

' Argus, A very dntiful lady, indeed! I’ll make 
yoD sing another song to-morrow ; and till then, I’ll 
leave you m salna atstodia, to consider. B’ye, 
Thusy! 

Are, How barbarous is the oovetonsness and 
caution of ill-natured parents ! They toil for estates 
with a view to make posterity happy ; and then, by 
a mistaken prndenoe, they match us to our aversion. 
But I am resolved not to suffer tamely, however : 
they shall see, though my body’s weak, my resoln- 
tion’s strong ; and 1 may yet find spirit enongli to 
plague them. 

AIR.— Arethusa. 

Sooner than Fll my love forego. 

And lose the man I prize, 

FU bravely combat evry woe. 

Or fall a sacrifice. 

Nor bolts nor bars shall me control, 

0 I death and danger dare ; 

Restraint hut fires the active soul. 

The window now shall^my gate, . 

Fll eUher fall or fiy; 

Before Fll hve with him I hate. 

For him / love i 'll die, [JSril. 

Scene V.—The Street. 

Enter Rovewell and Boy. 

Boy, Sir, sir, I want to speak with you. 

Rove. Is yonr mistress locked up, say you? 

Boy. Yes, sir; and Betty’s turned away, and all 
the men-servants ; and there’s no living son! in the 
house but our old cook-maid, and I, and my master, 
and Mrs. Thnsy ; and she cries, and orjes her eyes 
out almost. 

Rove, Oh! the tormenting news ! But if the gar- 
rison be BO weak, the oasUe may be the sooner 
stormed. How did you get out ? 

Boy. Tbrongb the kitchen-window, sir. 

Rove. Shew me the window presently. 

Boy. Alack-a day ! it won’t do, sir. That plot 
won’t take. 

Rove, Why, sirrah? 

Boy. You are something too big, sir. 

Rove. I’ll t^ that, however. 

Boy. Indeed, sir, you can’t get yonr leg in hat 
I could put you in a way. 

Rove. How, dear boy ? 
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Bov. I Mm land %#j <(f Mm. nmjH 

bhamber; if yon can MMWatogiotiatnwa iMNiia: 
bnt yoa maat be eara td let my mutreaa ottU 

Save. How oonldft then get iti Tbit ii alieoat a 
miracle. 

Soy. I picked it oot of my maater’a ooat-pboket 
this momiQgi air, aa I waa a-bnubinghim. 

Hove. That’a my boy! Tbere*s money for yoa. 
Thia child wiH oome 1 o good in time. 

Boy. My maater will miaa me, air; I moat oo; 
bot I wiab yoa good lock. [Bm. 


Arethuba ifipaara «l ike iiwulow obooe. 

BUETT^Rovbwell and Arcthcba. 

Ror. Make hatie and away, my only door ; 

Make haete, and aeoay, amay! 

For att aiihe gaie, 

Four true loner does waiif 
And Jpr*ythee, make no delay. 

Are. Oh! how shall / steal away, mu love? , 

Oh f how shall I steal awayf 
My daddy is near, • 

And I dare not, I fear; 

Pray, come, then, another day. 

Ror. Oh! this is the only day, my life; 

Oh ! this is the only day. 
m draw him aside, < 

While you throw tke gates wide. 

And then you may steal away. 

Are. Then, pr*ythee, make no delay, my dear ; 

Then, pr'ythee, make no delay: 

We*ll serve him a trick; 

For rU elm tn the ntck. 

And untn my tt ite love away, 

Cbo. Oh! CuM, hefriend a loving pair; 

Oh! Cupid, hrfriend us, we pray. 

May our stratagem take. 

For thine own sweet sake; 

Andj amen! let all true lovers say. 

Arethuea. 


Enter Robin, ^hsgvised as a lawyer, and Soldiersm 

Stdrin, So, my bearta of oak, are yoa all ready ^ 
Sold, Yea, an't pleaae your honour. • 

Rove. You know your cue, then , to }oar posts. 
{They retire to a corner of the stage; Robin knocks 
smartly at the door.) 

Robin. What, are yoa all asleep, or dead in the 
house, that you can’t near? 


Enter ARGUS. 


Armu, Sir, yoa are very hasty, metbinks. 

Rooin. Sir, my businesa requires haste. 

Argus, Sir, yoa had bettei make haste aboat it, 
for I know no businesa you have here. 

Robm, Sir, I am come to talk with you on an 
affair of consequence. 

Argus, Sir, 1 don't love talking; I know 30a 
not; and, consequently, can have no aft'aiis with 


yon. • 

Bo6m. Sir, not know me? 

Arm. Sir, 'tis enough for me to know myself. 

Jtooin. A d — d thwarting old dog this same. 
(Aside.) Sir, 1 live but just in the next street. 

Argus. Sir, if yoa lived at Jamaica, 'tis the same 
thing to me. 

Jtobm. I find coaxing Won’t do. T roost change my 
note, or I shall never ankeonel the old fox. ( Aside , ) 
‘Well, Mr. ^^aa, there’s no harm done, so take 
year leave of three thousand pounds. You have 
enough of yoar own already. (6on^.) 

Ar^ua. How! three Uioniand pounds! I moat 
inquiro into this. (Aside.) Sir, a word with you. 


tRoHa.8b<,I|mMliiDgtOMytoy)^ ISMfc 
you to be aprodoBt peno%1bat knew tbkigdm kf 
oAmey, and bow to unproee it ; bat I find » da- 
oeived. 

Argus, Sir, I hope you’ll excuse my mdenesB; 
but, you kttcii^ a man cannot be too oantioua. 

Boom. Sir, that’i true, and therefore I exonse 
you ; bnt I’d take auoh treatment from no man m 
Bndand besides yourself. 

Allies. Sir, I beg your pardon; bnt to the baai- 


Robin, ‘Why, thus it is : a spendthrift yooim fel- 
low is galloping through a plentiful fortune ; 1 nave 
lent two thousand pounds upon it already ; and if 
yen'll advance an equivalent, we'll foremose the 
whole estate, and share it between us ; for I know 
he can never redeem it. 

Argus. A very iudioioas mao ; I’m soiry 1 af- 
fronted him. {Aside.) Bnt how is this to be done? 

Robin. Very easily, sir. A word in year ear; a 
little more this way. {Draws Argus aside; ike Sol- 
diets get between km and the door.) 

Araus, But the title, sir, the title? 

Room. Do yon doubt my veracity? 

Arytft. Not in Ibe least, sir; but oqg cannot be 
too bures • 

Bobt/i. That’s very true, sir; and, therefore. I’ll 
make sure of you now 1 have you. 

[/fobrn tups up hts heelt; the Soldiere blind- 
fold andaag him, and stand over him; wkUe 
RoveweU carries ojf Arethusa ; after which 
they leave hm, he making a great noise. 


Enter Mob, 

All. What’s the matter 1 what’s the matter? 
(They ungag him,) 

Aratfj. Oh' neighboars, I’m robbed and nnir- 
dered, ruined, and undone for e%er. 

1 Mob, Wb3 , what’s the matter, master ? 

At gun. There’s a whole legion of thieves in the 
house , they gagged and blindfolded me, and offered 
forty naked swords at my breast. I beg of you to 
assist me, or they’ll strip the house in a minute. 

2 Mob. Fort> drawn swords, say vou, sir? 

Argus. A>, and more, I think, oumj conscience. 

2 Mob. Then look 30U, sir, I'm a married man, 

and have a large faiuiU , 1 would not venture amongst 
such a parcel of blood-thirsty rogues for the world ; 
but, if you please. I’ll run and call a constable. 

All, Ay. ay, call a constable, call a constable. 

Argus. 1 sha'n’t have a penny left, if we st^ for 
a ronstable. I am bat one roan, and, as old as 1 am. 
I’ll lead the way, if you’ll follow me. [Exit, 

AH. Ay, ay ; in, in ; follow, follow ; haag»l 

1 Mob. Pry thee, Jaok, do yoa go in, if you como 
to that. 

A Mob. I go in ! what ahoold I go in for? I have 
lost nothing. 

Woman. What, nobo^ to help the poor old 

f entleman? odsbobs' il 1 were a man lo follow 
im myself. 

kMob. Why don’t yoo, then'' What ocoaiion- 
ableness have I to be killed for lum or yoa either? 


LiKer Robin, as constable. 

AIL Here’s Mr. Constable, here’s Mr, CoBStuble. 
Robin, Silence, in the king’s name. 

All, Ay, silence, silence. 

Robin, What’s the meaning of this riot? Who 
makes all this disturbance ? 

I Mob. I’ll tell you, Mr. Constable-^ 

3 Afob. An’t please your worship, let me weak. 
Robin, Ay, this man talks like a mao of parts. 
What’s the matter, friend? 

3 Mob. An’t please yonr noble worshfo’s honour 
end glory* we are his majesty’s liege snUgoots, and 






t» fc||l«d by thi 0 VRtti, who ore vow in hii^Mh 
to Hb nmoborotioa of abboo forty, tm\ pkaae fwlr 
wojwipy all ooBipIbely omod with powdor ood 
im)I, baelG4woi<do, piotolii bayonets, and bliuideir<* 


Itflbifk B ot what is to be dohe in this eso^ 
ZMab, wpy.aa’t please} oar worsiffpr Wiring 
your nobk Immw to be the kinjg*s mmesty’s noble J 
offloer of thisflboe, we tbooght ’twas best yoof J 
lionoar sfaonMiioine and terrify these rogoes awa; 
with year noble aatbonty. 

Boocn. WoH paid, very well said, indeed. Ceii- 
tlemen, I mm the king's ofiicer, and 1 oommand yon, 
in the kUig;,’s nappe, to aid and assistme to oal^ those 
rognes ont of the honse. Who's within there* 1 
charge jjfon opmd ogt u the king's name, and com- 
mit totSaenies tomnr royal aatbonty, 

2 Jfbb. This i^ the gentleman that was killed, 
an’t plelbe yonr iforabip. 

» Bnler jtKGirs. 

Argus. Oh* nefgfaboars, I’m rained aai undone 
for OTer. They haTe taken away all thatti dear to 
me in the world. 

1 Jfoft, That’s bis money; ’tis a sad covetoos 
dog. 

Bokn. Why, what’s the matter* What hare 
they dene* • 

4iwitf, Oh * ihey hare taken my child from roe, 
my llinsy * : ^ 

Bobm. Good lack ’ 

8 Jfbft. Marry come np, what ralnation oan she 
be* Bat hare they taken nothing else? 

Argus. Woald they bad stripped my honse of 
orery penny wortli, so they had Im my child. 

1 mob. That’s a lie, 1 beliere , for he lores his 
money more than bis seal, and woold sooner part 
With that than a gtpat. 

4ywus. This is file Captain s doings , bat I’ll 
hare uim hanged. 

Bobm, But where are the thieves* 

Argus. Gone, gone, be 3 ond all hopes of pnrsait. 

2 Mob. What, are they aonc 7 Then, come, neigh- 
bonrs, let’s go in, and kill every mother s child of 
them 

Bobm. Hold, I charge yoo to commit no mor- 
der , follow me, and we’ll apprehend them. 

Argm. Go. rillams, cowards, scooodrels, or, I 
shsnsnspeot yon are the thieves that mean to rob 
me of What is yet leli. How brave yon are, now all 
the danger’s over * Oh ' sirrah, you dog ' {lookmg 
sd Bobm) yon are that rogoe, Robin, the Captain’s 
man. Seme him, neighboars, seize him * 

Bobm. {Asuls ) 1 don’t care what you do, for the 
yob’s over, 1 see my master ooming. 

Argw. yHsu don’t you seize him, I say 7 
1 MoM iNffiAre, we have lost teg mach time abottt 
gn old fool ilready. 


boosewii 



, Ilipnl. 

.. ai, bwal Mid 

__ 

*r*\BiSfss: 

AtBTHOBA, mid 

Mhetti Oh» 
r^vg neen fiiee 
(gdininy. 
ooii^y IB not 

ibo*! year hasband, 
Cbdim«-*Oat of my 
fif iin|raoiaaB wfbbl , 111 go make my 
this yjj^stsnt. And yw bow dare 

yon look me in the face alter «1 tmaTK’ll hare yoa 
banged, sirrah , I will so. 

Uearjig. Oh,fia! brother AigtKjjjiMatB yonr 
passion. It ill becomes the filbiidfhlni3mra Ned 
Worthy, to vilify and alTroiit hb oirmiild, and 
for no other erfane than improrttig tUfc fjitodsbip 
which has ever wen between ns, 

ArguSk Ha' my dear friend alive' I biard thon 
wert dead in the Indies. And is that thy aoot and 
my godson, too, if I am not miatakao* 

Bemig. The very same the last and beat re- 
mains of onr family , forced by my wife’s cruelty, 
and my absence, to the army. My wife is since 
dead, and the son she had by herWmer hasband, 
who she intended to heir my estate , but fsrtune 
- ‘ after 


anew me net, till i jnst new disootefod myself to 
him and yonr fair daughter, who 1 will make him 
deserve by thirty thousand pounds, which I brought 
from India, besides what real estate I may leave 
at my death. 

Arpiu. And to match thaiptMId boy, my daughter 
shall hare every penny of ndne, besides her ancle’s 
legacy. Ah ' you young rogue, hod I known you, I 
would not have used you so roof^ly. However, 
since yoo have won my girl so bravely, take her, 
and welcome. But yon roust excuse afl faults the 
old man meant all for the best, yon must not be 
angry. 

^ove. Sir, on the contrary, we ooght to beg yonr 
pardon for the many disquiets we have given you, 
and wi/h vour pardon, we crave your blessing. 
( They kneel ) 

Argu*. You have it, children, with all my heart. 
Adod ' 1 am so transported, I don’t know whether 
I walk or fly. 

Are May your joy be eveilutilig* 

DUETT —Rovlwell and Arenioba. 

Ihus fondly carewng. 

My ulol, my treasurs, 

How great is the blestmg ' 

How sweet u thepisasmrsf 
With joy I behtdd thee. 

And doat on thy charms; 

7A«|| whde I enfold thee. 

Pm h a mm m my arms. [Exsunt. 
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ACT I. • 

Sg£N« l^A Chamber in the Palace. 
Ater Birero and Alinda. 
Ahada. I winder not you should inspect 


Jj tbu struge ottoe had you bnt enjoin’d me, 
rant out the snn ten times nis annual roundn, 
all my life on poise, or with coarse weeds 
Obsoore the little naoo which nature’s hand 
Iw lent my ontside, then, without a wherefore, 
(Fcom the medt hnnibleness of level bear voo.) 
MTdbadioioewoaldUvthBtMi’Ai 

xhrms. Sweet impatience, 

SoMwtb thi4 oontraoted brow— 

A&mIs. Bat to commend ‘ 

To MIT other woman tboee fond vowa 
1 hop a to own nnpartner’^ is it less 
Than to emiMt my tongoelnborn'd. should plead 
Amei^e dearest interest of my life. 

And make me earnest for my own ondoing? 

Bwenoo Mat I agam odl down the saints t 
witness, 

That for oonreideiioe oidy, not Oroin lore, 
laeaktowedthepnpaMMT M/anbiUon 
Aum at the oioorn, hor dower, were that bnd 
gem • 

Hair’d bj a pigmy, the moor mwk of tight. 


By idiot drawling, and a slirew’s perverseness. 

No less shonld 1 desire it# If I prower. 

My heart, as ever, shall be thme; ana hers. 

The doll legitimate languor of the hnsbend* 

• Abada. But when to royal stale Sophia joins 
Such rare endowments, as make doobtfal sbrifo 
’Twixt nature s gifts a^ fortune’s , can 1 hi^ 
More than some gratefnl note from memory. 

How mncli Alinda lov’d yon? 

Btreao, Tmst me, lair one. 

Beauty’s degrees are in the lover s fancy. 

Not in a scal’d perfection. Varying natore ^ 
Has Imeaments for every appetite . 

Not her arch’d brow, nor stature Janwdiko, 

Her crisped treSaes span Irom hnest gold. 

Nor the intelligent lustre of her eye. 

To me ha\ e half such charms as thy soft mien. 

The pure oaipation of thy dimpling cheek. 

And unassanung sweet umplioity. 

Bnt bast thou urg’d my snitl 
Ahmda. hpite m oniselves. 

The tome intemrets from the abnndant kotrt. 
Birenov hasge mling rH my thought, 

Coold I DO silent on a theme so lov’dl 
Bbreno. And how does she roceivw the gentle 
Isle? 

Alwdba^Somet lm es sho ehUaSp and sosmtimes 

Bnt that she knows nob lavish praise 

Might U.t . hairtnuhlliaply. 


TBIEMW OF liQBIBABBY, 


mfi. 


- Tbe sober preferenoe of an homble maid, 

Who eaiuiot faepo Co call jon boca^ honoor. i 
TbfD aritfa diseroetost lessons will she school me. 
To iptard my breast ’gainst love ; forgetting stills. 
How mncih she wants the counsel she bestows. 


Does she then love? 

, She never told me so ; 

But aims far more sig^ifioant than speech 
Beveal it hourly. 

Bireno, l/et me know my rival, 

Though my foreboding heart already whispers 
It must be Paladore. * 

Alinda, Oh! rightly guess’d: 

Her love for him makes her unjust to y<m. 

Bireno, Curses o’ertake him ! Near bis bri^ter 
fires 

Mv star shines dimly ; I was wonder’d at. 

Till this new meteor shot across men’s eyes. 

And drew all ga/c to follow. At our tournaments 
He foils me like a novice ; in grave council 
I prate uninark’d, while hoary heads bow down 
III reverence to bis weighty utlerance; 

And thus the upstart heresy of optni6n 

Buns on this sinooth impostor. ^ By what si^s 

Take you this note of her afl'ectioii towards him? 

Aluida. By such we women deem infallible. 

If unexpeotedly she hear him nam^, c* 

Sweet aisooinposiire seizes all her frame; 
SuflTasion, softer than Aurora’s blush. 

Spreads o’er her beauteous cheek. If she expect 
His presence at tbe court, studious to please. 
Beyond her wonted elegance of dress. 

With nicer care she counsels at her gloss, 

. To make the daintiest workmanship of natui'e 
By ornament m#re winning. 

Birentt, Indications 

That speak, and-slirewdly ;yet their vanity 
To catch the flattery of the fool they scorn. 

Will bait such hooks as these. Have you no proof 
More unequivocal? 

AUnda. What would you more ? 

We reason from ourselves j looking within. 

We find in our own breasts the according springs 
Of motions similar: when first I lov’d, 

So did 1 wish to please, so doubt my power. 

Yet more than this ; her eye still follows him. 

And when the unwelcome hour of parting comes. 
The cheeiful flame that lighted up her countenance 
Expires; sighs heave, and a soft silent tear 
Steals down her check. 

Bireno. Enough, I’m satisfied 
Sbo loves him, and tho frost of my reoeption 
Conspires in proof. Now, then, my best Aliuda, 
You must assist me; on this single push 
Hang all my fortunes. If my rival wed her. 
Farewell hopes, iny country — 

AUnda, How! your country? 

A vdantary exile’for the loss 
Of one you swear you love not? 

Bireno* My possessions, * 

Tbe means of pleasure to my thriftless yonth. 
Moulder in confiscation; thus my dakedom, 

My royal ancestry, and rank in the state, 

Sb scantily supported, will bat mock me. 

A marriage witli the princess would heal all. 

Bot if I ml, 1 will not stay to see 
Upstarts made rich by my inheritanoo^ 

Nor tbe proad finger of the slave 1 scorn 
Point at the princely beggar. 

Alinda, Oh ! good heaven ! 

Devise, command — Can my best industry 
FfOviaU this ruin? Tell me but tbe meaM, 

And bid me fly. 

IKNmo. No more of jealousy; 

But with ypliance dext’rous call her thooghts 



By saoh ooafetetfo aUv Uiaii oonld be won 

And all the Ibrvoar ollei|ii[lient love. 

Alinda, Bntsboold t^fi^l 
Bireno. I’ll spread a finer snare, 

Subtle as fabled Vulcan forg’d in Lemnos, 

To enmesh them : tby soft mad, my dear Alindn» 
Must help to hold the toils. 

Alinda, But see, she comes ; 

The king, too, and her lover. 

Bireno, I’ll retire, - 

And seek thee presently : rivet thine ear 
Meantime to what they utter: tby report 
Shall somewhat shape my course. High-flighted 
fool ! 

Check thy bold soaring, else my hot revenge 
Shall lueit thy waxen ]^umes, and hurl thee down 
To a devouring sea that roars beneath thee. 

[Bxif. Alinda roHretm 

Enter the KiNO, PRINCESS, PaladoRE, and 
Attendants, 

JLiag* Yon shall no more, Sophia, to the 
chase ; 

This morning’s danger makes my blood run odd* 
Had not thy well-sped lance, brave Paladore, 
Pierc’d the huge boar that gor’d her foaming 
horse. 

These eyes, now rais’d in thanks to heaven and 
thee, 

Had wept her lifeless. 

Paladore, Ever prais’d be fortune, 

Tliat plac’d me near her ! Since a common feat 
That daily dyes our weapons, thus ennobled 
By bless^ conjunction with her preoioua safety^ 

I would not change for the best garland won 
By Ciesar’s conquering sword* 

Princess. We are not nio# 

111 dangers imminent to choose the means 
Of oar deliverance ; yet, believe me, sir, 

IVTorc than for Ufe preserv'd, T tbank tbe chance 
Thai made you my preserver. Th’ unwelcome 
liana 

Rendering us service, like sbRr|> frost in sunshine. 
Chills the fiesli blossom of our gratitude, 

^Vbicli else niicheck’d would pnt forth all its 
^swcplncss, 

Kutg,'l have much serious matter for your ear: 

(To PaUalore,} 

Our helms must be lac’d close, our swords new 

Gainst fiercer foes than these rude foresters, 

That make us sport with peril. 

Paladore. By my life, 

IMy cruel heart beats high to give It welcome; 

For virtue’s test is action. 

Atfu/. Thus my paper : 

(Brief its contents, but fearfol) Bnrgnndj, 

Stung by refusal of my daughter’s love, 

•Stirs up commotion ’gainst our kingdom’s peace ; ' 
And soon the golden grain of Lombardy 
Shall be trod down beneath the furious heel 
Of peasants cas’d in iron. 

Princess. Heaven avert it ! 

For, sure, ’twere better I had ne’er been bom. 

Than live tbe iatal cause why war’s rude blast 
Disturb’d the quiet of my father’s age. 

Which soft repose should foster. Tho griev’d 

J ieople 

e your gentleness, that did not bend 
My heart to this obedience; and your virtue. 

Seen through th’ unwelcome colour of the event. 
For reverence find upbraiding. 

Kina. No, Sophia, 

I would not violate^the meanest right 
Of my least subject, for tbe fear or promise 


SOEKB 1.] 

Of any iff o«. |a 
(Sweet, dnteoo^. 


UkW OF 

[.s^teigliter, 
bora ftee and rayal,) 


Less charter’d Tram oppiession than a "stranger ? 

A sdf-invited wooer here he sojourn’d, 

To thrive an your qiproving gave him license : 

I fed him not with promise, you with hope. 

Nor shall audacious menace ere extort 
What courtesy denied him. 

Paladore^ 1o his teeth 

Hurl your deKanoe, King; ’lis proud to threaten. 
But baseness to be aw’d by it. From my breast 
I’d tear these hollow’d symbols, give this steel 
To be a baby’s play-tliing, could my heart, 

' Distrustful of the event, forbode one fear. 

To cast black prosage on a cause so noble. 

King. Thou gem of Britain ! Dear in my es- 
teem 

As wert thou native here, be Pavia’s shield. 

Her pride, her pillar; yes, our hardy tiles, 

Led on by thee, shall (trive the boaster back. 

To mourn at home his ballled preparations. 
PaUtdore, Oh ! would the fortune of this glorious 
strife • 

, Hung on my arm alone ! . 

King, Our daughter’s hand * 

Is destin’d for a prinoo who draws his blood 
From tbe same source as mine, our kingdom’s 
bcir, 

^id nut this sweet prevention stand between,) 

To bless Bireno with two mutclilesb gifts, • 

Her beauty and a royal iliadeni. 

Princess. Uireiio, sir ! 

King, Even he, 1 know his worth — 

But is there poison in iiiy kinsman’s name ? 

It pales tbe uealthful vermeil of your cheek. 

Dims your bright eye, and veils }our wonted 
smiles. 

Princess, Alas! I cai< not speak. 

King, Why, then, hereafter 
Will better suit this subject. Sir, farewell ! 

We sliall expect your aid to counsel with us, 

What present mounds our wisdom best may raise 
’Oainst this loud torrent that at distance roars. 

Ere it rush down to spread its ruin round us. 

[ Exit, 

Princess, Oh! stay, and hear inc now. Alas! 
he’s gone 

Who smiles on me, and kills me; bids my heart 
Be traitor to itself, yet with soft words * 

Fetters my tongue, which, free, would boldly 
answer : 

Such kindness but destroys me. 

Puladore, My soul’s idol, 

I was, indeed, presumptuous to believe 
These humble arms were destin’d to enfold 
So vast a treasure, yet aspiring love 
H^es things impossible. 

Princess. Birono! He! 

I’d rather waste my life in singleness ; 

Like the pale votarist, pour faint orisons 
At tbe cold shrines of senseless marble saints. 

And wear the eternal pavement with my knees. 
Than at tbe sacred altar load my soul 
With holy perjaries, to love tbe man, 

At whose ^ajpproach my heart ala^’d shrinks 

While thonglit oonfirms instinctive nature’s bale. 
Paladore, See, like a haughty conqueror he 
comes ^ 

Pleasure and pride on liis exulting brow 
At distance speak bis triumph. 

Princess, Arm me, disdain, 

To meet the bold intrnder. Gentle Paladore, 

'Tis thus thy rival wooes me. Courtship’s season 
Is the short date of woman’s sovereignty. 

For liberty, we have but in exchange 
The little tribute of a lover's sighs, 

His bumble seeming, and soft courtesy ; 


I^MBARDY. t 

Vet these, he thinks too rich a saorifioe. 

And owns no advocate but pride iulove« 

* Enter Bireno. 

Bireno, Confirm’d, fair princess, by the king’s 
command 

You sec me here a joyful visitant. 

’Tis not unknown why warlike Burgundy, 

Spreading his hostile banners to the wind. 

Makes sword and fire bis dreadful harbingers. 
Pnincess, The cause I have heard : but on. 
Pa/odure. Down, swelling heart! ^ {Aside,) 
Bireno, Your yet uupligUted hand pves to this 
war 

Its edge and colonr ; to remove that prixe 
Beyond the invader’s reach, my sovereign’s wisdom 
Deems the best means to blunt liis hostile sword; 
Therefor^, on inc he deigns — 

Prmcess, 1 understand; 

But have no present ear ior such a theme. 

My father’s goodness left iny choice unforc’d 
Ot one unwelcome suitor; the same justice 
Secures me from compulsion in a second. 

Bireno. And must 1 bear this answer to the 
King? 

Princess. Mjwelf will be my own iiflerpreter. 

And save your trouble. Once more, sir, 1 thank 
•you. [To Paladore, Exit* 

Bireno. Well, go Uiy ways; woman’s epitome I 
Beauteous enigma ! Who would solve you rightly. 
Must thus interpret: make your outward sem- 
blance 

An iiifiex pointing lo its contrary. 

When your smooth polish'd vixors beam in smiles, 
Displeasure’s at your hearts; the moody brow 
Tells inward suti-shine; tears are joy, not sorrow ; 
You soothe where you approve not, and look gall 
When sweet content homes yonr appetites. 

Paladore. These common railings ’gainst that 
gentle sex, 

Denote his humour more who utters them, 

I Than their defect, or any deep conception. 

I But you have chosen a season for hard thoughts. 
Rebukes, and censure; still the chamber’s air 
Winnows her balmy breathing; from our eyes 
Scarce glides her beauteous form, when your dark 
spleen. 

As venotn’d things suck poison from sweet flowers, 
Find matter fur distemper's nourishment. 

And food for calumny in excellence. 

Jiiteuo. Her form, indeed, is fair. 

Paladore, Ay, and her mind 
41 r more can be) more fair, more amiable. 

The never-render'd snow-cold Apennine, 

Is not so free from taint, as from ulVeiice 
Her spotless bosom ; yet has she a tear, 

Healing as haliu for others’ frailties, 

That makes remission heavenly ; sweet persuasion 
Hangs on her words with power ortwular. 

To shame the cynic's chiding. Spirit of truth! 

Sho is thy visible divinity. 

And ’lis thy reverence to pay homage to her. 
Bireno. 'Tis to my wish. {Aside,) I grant her 
well endow'd. 

And in fair seeming most pre-eminent; 

But for thcs&otlier virtues you have nam’d, 

They are of uiflerent climes, and earlier ages ; 

Our Pavia's ladies, cast in earthly moulds, 

They make tbe most of nature’s liberal gifte. 

Put pleasure out to usury, and love 
As ease, convenience, or the momeutswejs them* 
Paladore, You’re pleasant, lord. 

Bireno, No, soberly thy friend. 

Shall 1 be plain! 

Paladore, What call yon your past measure 1 
< Was it ii courtier’s strain! 

Bueno, You love the Princess! 

Paladore, And heaven may be belov’d— • 
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Biretio. Aj, and bpp’d, too ; I 

For heaven has many inansiona, and reoeives, 

Too targe for limitation, all deservera ; t 

But in a lady’s heart, there’s but one place, 

Though many may contend for’t: therernre^friend. 
Waste not your precious sighs, which might en- 
kindle 

Bright sparks of equal love In some soft breast 
Destin’d to mate your fondness, in hopeless 
wooing< 

Search not the cause ; believe me, on my trntlf, 

’Tis past all reckoning hopeless. 

Paladore. Nothing’s himelcss, j 

Though deedsi untried, oil seem impossible; 

And craven sloth molting his sleeklcss plumes 
With drowsy wonder views the advenrroua wing 
That soars the shining assure o’er his head. 

What will not yield to daring? Victory 
Sits on the helm whose crest is confidence; 

And boldness wins success in love’s soft strife. 

As in the dangerous din of rattling war. 

Bireno, How could 1 make me sport were I 
light-minded. 

Were I malignant! mischief from this mood. 

That runs so contrary to all sober sense ! 

But here 1 relft in kindness : be adws’d, • 

Push not a desperate purpose ; by iny life. 

The Princess loves you not. *■ 

Paladore, I’ll bear no more. 

Matchless audacity ! Let me. take thee in 
From crown to toe ; walk round thee, and survey 
thee 

Like a prodigious thing; for such thou shouldst 
be. 

To nut my coarse of love in circumscription. 

And school me, like a boy, with unsought precept. 
Bireno, Lovers arc sick with fevers of the 
brain ; 

'^leas’d by airy hope, high-flighted fancy. 
Imaginations bred tom self-conceit. 

An arch deluder, which presents the Juno 
Tbeit frenzy grasps at, with a zone unbound ; 

W|iBe, like Ixion^s mistress, the coy queen 
.JUtabers on golden beds in high Olympus. 
^'Paladore. Hear me, proud duke I hud 1 no other 


spur 

But thy forbidding; were there no incitement 
From her transcciidant bcanty ; did no beam 
Shoot from her eye to light eternal love 
At passion's altar; were she swart, and froward, 

i Ob ! blasphemy to think it !) in despite, 
would assume an unfelt ecstacy ; 

Invoke her name, till echo should grow faint , 
With the perpetual burthen, and devise 
All means of contradiction, to proclaim 
Scorn of thy counsel, and defiance to thee. 

Bireno, Then hear, to dash thy pride, since tbns 
yon nrge me 

My experience of her lightness, well she knows, 
Wonlu freeze mo as her husband, and her hand 

i Which, but to save appearances, 1 ask) 
would reject, if ofler'u ; so her craft 
Soothes you with feign’d endearments. As a mis- 
'tress, 

I find her worth my bolding; but a wife, ^ 

Fit for a prince, mast come with bette^ gifts 
Than amorous blood, and beauty. Nay, but mark 
ma. 

Paladore, Trust not too far the reverence of this 
place. 

Awa^ ! tuon yet art safe : my sword once drawn — 

; Bireiio. Am 1 so lost in your esteem, you hold 
' me 

(Your friend profess’d) in malice capable. 

Or folselipod, thus to wound you? 

Paladore, Both, by heaven I 

Bireno, And will maintain this thinking? 

Phladore, With my life. 


Bireno, Tis a deep i^ture. Mine npon mt 
troth. 

When full-orb’d Pheebe wheels her fleecy oar 
To silver yon blue concave, ’midst the pines 
That wave their green tops o’er the battiemeiit 
Of her iiiglit-cliamber, in the garden meet me 
Alone : when wo enconntcr in that place. 

You there sbull listen to conditions meet 
For both our honours. So, till then, farewell. 

Paladore, 1*11 meet tbee, be assur'd 1 will. 

Gird on thy keenest edge : if tbou hast aught 
Unsettled in this world, despatch it qoiokTy; 

We stand upon the utmost verge of fate. 

And one, or both of us, must plunge for ever. 

[Exi/. 

Bireno, The wise should watch the event on 
fortune’s wheel, 

That for a moment circles at the top. 

And, seiz'd not, vanishes. I must about it; 

My all’s at stake. Ye ministers of vengeance! 

That hide ,^oar gory looks in mist-hung oaves. 

And roll your deadly eyeballs o’er the edge 
or your insatiate daggers, shaking ever 
Dews of oblivious sleep from your stung brows. 
Receive me of jour band I ne’er to know peace 
Till this keen writhing vulture quit my heart. 

And with blunt beak, and flagging wings ont- 
stretch’d, 

Drowse o’er the mangled victims of my rage. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — A Chamber, 

The Princess discovered. 

Princess, Oh ! blessed, most blessed are the in- 
sensible I 

In the mild zone of calm indiCTerence : 

No hatred chills them, and no passion borns ; 

To feed, and sleep, and do observance duo 
To the stale ritual of quaint ceremony. 

Fills up the humble measure of their hope; 

Smooth and unrufllcd glides their temperate stream. 
And one day rounds their whole life’s history. 

Oh ! had my heart been such ! but nature pois’d 
In distribution, when she gives the touch 
Alive to ecstacy, in like extreme 
Subjects !'.ic sense to anguish: the same soul. 

That in the hope of wedding Paladore, 

Enjoy’d its sum of bliss, with equal pain 
Averts me from his rival : thus entranc’d 
’Twixt love and fear, I feel the pangs of both. 

And the sharp conflict rends me. Ha ! my father ! 
Now comes the trial. 

Enter the KING. 

King, How ! in tears, Sophia? 

Come, ’tis not well : 1 fear, I guess the cause. 

This morn I did but hint a purpose to you. 

Of import, dear to your own happiness. 

And your ohamg^’d brow, reproving my intent. 

Cut short my free discourse. 

Princess, Oh! gOod my lord, 

I am not practis’d to conceal my tbonglits 
(And least frtftoi you) by calling o’er ray looks 
The unalter’d vizor of tranquillity. 

When perturbation, like a sleepless guest. 

Forbids iny bosom’s quiet. 

King, I have lov’d thee 

With loudness so un’bated, that ’twere needless, 
For confirmation, to attest by words 
What all my thoughts, my life’s whole carriage • 
towards thee. 

Have set beyond the question. 

Princess, Oh ! to me, 

Your love has been like those perpetnal springs, 
That ever flow, and waste not ; luy least wish 
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Souwe had its birth m its aooompliBbineot 
In your preventive kindness. 

King, Since 'tis so, 

If ohance the current of my present will 
To yoor’s funs contrary, you must not deem 
That merely to enforce authority, 

Or wakeoontrolmeut, which nii|;ht sleep to death. 

In its disuse, I now expect the course 
Ofyonr desires should lose themselves in mine. 

Or flow by my direction. 

Prutcess, As m^ father, 

The giver of my life, 1 reverence yon ; 

Next, as your subject, my obedience stands 
Bound by the general tic ; but since your power 
Has still been temper'd so with lenity, ^ 

That even the stranger’s cause, with patient 
hearing, 

Is weigh’d ere yon determine; I, your daughter. 
May hope, at least, an equal privilege. 

With favour in mv audience. 

King, I were else 

Unnatural, withholding from my child 
What aliens claim by justice. Give me hearing » 
The Duke Bireno loves you, has iny promise 
That like a well-grac’d advocate, my tongue * 
Should win your gentle favour to his suit. 

Urging such coraiiicndations of his love, 

As modesty, though conscious of desert, 

May wish jou hear, yet cannot speak itself. 

Princess, Ahl sir, forbear; he knows iny heart 
already; 

Already he liaslicard, from my own lips, 

1 cannot love him ; poorly he engages 
Your honour'd combination, in a league 
Thai ( whatsoe’er its issue) must conspire 
To wound your daughter’s peace. 

King, By heaven, you wrong him. 

To wound your peace ! lie seeks your happiness, 
And so am i his second. 

Princess, But these means 
Are adverse to the end ; (iir if I wed him, 

(This is no raving of rash ecstacy.) 

On death, that only can dissolve my chain. 

Will hang ray future hope : us eagerly 
As the poor, weary, sea-heat mariner 
Pants for the shore, so shiall my oiitslretch'd 
arms 

• Embrace the welcome terror. My refusal 
To you, the gentlest, kindest, best of fatflors. 

Must seem repugiiaiicc harsh, and o'er my duty. 
Before untainted, casts the sickly hue 
Of pale suspioion; thus begins lifs love. 

Fearful to me in each alteinutivc. 

Kmg, Why, this is infant rhct’ric, to protest 
The impulse of a strong antipathy, 

Which never causeless sways the human breast. 
Yet give no reason^why. 

Prmcess. Alas ! to feel it, 

O'ermasters every reason, Need we search 
To ground aversion on weigh’d argiiiiiciit. 

When instinct outs the tedioos process short. 

And makes the heart onr umpire? 

King, Hear me calmly : 

My days are almost niiinher’d; this white head 
Bears no| iu vain jits reverend monitors; 

Time puts a tongue in every honry hair. 

To warn the wise man of mortality : 

When 1 am gone, behold Ihy single state 
Unhusbandod, unfatlier'd, stands expos’d, 

Ev’n as the tender solitary shrub 
On the bleak mountain’s summit. Every blast 
May bend or break thy sweetness: this strong 
fence, 

This union, would enroot its shelter round, 

And, like a forest, shield thee. 

Princess. Let me hope 
A stronger fence in a whole people's love . 

Their grateful memory of my father's virtue. 


lAnd loyalty hereditarily mine, 

Descending, like the sceptre, to your issue. 

« King, Think’st thou , my aspiring kinsman, whose 
amhilioii. 

Impatient, waits till mv declining beam ~ > 

Giv e place to his meridian ; who already 
Wins from iiiy side a moiety of iny court. 

By his succession’s hope, will tamely view 
That sceptre wielded by a woman's band, 

Nor wrest it from thy grasp ? No, my fair kingdom * 

T sew the meeting torrents of contention % 

Deluge thy peaceful vales, while her weak sex. 
Unable to direct, or stem tbe tide, 

Will be borne down, and swept to rain with it. 

Princess. These evils, but in possibility. 

May never come : but, oh ! ’tis certain sorrow 
To promise love, obedience, duty, honour. 

When the heart’s record vouches ’gainst the 
tongue : 

It changes order’s course; the holy tie 
Of well-proportion’d marriage still supposes 
These bonds have gone before ; nor is there power 
Creative in the simple ceremony. 

The seed unsown, to give that harvest growth. 

King, Hero break we olT. To sue, and sue in 
vain,, • 

But ill becomes a father : may iiw augury 
lie mure in fear than wisdom, itold; to-morrow 
The council meets to scan this threaten’d war; 

The people call it thine : then he thou present 
To tliaiik and animate their zeal to serve ns. 

Princess, 1 shall attend your order. This cold 
e parting, 

Speak*; liis displeasure ; and my heart accustom'd 
To the kind sunshine of approving smiles. 

Droops at the chilling change. Ye gentle breasts. 
Strangers as yet to love, be warn’d by me. 

Soft as the piinticss step of midnight sleep. 

The subtle tjraot steals into the soul: ^ 

Once seated there, securely he controls 
The idle stiife of unimpassion'd tieSr 
And laughs to scorn their sober impotence, ^ . 

As feeble vassals lift their arms in vain, ^ 

In tile unerinal conllici soou o’erthrown, ' ** 
They piu\ c their weakness, and his power supreUMl^ 

[BxU, 

SccNr. 1I.~^ Garden, 

ItlNALDo discovered, 

JlinaUIo. lie roust pass this way: through the 
postern -gate 

TIint leads here only, with distemper'd pace 
* I saw him hasten. Since the evening banquet 
; His wild demeanour lias put on more change 
Thun yonder fickle planet in her oib. 

, Just now he seiz'd bis sword, look’d at, and |>ois'd 
it. 

Then girl it round him, while his llloodshot eye, 
And heaving bosom, spoke the hi-!: conception 
or some dire purpose. There is mischief towards; 

I niiiv perhaps pieVent it: these tall shrubs 
Will hide me from his view. Soft, soft, ’tis lie. 

{Retires,) 

Enter Pa i . a pore. 

Pnladorc, Why do I shake thus? If, indeed, 
sffe's false, 

I slinnld rejoice to have the spell unbound 
That chains me to delusion. He swears deeply: 

But bad men's oaths are brcutli, and their base 
lies 

With holiest adjiirntinnK stronger vouch'd 
Than unlive truth, which, center’d in itself, 

]?e>t'i ill its simpleness; then this bold carriage 
II I giiig the proof by test infallible. 

The witness of my sight. Why, these oombiu'd, 
(Spite of my steady seeming,) viper-tooth’d, 

Guiiw at my couslaiicy, aud inward spread 
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SaggesUons, which uninaster’d, soon would change 
The ruddy heart to blackness. But, oh, shame! 
These doubts are slander’s liegcre. Sweetest innoj- 
ceiice ! • 

That now. perhaps, lapp’d in Elysian sleep, 

Seest heaYen in yision.iei not these base sounds 
Creep on thy slumber, lest they startle rest. 

And change thy trance to horror. Lo ! ho comes: 
Yon light that glimmers ’twixt the quivering 
leaves 

(Like a smidl star) directs his footsteps hither* 


Enter BiRENO, with a lanthot'n. 


Bireno, Your pardon, sir; I fear I’ve made you 
wait. 

But here, beneath the window of his mistress, 

A lover favour’d, and assur’d like you. 

Must have a thousand pleasant phantasies 
To entertain his musing. 

Paladore. Sir, my fancy 
Has various incditalions; no one thought 
Mix’d with disloyalty of her whose honour 
Your boldness would attaint. 

Bireno. Then you hold firm, 

I am a boastc^l 

Paladore. ’Tis my present creed.* 

Bireno. ’Twere kind, perhaps, to leave you in 
that error. 

The wretch who dreams of bliss, while his sleep 
lasts. 

Is happy as in waking certainty; 

But if he*s,rous*d, and mus’d lo misery. 

He sore must curse the hand that shook his 
curtain. 


Paladore. I have no time for maxims, aiM your 
mirth 

Is most unseasonable* Thus far to endure, 

' td^^jorhaps is too much tameness. To the purpose. 

.Bireno. With all convenient speed. You’re not 
^ , to learn, 

Wo'tmve a law peculiar to this realm, 

^IlMjl^objects to a mortal penalty 
^^U'^iHwmcn nobly born ( be their estate 
or husbanded) who to the sliaiuc 
^UfShastity, o’erleap its thorny bounds, 

' wanton in the flowery path of pleasure. 

Nor is the proper issue of the king 

By royalty exempted. 

Paladore. So 1 have heard. 


But wherefore urge you Ibis'! 
Bireno. Not without reason. 


I draw my sword in peace. Now place your lips 
Here on this sacred cross. By this deep oath. 
Most binding to our order, you must swear, 
Whate’er you see, or whatsoe’er your wrath 
From what you see, that never shall your longue 
Reveal it to the danger of the Princess. 

Paladore. A most superfluous bond ! But on ; 1 
swear. 

Bireno. Hold yet a little. Now, sir, once again 
Let this be touch’d. Your enmity to me. 

If by the process it should be provok’d, 

Must in yonr breast be smother’d, not break out 
In tilting at my life, nor your gage thrown 
For any after quarrel. The cause weigh’d, 

I might expect your love : but ’tis the ittulf. 

And proper quafi^ of hoodwink’d rage, 

To wrest offence from kindness* 

PaUtdore. Should your proof 
Keep pace with your assurance, scorn, not rage. 
Will here be paramount, and my sword sleep. 
From my indilTerence to a worthless toy, 

Vtlued but in ray untried ignorance. 

Bireno. So you determine wisely. I must bind 
• you 

To one condition more. If I make palpable 
Her p{;eferenoe in my favour, you must turn 


Your back on Lombardy, and never more 
Seek her encounter. 

Paladore. By a soldier’s faith. 

Should it be so, 1 would not breathe your air 
A moment longer, for the sov’reignty 
Of all the soil wash’d by your wand’ring Po. 

Bireno. Summon yonr patience now, •for snre 
you’ll need it. 

Paladore. You have tried it to the last: dally no 
more ; 

I shiver in expectance. Come, yonr proofs. 

Bireno. Well, you will have them. Know you 
first this writing '? ( Giwa a piqter,} 

Paladore. It is the character of fair Sophia. 
Bireno. 1 think so, and as aooli receiv d it from 
her ; 

Convey’d with such sweet action lo my hand, 

As wak’d the nimble spirit of my blood. 

Whispering how kind were the contents within. 

This fight will aid the moon, though now she shines 
Tn her full splendour. At your leisure read it. 
Paladore. Kind words, indeed ! 1 fear, I fear too 
' ooininon. {Readma.) 

Bireno. It works as I could wish. Haw bis 
cheek whitens ! ^ 

His fiery eye darts through each tender word 
As it would burn the paper. 

Paladore. “ Ever constant '* — (^Reading. 

Lcf nic Innk once again. Is my sight falsel 

Ob ! would it were : Fain would 1 cast the blame. 

To save her crime, on my imperfect sense. 

But did she give yon this'! 

Bireno. Look to the address. 

Paladore. Oh ! daikuess on my eyes! I’ve seen 
too much. 

There’s not a letter but, like necromancy, 

W itliers my corporal functions. Shame confound 
her! 

Bireno. As you before were tardy of belief. 

Yon now are rash. Behold these bttle shadows. 
These you have seen before. 

{Producing two pictures.) 
Paladore. Wlmt’s this, what’s this? 
i^ly picture as 1 live, I gave the false one. 

And lier’s she promis’d me. Oh ! woman's faith ! 

I was your champion once, deceitful sex ; 

Thought ^our fair minds — But, bold! I may bo 
rash : « 

This lettep, and these pictures, might be your’g 
By the king’s power, compelling her reluctant 
To write and send them; therefore, let roe see 
All you have promis’d. Y ou expect her summone 
At yon Miranda — 

Bireno, Yes, the time draws near; 

She ever is most punctual. This small light 
Our wonted signal : stand without its ray ; 

For should she spy more than myself beueatli. 
Fearing discovery, she’ll retire again 
Into her chamber. W’hen her beauteons form 
Breaks like the moon, as fair, though not so odd. 
From yonder window. 

PalMore. Ua ! by hell, it opens ! 

Bireno. Stand you apart a moment. Wbile 1 . 
climb. 

Yon orb, now bra/.’d to this accustom’d scene. 

Will shew you who invifes me. I’ll detain her. 

To give you ample leisnre for such note 
As counterfeits abide not. {Retires.) 

Paladore. Death ! ’tie she ! 

There’s not a silken braid that binds her hair. 

One little shred of all that known attire 
That wantons in the wind, bat to iiw heart 
Has sent such sweet disturbance, that it beats 
Instinctive of ber coining, ere my sight 
Enjoy’d the beauteons wonder. Soft! What now V 
See she lets down the cordage of lifer shame. 

To hoist him to her arras. I’ll look no more. 
Distraction ! Devil! How she welcomes him! 
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That’s well, that’s well I Ap^in: grow to her lips— 
Poison and aspics rot them ! Now she woos him. 
Points to her chamber, and invites him inward. 

May adders hiss around their guilty couch ! 

And ghosts *of injur’d lovers rise to scare them! 

Ay, get yon gone. Oli ! for a grifnn's wing, 

To bear me through the casement! Deeds like 
this 

Should startle every spirit of the grove, 

And wake enchantment from her spell-hung grot, 

To shake thh conscious roof nhout their heads. 

And bore them to the scoft' of modest eyes 
Twin’d in the wanton fold. Oli! wretch accurs’d! 
See there the blasted promise of thy joys. 

Thy best hopes bankrupt. Do f linger still? 

Here tind a grave, and let thy mangled corse, 

When her lascivious eye peers o’er the lawn. 

Satiate the harlot’s gaze. 

( Ooing to fall on his Sinord, Rinaldo rushes 
fonoard and prevents him.) 

Rinaldo. What frenzy’s this? 

Arm’d 'gainst your life ! In pity turn the point 
On your old failhfal servant, whose heart heaves * 
Almost to borsting to behold you thus. , 

Paladore, liasl seen it then? 

Rintddo, 1 have seen your wild despair ; 

And bless’d he the kind'monitor within 
That led me here to save you. 

Paladore. Rather, enrsM 

Be thy officious fondness, since it doomi» me * 
To lingering misery. Give me back my sword. 

Is’t come to this ! Oh I i could tear iiiy hair ; 

Uip up this credulous breast. Blind dotard ' fool ! 
Did wit or malice ere devise a legend 
To parallel tlii.s vile reality ? 

Ainaldo. Disgrace net the best gift of manly 
nature, 

Your reason, in this wild extravagance. 

Paladore. And Ihink’sl thou I am mad withodt a 
cause ? 

I’ll tell thec>- ’Sdcath ! it chokes me — Lead me 
hence. 

I will walk boldly on the billowy deep, 

Or blindfold tread the sharp and perilous ridge 
Of icy Caucasus, nor fenr my footing; 

Play with a fasting Hun’s fantrs iiiihariird, 

And stroke his rage to tameness. But hereafter. 
When men would try impossibilities, ^ 

Let them seek faith in woman. Furies seize them ! 

[L'jrefmt. \ 

ACT III. i 

Scene I.— A Hall. 

Enter BlRENO. 

Bhreno, Her deatirranst be the means. If these 
be crimes, 

Thou bright ambition, whose rare alcliyray. 

Like Midas’ palm, turns all it grasps to gold. 

Give them thy glorious splendour ! What a coil 
Does puny conscience make in little minds. 

Ere they o’erlean obstruction 1 Fear, not virtue. 
Keeps mankind honest. Each inordinate wish 
Is guilt ongeted, and the canon iioints 
Mere ’gainst the coward heart tliat would and dare 
not. 

Than the bold deed that braves the penalty. j 

Enter Ascanio. 

Welcome, Ascanio ! Thanks for this kind speed 
To meet my summons. 1 have business for thee, 
Worthy thy subtle genius ; thou slialt aid me 
To spread a banquet forth, where two sharp guests, 
Ambition and revenge, shall both he feasted. 

Even to satiety. 

Ascanio. I will not pall 
Performance by protesting. Is llicre aught ' 
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Ai which a pliant tongae and ready hand 

(No despicable engines) may do service? 

Ik) their be^ cunning nse them ; your poor bond- 

mn 

Will think hiitiAelf much lionour’d in obedience. 
Bireno. 1 have profess’d myself thy friend, 
Ascanio; 

And when the golden autumn of my hCpes 
( Wliose rich maturity 1 now would hasten)^ 

Is ripe for hearing, tliou bli.ilt taste the fruit 
That fiends my swelling branches. 

Asetouo. 1 have liv’d 
The creature of your bounty ; and my life 
1 would cast from me, like a Dsele.ss load. 

When to your gracious ends unprolitable. 

Bireno. My means have hitherto been poor and 
scanty. 

My power confin’d; hut I shall he, Ascanio, 

Like a great river, wliose large urns dispense 
Abundance to the subject rills uroiiiul lam, 

Till they o’erneer their haii'us. 

Ascantn. Oli ' my good lord. 

Bireno. I’ll trust t!iee, as 1 know thee — for a 
villain. (Aside.) 

Place thyself near me when the council meets, 

(1 .shalUinakc nail lor for them they fotcsee not,) 
AVhate’er L urge, or wliomsoe'er 1 charge. 

Be rcad^ thou wdth the grave mockery 
Of uplift eyes, tiiy hand thus on thy breast. 

And lieaveii-attusting oaths, to second me. 

Ascanio. Prime in the catalogue of mortal sins 
1 hold unthankfulness, and a friend's need 
Mnkrd Uctioii virtue when its end is kindness. 
Biretio. To gi\ e more ready credence to the im- 
posture. 

Put on reluctant soemiug ; earnestly 
Entreat they urge you not ; sadden thy brow. 

And cry, “ Alas I compel me not to speak ; 

1 know not wiiat 1 saw.” Mumble some cant, 

Of fruilh , and compassion, sins of youth, ^ 

The d;uig*T of the law, if it were urg’d 
'Gainst all traiisgrcssions : thus sliall thy decll^g 
Be eki'thoiH to n stuht’orn certainty 
Id each suspended hearer. ' >, 

Ascanio. Nny,iny lord, ^ 

Disparage not Uie good gifts were Imm with tod. 

To think I can want schooling for this office. 

Bireno. I pray you pardon me. Oh ! nature, 
nature! (Aside.) 

There is a pride even in stork villainy 
Which flattery's heat must soften, ere the metal 
Bend to oiir purposes. Come this way with me. 

The hall will soon be throng'd ; what more remains ' 
I will imparl within. No ceremony. [Exetnif. 

Enter LUCIO ami an O^eer. 

Officer. See .where they pass ; what bodes that 
conference? 

Lueio* Danger, iny life on't. That smooth knave, 
Ascanio, 

Is the Duke's crucible, his breast receives 
The mass of his crude projects, ami his brain 
A subtle fire, refines the drossy ore, 

To bear the ready stamp lor present mischief. 

Officer. The Duke of late grows past his custom 
courteous, 

Joins hands with us, and calls us by our names. 
Gives praise, and largess to the soldiery, 

Whom he was wont to style state caterpillars, 
Burthens of peace, and but endur'd in war 
As necessary evils. 

Lucio. Itclenotcs 

(Or I lack charity) trouble to the state. 

1 know him proud, snhtic, and pitiless; 

Nor wi'l his nature change these elements. 

However for a season lie puts on 
A smoother guise, and fashion suitable 
To Uie '^od he aims at. 
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Best oobomI tbete tbooghU, ( 

For one day he may role ns. 

Anew. Ay, that euqf, 

If 1 mistake not, he will snatch frAm lAance, 

And make a certainty. Bot see, the king. 

The proridenoe of hearen be ever roond him ! 

EiUer ike KiNO, Comuettore, Knights, and 
AHendanis* 

Health to yonr majesty ! 

King* 1 hanks, gentle friends ! 

Bnt why this faintness in yonr salutations? 

Why wear yonr brows that ominous livery? 

I trust our gallant spirit^ will not palter. 

Because a rash invader threatens ns. 

When I was young as yon, to hear of war 
Made my blood dance: bnt these good days are 
past. 

This idiplefs trunk shrinks from its mailed bark; 
Yet age has still its use, count me your steward. 
Holding the honours of the state in trust 
For all deservers. She shall better thank yon ; 

Enter the PRINCESS, and Attendants* 

More retribution dwells in beanty^s smile 
Ulan in whole volumes of an old mar/s prune. 
Approach, my child! Come, grace thy* father’s 
side: 

These are thy champions ; give yonr women 


Bid all the looms of Pavia ply their labours. 

A scarf for every warrior, they’ll deserve them. 
Prmeeu* They will not want my thanks, nor 
such poor tokens 

How much I prize their worth ; their high>touch*d 
virtue 

^ Finds in itself the source and end of action : 
Itoeures its right to praise, bnt scorns to take It. 

Enter BiRENO and Ascanio. 

Welcome, my cousin! Doubt upt of my 
^ zeal; 

ht'^Vhough ill has the success kept pace with it, 

To speed yonr amorous suit ; still let us hope. 
Time, and yonr fair pretensions, will have weight 
To win her to our wishes. 

Bireno* Let it pass; 

1 most take comfort : women’s appetites 
Will be their own purveyors. Are we met 7 
The ball, methinks, seems full. 

King- Where’s Paladore? , 

He had our summons, ]j[et I see him not . 

His skin in war, and wisdom to advise. 

Have been most tutelary to our realm. 

And well deserve the waiting. 

Bireno. Take yonr place ; 

He cannot now to present ; when we are seated, 

I will declare the reason. 

Princess* Ha! not present! (Aside.) 

What fatal bar prevents him ? Oh ! my heart ! 

Is Paladore the fountain of tliy life. 

That thy stream scarce can flow when sever’d from 
him? 

( Theif take their places; the Princess on the 
Kmg*s right hand, a hiile beneath him, 
Bireno om Ascanio in the front oj the 
stage, some seated, others standing*) 
Bireno* The danger of our frontiers, you, sage 
^ lords. 

Galls this assembly ; bnt, as wise physieians, 

The heart being touch’d, neglect toe extremities, 
Otving their first care to the seat of life, 

8o now the wounded vitals of o^r honour 
Demand our prior tendance. 

King* Speak, good cousin. 

Do dark conspiracy and home-bred treason 


(Unnatural leaguers with a foreign fde) 

Bid the sharp sword of vengeance turn its edge 
’Gainst our own children? 

Bireno. Yes ; though nature bleeds. 

Justice will take her course; I see before me 
The prime of the kingdom ; and from some among 
yoUf 

Since they, in whoso authority abides 
The executive of power, best can tell, 

I now would hear, why do our registers 
Contain that rigorous ordinance, which neapeeta 
The chastity of women? 

1 Sen* To that question, 

The law’s prcamlde answers. *Tis rehears’d. 

That the wild licence of our countrywomen 
O’erleap’d all modest bounds. Sweet prndenoy 
(That ruby of the sex) bad been oast by 
For casual wantonness, till our name abroad 
Became a by-word, and confusion strange 
Disturb’d domestic peace. A spurious issue. 

The slips of chance and wildness, were engrafted 
In rich inheritances, while the sire 
Caress’d the child not bis, and left to fortune 
The true heirs of his fondness : these abuses 
Required an iron curb; so pass’d the law. 

Making transgression deatu, with no remittance 
To high rank or degree in the offender, 

Bnt in its bloody gripe comprising all. 

Bireno, And is this so allow’d? 

I 1 Sen. ’Tis so allow’d : 

Nor is there a decretal in our rolls 
Of less ambiguous import, or more known. 

King, This is beyond divining : 1 have mark’d 
His changing feature ; some strong passion shakes 
nim. (Apart to the Prmoess*) 

Princess, He plays emotion well, most masterly. 
Even to the life of feigning. 

Bireno. May 1 on? 

Or most I, like a novice to yonr forms. 

First prove my riglit of andience? 

King, Be not anger’d ; 

We questioned not yonr right: all oonnsellors 
Speak what they list witii freedom; yon, our 
cousin. 

Have with yonr right pre-audience. 

Prmcess, Pray, proceed. 

Bireno. Most learned lord, now please yon to 
recite 

The dankeroos predicament of those 
Who do awake this statute? 

1 Sen. Willingly. 

’Tis there provided that, the accus’d being cited 
In the kin^s presence, be who brings the charge, 
Sbonld state each circumstance; uat done, the 
herald 

Thrice in six hours, first, in the market-plabe. 
Next, in the hippodrome, last, in the porch 
Of the great temple, must invite ail knights 
(Whether impelf’d by pity, love, or jnsuce) 

To appear her champions in the marsball’d lists: 
There, if the accuber falls, she is held free. 

And her fair fame restor'd ; hut, if he conquers, 
The event confirms her guilt, and the sharp axe 
Severs the wanton’s life. 

Bireno. Then in this peril , 

Stand I at present. Bid your trumpets sound. 
And call forth every bold adveoturer. 

To try what desperate valour may ai^ieve 
’Gaiust truth and my keen bword. 

King. But whither wouldst thou? 

Suspense and horror sit on every brow ; 

Like tbe red comet, thy denounoing eye 
Forebodes disaster. * 

Bireno. Oh ’ relentless justice ! 

If these be diops of weakness, let them fall ; 

’Tis tbe last tribute of u human sorrow, 

And now 1 am wholly thine. 

King. Pr’ytbee, go on. 
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Bkmuo. *Tfr«re Tain to wute your patieooe in 

penoation; 

I would not wantonly play with the fangs 
Of Baoh a Ijon law, wIiOBe terriUe roar 
Must be ajmas’d with blood. So reHtg my truth. 
A lover’s fondnesB, last niglit, prompted me. 
Attended by this gentleman-^ 

{PohUmg to Ascumo.) 

Aseanio. Curs’d ehanoo ! 

Oh! would the darkness of the delving mole 
Had been my portion ; then 1 hail not seen — 

What have 1 saidl Nay, do not coll on me. 

Was it for this 1 was oommanded hither? 

I’ll olose my lit>s for ever. 

1 Sen, We have ways 
To foree a neoessary truth. My lord. 

Please yon, proceM— The rack shall make him 
answer : 

Have eye opon him — He was your companion? 

Bireno. He was, he was, when love or destiny 
Led me a wanderer, in tlie palace gyden. 

To gaac upon the window of the Princess ; 

When, oh ! sad object for a lover’s eyes ! ^ 

The casement open’d, and the fnll-orb’d moon, . 
Bright as the radiance of meridian day, 

Shew’d me a lusty rival in her arms, 

Embraoing, and embrac’d. (All rise.) 

Xinff. Shame! Death! Confusion! 

My daughter ! Oh ! my daughter ! 

Princess. Host of heaven f ^ 

Does no deep thunder roll, no lightning flash? 

Can the tremendous couriers of your wrath 
Sleep o’er this peijuryl 
Bwsno. My gage is thrown ; 

And here 1 staM to answer with my life. 

If I have charg’d her falsely. 

Aseanio. On my knees, (Kneeling,) 

If ever pity touch’d your noble breast, 

1 beg you speak no more. 

Prmeess. Thou Tile confederate (To Aseanio.) 
Of his blood-thirsty malice! Have 1 liv’d 
To hear a wretch suborn’d, his sycophant, 

Mock me with intercession? 1 behold thee, 

( To Bireno.) 

And scorn so struggles with astonishment. 

That my full heart and intercepted tongue 
Almost refuse their active offices. 

Till passion's chok’d in silence. ^ 

Kmg, Powers of mercy ! 

Am I reserv’d for this ? My only child. 

The pride, the joy, the treasure of my soul. 

My age’* cordial, and my life’s best prop, 
in the sweet spring and blossom of her youth, 
Thus blasted in my sight ' But, oh ' dark fiend ' 

(To Bireno.) 

Whom heli lets loose to spread destruction round 
thee. 

Why does thy vengeance fasten upon me? 

Have I deserv’d this from thee? Well thou 
know’st, 

I strove to make her thine ; 1 would have given 
thee 

My erown and daughter. Thou requit’st my love 
By daggers steep’d in poison to my heart. 
Mbrenshel thank thy kindness, and loigive thy 

Ilia fhther Sail have license. Honour, witness ! 
Kor malloe nor ambition loos’d m) tongue, 

To this heart-rendibg office. Reverend lords, 

Let your unoloBded wisdom judge between ns. 
Princess. Gan I be patient? Most abandon’d 


Thou sooffer at all ties! wNh the same breath 
That violates a virgin's sanctity, 

(lioly and pare beyond thy gross oonoeiving,) 
Thns oonsoiotts of tliy lie, dar’st thou invoke 
Honour to witness for thee? Wherefore oall 
On these to judge between us ? See, barbanao, 


?limaz’d, and struck wHh horror, Bwy Iwto heard 
thee; 

*^00 well thou know’st they mus^ pronomme mo 
gdllty ; 

Tliy oath must be their law : but there is One, 

An unseen Judge, an all -discerning Bye : 

Now, if then dar’st, look up, poor shivering 
wretch! 

He views the dark recesses of thy sool : 

Tremble at him thy judge. 

BSireno. I were a slave. 

Fit for abases, coold I tamely bear 
To see tlie rich reversion of my blood 
Sei‘/.’d by a base and hpnrious progeny ; 

An alien Briton, in his sport or lust. 

Stamping a brood of illegitimate kings. 

To bend our necks to bastard tyranny. 

King. An alien Briton ! 

Bireno. Bid her answer tbee ; 

Call for her paramour, her Paladore. 

Say, why is ne not present? 

Princess. Why,iWed! 

Hast then not practis'd on hia precious life? 

And to consummate this di^’s guilt and horror. 
Crown’d perjnry with nlarder? 

King. Paladore! 

Search, find him out; pnt pinions to your speed. 
And him to onr presence. 

Bireno. Spare your labour : 

Fear will outstrip their haste. The dastard’s gOM; 
He had my challenge for this iojnry, 

And answer’d it by fli^t. 

KCtg. Confosion! Red! 

Am I, then, dooblv wretched? Mast she die? 

And die dishonourd, too? 

Princess. All-seeing heaven ! ( Kneel m g .) 

If e’er thy interposing providence 
Diuh'd the aodacions counoils of wicked; 

If innocence, ensnar’d, may raise its eye, 

III humble hope, to thy eternal throne. 

Look down, and aoooour me I I kneel beforo^lMto, 
Distress’d, forlorn, abandon’d to despair, ^ 

Bv all deserted, and my life beset; ^ 

The mau my soul adores, traduced and wrong’d: , . 
Yet, oh' there is a pang sarpassinu all! 

liilo the envenomed rancour of inis fiend 
Casts its contagion on my spotless fame. 

And, unrebuk’d, persists to blast my virtue. 

Bireno. Hear, slie avows her love. 

Pnneesf. Yes, glory in it. 

King. Ha' have a' care, rash girl! nor turn my 
grief 

•To cursor on th> head. Dar’st thon confirm 
'riiv doubt! ol inliani}? 

Princess. A Jove so pure, ^ 

What bosom might not feel, what tongue not own? 
It was a iault to hide the secret from you : 

But are such sighs as vestal breasts might heave. 
Such spotless vows ns angels might record. 
Pollution woithy death? These are my crimes; 

And if 1 labour with a guilt more black, 

Ma> tbe full malice of that villnin reach roe. 

King, hat can I think ? His absence — yet Ibj 
truth, 

Thy nature's modest v, plead strongly for thee. 

Away with doubt. Cli ' thou obdurate heart! 
Bireno, we triflo time. The lials must be pre- 
par’d ; 

The lierafd sounds defiance — 

Princess, Hold a moment! 

I’ll tell thee how to arm thee for the oombat : 

Steep tby keen sword in poison, that no balm 
May held the wounds it gives, but esoh be mortsi ; 
Let a staunch blood-hoand, with devooring fiuigs, 
And e re-balls fiesy red, oonob o’er thy helm; 

Hie deadly sable of thy mail besmeor d 

With scalfold, wheels, and engines, virgin’s heads 

Fresh bleeding from the axe’s severing stroke ; 
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Soom thoa the mean device of vnlgar knights, * 

Who fight for erhat they reverence, — troth and 


nuur, r 

Bathe profess’d their champion whom thon serv’st. 
And wnte in bloody letters, hell and falsehood. 
Btrsno. This passion, lady, ill becomes yoor 
state; 

Shame is wash’d ont by sorrow, not by anger. 
King, Hence, from my sight, detested parri- 
cide ! 

Assassin ! botcher! lest these feeble hands, 

Brac’d by my wrongs to more than mortal strength. 
Fix on thy throat, and bare thy treacherous 
heart. 

Bireno, Old man, I go. Compassion for thy 
grief 

Forbids me retort these outrages. 

Let frenzy take its coarse. When next wo meet, 
Summon thy fortitude ; and learn, meantime. 
Crowns cannot save the wearer from aflliction ; 

But kings, like meaner men, were born to suiter. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter the King and the Princess. 

King. Morality from thee I 'He braves high 
heaven, • , 

And well may scorn my anger. Oh I my child. 
This little hour, while I can call thee mind*. 

Close let me strain tliee to my bursting heart : 

AIm ! thy aged father can no more 
Than thoa to fold thee ; pour these scalding tears. 
And drench thy tender bosom with his sorrows. 
Princess. By my best hopes of happiness^ here- 
after. 

To see' that reverend frame thus tom with an- 
gnish ; 

To hear those heart-fetch’d groans, is greater mi- 
sery. 

Than all the horrors of the doom that waits me. 

1 coold put on a Roman constancy. 

And go to death like sleep, did no soft sorrow 
H.W on the nioorning of surviving friends. 

And wake a keener pang for their affliction. 

Enter Lucio. 

Ludo. Forgive the obedience of reluctant duty : 
I have the cooncirs order to commit 
The Princess to a guanl’s close custody. 

King. Thou art my subject, Lucio, and my sol- 
dier; 

Do thy nnhappy master one last service — 

Draw forth thy sword, and strike it through my 
heart. < 

Princess. No; let our grief be sacred. If we 
weep. 

Let them not see and triumph in our tears. 

Martyrs have died in voluntary flames. 

And heroes rush’d on death inevitable. 

By faith inspir’d or glory. Thou, Sophia, 
SuStun’d alone by peace and innocence. 

Meet fate as firmly, and transcend their daring. 

[ExeusU. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I.^A Forest. 

« 

Bnfer Pal ADORE; RinaldO /offoiutny. 

Paladore. Am I the slave of sense, that know 
her fickle. 

Ungrateful, peijur’d, yet still dost thus fondly? 
Faith, prudence, honour, govern’d appetites, 

( Whose everlasting bonds make passion wise,) 
n her were only seeming ; or, like orntfment 
Thrown by, or worn at ]^easure: then this sorrow 
Hsnp on her outside only ; that’s unebang’d ; 

For falsehDod did not dim her radiant eyes : 

Her ifiieek was damask’d with as pure a rose ; 


[ACT IV. 

Her breath as odorous, when she most deceiv’d. 

As when her virtue, like her specious form. 

Seem’d spotless and unparagon’d. 

Rinaldo. My lord. 

Court not this solitude. Speak out your grief ; 
Mine is no flinty breast. This dangerous spleen. 
That makes your bane its nurture, then shews 
worst. 

When nothing spent in loudness and complaint ; 
Likd a deep stream, it rolls its noiseless way. 
Mining the banks in silence. 

PaMore. Would the pain 
Vanish with the exposure of the cause, 

I should make blunt the patience of your ear 
By endless iteration. But why tell thee? 

Thiiik’st thou there is a charm in soothing words 
To pluck the sting from anguish? Good Rinaldo, 
Thou hadst a son, and lost him. 

Rinaldo. True, I had so. 

Paladore. See there, his very name provokes 
thy tears. 

Say, can wise counsel stop them? Shall I tell 
* thee 

The lot of mortals is mortality? 

That fate will take its course ; ’twas heaven’s high 
will ; 

And man is bom to sorrow ? This is wise ; 

The sum of consolation. Strains like these 
Flow smoothly from the tongues of moralists ; 
Patient as sleep in others’ siiflerings. 

But vex’d as wasps and hornets in their own. 
Rinaldo. From these imperfect starts I cannot 
answer ; 

They speak but passion. If my guess deceive 
not, 

A woman, sure, has wrong’d you. 

Paladore, A true woman,-— 

I thought her angel once, — most basely wrong’d 

me: 

Yet if revenge kept measure with her shame, 

I could wash out in her polluted blood 
This stain to modesty. Yes, fair falsehood! 
Should 1 appeal thee of the incontinence 
My blasted eyes have witness’d, the stern law 
Would give me ample vengeance. 

RinaMo. Your great spirit 
(Whoe’er she be that thus has injur’d you) 

Would |Corn your reparation from that law. 

The shame even of justice. 

Paladore. Fear not. Still she twines 
Here round my ' heart-strings. No; let late re- 
morse 

(For, sure, it will o’ertake) punish her sin;— 

But hie thee back to Pavia presently ; 

Dismiss my attendants ; (useless pageantiy 
To my now alter’d state;) send hither to me 
My arms and horses ; these may hasten death 
Fitting a soldier; then return and seek me. 

A little longer will T hold in life ; 

Till, in requital of her father’s kindness, 

I render some brave service. ’Midst these oaks. 
Till you return. I’ll keep my lonely haunt. 

Ruwldo. There stands an humble hamlet in jon 
glade. 

Own’d by some simple peasants, who supply ^ 
The western suburbs with such homely wre ^ 
As their few fields afford ; tliither beitow y«|A'» 
Aud take some nourishment. 1 will rehIM 
With my best diligence. . J ' ' 

Paladore. Go, get thee gone. 

Sorrow’s my food ; I’ll drink mflktling tears. 

Ye savage denizens of this wild wood. 

Gaunt wolves, and tdsky boars! 'DO more my 
hounds 

Shall dash the spangled dew-drops from year 
brakes ! 

No more with echoing cries, or mellow horn. 

I’ll rouse your dreadful slumber ! Sleep securely : 
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With disposition deadly as your own, 

I go to mioglo with yoa. lExeuftt. 

EnHw two Foresters, 

1 For. Tills place will sail oor purpose ; 'twere 

lost time 

To lead her further: so we but despatch her. 

No mfllter for the spot. The deed once done. 

The Duke will not be nice, but pay ns nobly. 

2 For. Half of our hire’s to come. How shall 

wo do it — 

Stab her, or strangle? 

1 For. Make this cord her necklace : 

Blood may beget suspicion. When she’s dead. 
We’ll drag her body to yon hazel copse. 

And leave the maws of wolves to bury it. 

There’s scarce a bush in this green labyrinth 
Bat is familiar to me. Many u traveller. 

When 1 was master of as stout a gang 
As e’er defy’d the law, here has paid down 
His life in oonflicl for the gold i wanted. 

And never more was heard of. 

2 For. Sound your horn. J 

1 told her, we’d a little on before 

To give our horses forage, and directed • 

Her way to follow : shonld she miss the path, I 

Her ear will be her guide. — See, Carlo, sec ! j 

The pretty innocent, caught by her eye, 

Stops for awhile to plnck Uie velvet hells 
That blow beneath her feet, then forward bounds, , 
Light as the roe, till some fresh floweret 
Lar«*s her again. 

1 For. Ajr, like the lamb that plays, 

And crops bis pasture, in the butcher’s eye, 

Even while the knife’s a whetting. — Hush* She’s 
here. j 

Fitter Alinda. 


AUnda. Beneath a rugged tliorn 1 fouiid this 
llowei , 

Blushing, nninark’d, its odorous life away : 

I’ll wear it in my breast, and all who see 
Will praise its beauty, modest worth’s sweet em- i 
blein, 

That first must be commicuoiis ere ’tis priz’d. 

Oh! are you there? Fm ready, luy good guides. 
Where is our equipage? The way\s but short ; 

We shall be there ere moonshine. 

1 For. Pretty lady, I 

Yon have a longer journey than you wot off ; 

And a dark, drearv road to travel through. 

Almda. Why, then, the Duke dccciv^Mie ; for i 
he said j 

The way was pleasant, and the distance nothing. 

2 For, We have help’d many forward the same ! 

way, 

And all were roach averse to travel it. 

Alinibt. They had no lover to obey like me; 

For I am light, and were it ten times further, 

To please my lord, I’d go it blithesomely. 

Come, oome, to horse ! 

- 1 For, Arc you prepar’d to die? 

A/mda. Mercy defend me! How] Prepar’d to 
die? 

’Tia a strange question. 

seasonable: 

At ■Las if your ooooh were spread at midnight, 
ToHltf yout^ere weary. With our will 
We a09J|0U jfor we were gently bred. 

And hopi^^vrith gallants once : bat this rough 

Neoeisity enforcS^^Uppme, prepare. 

Alinda. What do yott aearoli mr? And why tarn 
you pale ? 

You make me shake to see yonr stedfast eye. 

Does tliis become the servants of the Duke, 

To frighten whom they slionld protect from fear? 

2 For. We are, indeed, the servants of tlie 
Duke; 
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For we receive bis hire: then for your fears. 

We mean to rid von of them by yonr death. 

^Imda. Gan this be sport? Alas! what have I * 
done. 

That snoh detested thonghts shonld rise in you? 

1 For. Y on are tronmesome. Oor business is 

to kill yon. 

If 3 'oa have a ready prayer, and lirief, kneel 
there, 

And say it presently. We run great hazard 
To letsyou live so Tong. 

Alinda. I'll kneel to you. 

Make you my saint, if you’ll have mercy on me. _ 

I never injur’d you, nay, could not injure; 

For till this hour that I wa.s made your charge, 

1 never saw you. Do not turn away. 

Think how you’ll answer this to him whose love 
Trusted me to yonr care. He will require 
A strict account. 

2 For. Pr’ythce, let go my arm. 

AUnda. May 1 not know why yon do wish to 
kill me? 

If for these sparkling baubles, take them freely : 
Rob me of all, but do not murder me. 

1 am not fit to die. 

I For.* Wc ne^ not thank yon • 

For what yon can’t withhold. Fall to yonr 
prayers. 

Alinda. But are yon not the servants of the 
Duke? 

Think how you swore to tend me faithfolly; 

How ho enjoin'd ton, as you priz’d his favour, 
£v’n iiOyour looks he’ll read this cruelty. 

And find how you have abus’d him. Think on 
that. 

1 For, ’Twere pity she should die in ignorance. 
Caught in the falcon s ponnee, the dove as well 
Migiit gurgle to the kite to stoop, and save her. 

As you cry to Bireno. Know, lis he 

Who laid this snare, and pays us for yonr blood. 
AUnda. The Duke Bireno! 

2 For. Yes, the Duke Bireno. 

You have been privy to some passages 
Require concealment. Being wise,Jie iliinks 
They arc safest when you are dumb ; so, gives ns 
gold 

To stop your blabbing. If you doubt our word. 
Peruse tiiat paper. Arc you satisfied? 

(Shews a paper. y 

AUnda, Yes, if 'tis satisfaction to be torn 
With worse than death, ere death, I'm satisfied. 

Bat yet you will not kill me. 

*1 For. There’s no end : 

She'll prate us from oiir purpose. Bind her anna. 
All strife is vain. 

AUnda. Oh, sir !->jet hold a moment ; 

You murder more than one. An innocent pledge 
Of m^ disastrous love lea{is at my side. 

And joins bis speecldcss prayer. 

2 For. And not his wife I 
Why, then, your head's u forfeit to Hie law; 

And we but lake before, what sport or malice 
Might make you tender at the bloody block. 

With process more nfllictiiig. 

Alinda. Barbarous villains ! 

Js there no help ? Oh ! spare roc. With my cries. 
I'll wake the acad. 

2 For. Despatcli her with yonr dagger. 

Be quick ! 

1 For. ’Tis done! (Slabs her.) 

Enter Paladore. 

Pafadore. Sure, ’twas the scream of woe! 

A woman struggling ! Villains, loose yonr hold ! 
Dogs! hell-hounds! 

drives them out, and returns, 
AUmJo. Oh! ^ (Faiulinp,} 

Paladore, Guilt has the wings of wind. 
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M j Bight OBD scarce overtake them. On. Che 
groQnd ! 

1 came too late to save her. Hearts of stone - 
Might feel componction, sure, to mar a form 
So soft and fair as this. Tboo beanteoos marble* 
Forgive my tardy succour ! Here’s a mould 
So delicate* Hwero worth a Airaole 
To give it second life. I’ve seen this face ! 

Ha! As 1 live, ’tis she! the beauteous girl 
That waited on the Princess. Soft! the blood 
Steals to her cheek again ; the aznre lids * 

Begin to open. 

Oh! 

Pafadore. Look up, sweet maid! 

Alinda, Bless me, where am I? - 
Pahdore* Safe from violence. 

Nor in a stranger’s arms. 

AUmda, Your voice is gentle. 

But will you save me from these barbarous men, 
Shonld ih^ again return 1 1 tremble still ; 

Still feel their ruffian gripe ; nor can believe 
I yet am safe, tho’ 1 no more behold them. 
Paladore. They are fled far.— But, ah! thy side 
is pierc'd ; 

Nor does this houseless solitude afford 
The chance 'of timely succour. 

Alinda, Heaven is just, 

(For DOW I know you,) since it bids me die. 
Weeping for pardon at your injur’d knees ; 

For 1 have basely wrong’d you. 

Pa Wore. Wrong'd me! Howl 
All who have ever serv’d or lov’d that false one. 
As they bring back her irksome memory, ^ 

I should avoid in wisdom. So confin’d. 

It is not in thy sphere to wake a thought. 

More than compassion for thy helpless sex. 

And aid my order binds to. 

Alinda, Have but patience. 

Nor waste the few short moments fate allows me 
To doubt my truth : the seal of death is on it. 

Yon left the court on much supposed proof 
Of her incontinence — 

Paladore, Supposed proof ! 

By heav’n ! I saw her in the fulsome (wine 
Of riotous dalliance with one she swore, 

That very noon, (a budding perjury !) 

Excited but her loathing. 

Alinda, At her window, 

I know yon think you saw her. 

PtdaJore, Think 1 saw her ! 

Is there for visible objects better sense 
Than sight to hold by ? 

Alinaa. Oh ! most injur’d lady ! 

My sullied lips would but profane thy virtue. 

To say I know it spotless. 

PaUidore, Do not mock me 
With hopes impossible. I see her still : 

Her snowy veil and sparkling coronet. 

Peculiar in their form — 

Alinda, By me were worn. 

While she and harmless thoughts slept sound toge- 
ther. 

Bireno’s was the fraud ; my boundless love 
Made me his instrument. 

Paladore, Oh ! hold my brain ! 

But one thing more: — How came he by that 
letter? . 

Her picture, mine? 

Altnda, These, too, I found, and gave him. 

By her for yon intended. ’Midst her notes, 

I found bis title writ, and trac’d the address 
Stroke after stroke agreeing. 

Paladore, Wretch! fond wretch! 

Have 1 for this with viperous calumny 
Traduc’d her virgin fame? With desperate band, 
Rais’d this sharp sword against my tortur'd breast? 
But 1 will turn an usurer in revenge, 

An^take suoh bloody interest for my wrougs — 


[ACT IV: 
-Hdw I 


Alinda, Let heaven be my avenger^ 
lov’d him1 

Ob! savage, merciless ! To snare my life. 

From mere suspicion my unwary tongue 
Might publish Ids contrivance — 

Ptdadore, How I thy life i 
Inhoman dog! Were these his ruffians, then, 

1 found thee struggling with? 

Alinda, I thought they led me, 

^ his especial care, far from tlio city, 

Vrbere he ordain’d I should remain secure 
To hide this swelling witness of niy sll^c. 

My fatal passion bears him. 

Paladore. Heaven defend me ! 

Alinda. There lies the bloody contract. Oli ! 
forgive me ! 

I have struggled bard to make this lost oonfes- 
sion: 

The icy grasp of death chills my shrunk heart. 
Pala£re, Would I could save thee ! 

Alinda. Say but you forgive me. 

Paladore. As 1 would be forgiven. 

Alinda, And will yon plead ^ 

My pardon with my cver-gracions mistress, 

When she shall know ? — ’Tis dark— Let this atone. 

(Vies.) 

Paladore, Peace to thy hapless shade! Thou 
hast wash’d out 

Thy offences in thy blood. Unnatural slave ! 

Hell shonld invent new torments for thy crimes. 
And howling fiends avoid thee. I have heard. 
Have read, bold fables of enormity. 

Devis'd to make men wonder, and conlirm 
The abhorrence of onr nature ; hut this hardness 
Trandscends all fiction. Mover of the world ! 

Send not thy sulphurous lightning forth to strike. 
Nor cleave the ground to gape and swallow him; 
But, oil ! reserve him for the sharper pangs 
My vengeance meditates. Pour blasted llowcr! 
Which way shall 1 bestow thee? It were cruel 
'To leave thee thus to insnlt. Hold ! yon peasant 
May help to bear her hence. Shepherd, approaoh. 

Enter a Shepherd, 

Hast thon a habitation near this place ? 

Shep. Fair sir, I have. There eastward turn 
your eyes ; 

The doling smoke above you tufted trees 
Mounts from ray cottage lire. 

Paladore, Then coll for aid. 

And bear this body thither. 

Shep, Mercy guard us I 
This is a piteous sight. What could provoke 
A youth of such a sweet and ooinely outside. 

To act so sad a deed? 

Pidadore, You wrong me, shepherd ; 

She fell by ruflians. Pr’ythee, c.^!! thy hinds. 

And, for toy soul’s sake, do this courtesy. 

Shep, Good sir, detain me not. I’ll hasto to the 
city, 

Where all our villagers flock to behold 
A most strange sight, and sad as it is strange. 
With their best speed, my old limbs will be 
late : 

The sun goes down apace. , • 

Paladore. Wliate'er the sight, 

Respite thy curiosity for gold. '■fw 

Take this, and give a covering to tlial ^rse. 

(Qwas m purse.) 

1 must away. You shall hear.fortbor from me. 

^ '[Exit. 

Enter RlNALDO. 

Shep, He had a hard heart, lady, atrnck thee 
down. 

I would not for the herds that graze these hills 
Beyond my eyes,— not?— no, nor for the wealth 
Of all who throng the city, 1 or mine 
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Should answer for a sin li^B this ardoom's-day. 

Oh ! if Ihjr father live, what bitter tears 
Will this misdeed wring from his watery eyes! 

Then shalt not want what I can do for thee. 

I’ll make thy bed with leaves, and strew thee 
o’er« 

With herbs and flowers, wild thjnie and lavender. 
White lilies, and the prime of all oor fields : 

And, for thj souI'k peace, till thy knell is toll'd. 

I’ll number many an ave. Come, for help. 

Rinaldo. Oh ! cursed chance! Vain is my search 
to find him ! 

Yet all his life to come, from one lost moment. 

May take its inournful colour. Doom’d to die ! 

And he alike accus’d, leave her to perish'! 

Most horrible ! Kind shepherd, answer quickly : 
Saw ’at tliou a youth, clad in a shining robe, 

Of noble port, wnnd’ring these tangled woods ? 
Shi>p, Even such an one as you describe, but 
now, 

(Him of your question doubtless,) went from 
hence. 

And left with me in charge — 

/ZuiaUds. No matter what! 

Know you the path he took, which way bin 
course? 

Shep, I follow’d him a little with my oyc, 

And saw him wind round yonder shrubby hill. 

Then pass the row of olives. 

Rhialdo, Leads it not 
Straiglit to the city ? 

SU'p. As the falcon flies. 

Riftaldo. Oh ! fortune, gnido his steps once more 
to Pavia; 

Else, never-ending misery awaits him. [Exeunt, 


ACl V. 

Scene I.— A If ail, 

Lccio ttud an Officer discovered* 

Officer, Think on the danger. 

Lttcio. Who sees only that. 

Will ne’er surmount it. More than life I owe 
her ! 

Adversity’s hard hand bad crush’d my hopes. 
Doom’d iny sweet wife and infant family 
To shameful beggary. My aflliction reach’d her. 
Can I forget her all-dispeiisiiig bounty, 

That rais^ my soul from comfortless despair; 
Thai bade my cheerful house ajpiin receive me ; 
Bless d us with plenty? If 1 fall, and save her, 
’Tis well ; I ask no nobler epitaph. 

Officer, There’s virtue in your motive, and your 
purpose. 

But how cfTect her rescue? 

Lucio, Will you join ns? 

Officer* Or why theso questions 1 
Lum, I dare trust your honour, 

The bond of soldiers. Know, then, I command 
(And sought it with this hope) her prison guard : 

1 have sounded them ; they hate the cruel ser- 
vlet. 

A little, ere the fatal hour’s approach. 

We meau to pass dieir unresisting force. 

Throw wide tiie iron gates, and bear her safe 
Bej^d the danger or this bloody edict. 

Officer, It lo»s suooess; may fortune second 
it! 

The throngs assembled to behold the sight. 

Will count for idle gssers, and oonoeal 
Yoor bold design, till ’tis too late to thwart it. 
How brooks she her sad plight? 

Imcio. With fortitude 
So sweet, so oven<temper’d, that her death 
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Seims but a phantom, dress’d by fancy’s trick. 

To frighten children. All her soul’s employ’d 
In minist’ring, with softest piety, 

Toller distracted father. 

Officer. There’s a spectacle ; 

Indeed, heart-rending! Cast on the cold ground. 
He strews his head wiUi ashes; by the roots 
Tears out his silver hair; beats his poor breast; 
While the sighifleant dumbness of his gesture. 
Beggars all power of words. 

jLuri^ Thou blind mischance. 

Stand neoter! wc shall cheer liim presently. 

I’ll to my station. Keep thy sword conceal’d. 

Nor sheathe it drawn but in the villain’s breast. 
That dare oppose us. Be but linn, and fear not. 

[Exeemt, 

Enter BiRENO. 

Bireno. By their description, it was Paladore ; 
The place, the glittering robe, his courage too, 

In so assailing them. If their keen daggers 
Left her enough of breath to tell the tale. 

She has, no donbt, told all, and wing’d him back. 
To wreak his vengeance on me; this way only. 

Can I be safe ; firm as lie is, and fearless. 

My ambnsh cals him oft'; and, by bis death. 

The full tide of my prosperous fortune flows, 
Never to ebb. 

* Enter Ascanio. 

Well, the great period cornea! 

No champion meets my challenge? 

Asroitio. No. not one. 

Fear pdts the livery of conscience on : 

They cannot think one of your nobleness. 

Would charge a lady falsely to the death ; 

And few are the examples of success 
Against conviction : true, ’tis pitiful, 

That one so fair, so young, of royal birth. 

For the mere frailty of impulsive nature. 

Should meet so sad a doom : the law’s to blame. 
That bloodily enrols a venial trespass, 

With those o’ergrown and huge enormities. 

That shake society; but they can no mord 
Than drop a tear or two, and let her die. 

Bireno. True ; she must die ; and the beart' 
wounded king. 

Whose age already totters o’er the grave. 

Like a orash’d serpent, but a little longer 
Will drag his painful being. Yet one fear 
Sits, like a boaiiig raven o^er my breast. 

And flaps its heavy wing to damp my joy. 

Ascanio. What fear can reach you now ? From 
• ' Paladore ? 

Bireno, Perdition seize him ! yes. But, my good 
ruffians. 

Ere this, I trust, have sent to his account 
That ill-starred Briton. Douhly-arm’d they wait 
him : 

Close by a hrombled cavern he must pass, 
Returning hitlier. Yet, should he escape — 

It cannot be. Heart, reassume thy scat. 

But, come, tlie lime draws on. Bear to the 
lists 

My martial ensigns ; I must seem prepar’d 
To oppose a danger that will never meet me. 

Enter a^eroant, who delivers a paper. 

The band of Bernardino, my trusty spy. ( JSeoib.) 
Confusion! Rescue her! Comeback, Asoaido! 
Fly to St. Mark’s, collect the cohort there; 

Go, place them instantly around tlie prison 1 
Bid them disarm the guard that holds that place ; • 
And, on llieir lives, drive baok the populace. 

I’ll to H3norias. These stont veteraps 
Wilt sweep the rabble like vile chafi* before 
them. 

Away ! A moment may be fatal to us. [EjtemtL 
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Scene II.— A Prison* [ 

The Princess, attended by Womeut dieoaoSed, 

Process. Nay, dry these tears : the awful eve 
of death 

Is bat profan’d by shews of oommon sorrow; 

I have a triple armour round my heart, 

’Gainst all the shapes of terror ; vet it owns 
The soft contagion of alfectlon’s drops. 

And melts at kindness. Come, this must not be. 
Yon, Lanra, must be near me at the block, 

And help to disarray me. What, more tears ? 

Sfop them, for shame! 1 must have strangers 
else. 

For this last office. When the axe has fallen. 
They have no further power. Save from dis- 
grace 

My poor remains; and, on yonr loves 1 charge 
yon. 

When I am dead, see that they touch me not. 

1 have not been unmindrul of your service, 
ft is not much : there were too man^ poor, 

Too many comfortless, to leave me rich. 

But you will hod a father in the king ; 

And, for my sake, he will be bounteous to you. 
Retire, and^weep ; T dare not look upon you. 

( Takes a viclure from lUr bosom.) 
Thou dear, dumb image ot a form belov’£ ! 

Soul of my soul , and precious even in death. 
Awhile be sensible ! receive this sigli, 

*And take my last farewell. When thou shall 
know 

My troth and suflerings, let not the sad tsL 
Blast the fair promise of thy noble vouth; 

But, with a sweet, a sacrefl melancholy, 

ISmbalm the soft remembrance of my love. 

My father! oh! angelic host support me. 

To bear this parting, and death's pang is past! 

Enier the KING. 

I am indeed subdu’d to see (bee thus ! 

Kiny. They would not let me die — 

Princess. These few short hours, 

Alas! how have they chang'd thee. Murderous 
sorrow ! 

Thy furrows sink more deep than age or time. 
Your cheek is ashy pale, your eyes quite sunk. 
Will yon not look upon me ? 

King. Oh! no, no; 

I came to give thee comfort, to sustain thee ; 

Bot, looking on thee, 1 shall weep again. 

And add my load of misery to thine. 

Y et teaoh me to be patient. 

Princess. -View me well ; 

Nor think these tears fall for my own distress ; 

The throbbings of my heart are for my father. 

’Tis apprehension makes death terrible. 

Cowarus, from weakness, tremble ; guilt, from 
conscience; 

Bat the firm bosom, innocence invests. 

Knows it a fix’d, inevitable end. 

Meets the pale gaest, nor startles at the encoan- 
ter. 

King. Thoa wert my all: a mote that vex’d thy 
eye, 

A thorn that raz’d thy finger, tsnatch’d my 
thoughts 

From ev’ry care but thee. And thus to lose thee ! 
Princess. Oh ! were our being ciroumsciib’d by 
earth, 

This end, indeed, might shake my constancy. 

But, faith apart, think what bright evidence 
Bhioes here within of immortality. 

Who bks not felt the heavenly overflow 
Of BKWgbt oongenial to the eternal mind? 

Why are tliere tears of virtuous sympathy? 
WbanotefbAt celestial fluid of the eye. 


That sheds luoh full, such setiidled deUghtf 
But that the God of all benevolence - 
Thns gives a glimpse of blessedneu to oome. 

In joys refin’d from sense, and far tranaeending 7 
Amy. What has old age to bse? Is the poor 
remnant ^ 

Of life, worn threadbare, preoioua for itaelf ? 

Can we be fond of pain and feebleness? 

No ; but onr second spring, our soul’s renew’d 
In onr dear children ; there we cling to life. 
Mortality ! thy last, thy heaviest corse. 

Bids ns remain the mournful monument. 

The living tomb of all our comforts buried. 

Telling no more in our sepulchral sorrow, 

Than that they were, and ore not. 

Princess, i on must live 
(For sure the hour will come) to see this cloud 
Pass from my memory ; and the shame he merits. 
Fall on my base accuser. 

King. Hear me, heaven ! 

On the devoted murderer of my child. 

With tenfold visitation pour my sorrow ! 

Let fenr, mistrust, and horror ever haunt him ; 
Slumber forsake his couch, and jfiy bis table 1 
If he must reign, oh I line his crown with thorns ; 
Turn reverence to contempt ; the friend he trusts. 
Meet him for smiles with daggers; war abroad. 
Treason at home, pursue and uarrass him ; 

And may the steam that mounts from iunooent 
blood. 

Make heavier the dire thunderbolt. 

Lanc'd from tby red right arm, at last, to crush 
him ! 

Princess. Spirit of peace, on his distemper'd 
rage, 

Oil ! shed thy healing balm ! — (A noise without .) — 
What mean these shonts? 

This wild tnmultuous noise ? 

EtUer an Attendant. 

Attend. Oar prayers are beard. 

The guard gives way, the massy bars arc forc'd; 
And, like delivering angels, the rous’d people. 
Burst in to lead you from this den of horror. 

King. Oh ! joy uiiliop’d ! Millions of blessings 
crown them ! 

Attend. Led by the gallant Lucio, they ad- 
vance. 

Kinf. The tiger, then, may seek his prey in' 
vain. 

My brave, my generous people ! — Hark! they oome. 

{More noise.) 

Princess. Ah! sir, retire. Your heart must 
thank their purpose : 

Yet, sure, 'twere most unmeet for royalty. 

Whose sway and tbroue are hallow’d jn obedi- 
ence. 

To eonntenanoe this outrage. Pray, retire. 

King. Yes, I will go; but, oh! be swift, my 
child ; 

Nor dally with this blessed ohanoe to save thee. 

[JSnf. 

Enter Lncio, unth his sword drawn. 

Princess. Your purpose, ouiokly? (^Advancing,) 
Lucio, Your deliverance, lady I ' {Knaelmg^ 
I owe a debt of boundless gratitude. 

And thus in part would pay it. Madam, fly I 
The people all are yours ; a chosen band, 

Faithful and brave, wait to oondnet you henoe : 
This smiling moment seiz’d, may place yon safe. 
Beyond the dreadfal fate that tlireatens yon. 
Princess. But not beyond the reach of fool dis- 
grace, 

The noble mind’s worst fate. I know thee, Lu- 
oio, 

And thank thy kind intention. Could my flight 
Restore my name to its original whiteness ; 
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Make li^ wIiS tlaiiibrB me; 

I’d tbink thee tlM« oonmiMUOii’d from above» 

And weloome KHk with trao8|iort. 

Lum. Dpiifake! 

l^hen year gw eBSei thus by me invites yoii« 

Is this a time te donott Can yea devote 
That rosy yoath* that all oommandihg beeaty. 

To v<dontary death 1 
Princess, Were it a pain. 

Worse than the fear of cowards can conceive, 

J would abide it. Have 1 not endur’d 
A greater horror, — heard myself proclaim’d 
The tiling I scorn to utter'! Shall I live 
To bear aboat a disputable fame, 

Scattering the eternal seeds of strife and war 
Over my country, for the privilege 
To draw a little transitory breath, 

And be consign’d to infamy or honour. 

But as the sword of conquest arbitrates ? 

Lucio. These are suggestions of your generous 
anger. 

And not vour reason. Oh 1 moat honour’d lady. 
Again behold me prostrate at your feel ! 

Thus, thus, by me tlie iieople supplicate. < 

» {Kneels,^ 

We have but one short moment left to save you, 
S(5i%e it, and live, live to be still rever’d 
Your country’s pride, her boast, her ornament. 
Princess, a am not to be chang’d. But, oh ! my 
father ! — 

The good, old king, he wants a friend like thee. < 
Ascatiio. {Without,) Force down the bridge; 
kill all who dare oppose ! 

They fly ! Stand fast — 

Princess, He cuts my purpose short. 

Enter Ascanio, with Soldiers, 

Lueio. Oh! death to alt our ho[>es! ’tis now too 
late. 

I cast thee from my hand, vile instrument ! 

Since she disdains thy service. 

{Throws down his sword.) 
Ascotiio. Seize that traitor ! 

Quick, bear him hence ! Madam, I grieve to 
speak it. 

The herald, to the temple porch, has issued 
For final proclamation. 

Princess, Spare your sorrow : 

A shameful world, disgrac’d by souls like t^Inc, 
Turns grief to joy, wlieii noble natures leave it. 

lExU Princess, guarded. 

Enter BlRENO. 

Bireno, Oh! let me clasp thee. This was w or- 
ihy service. 

But for thy zeal, the bigh-rais’d edifice, 

So near complete, had tumbled to the earth. 

And crush’d me in Us fall. 

Ascatiio, Haste to the lists. 

A moment more consummates our design. 

And fate itself may strive in vain to shake os. 

[jBjrewit. 

Scene III.— A Seaffoid; Guards and Executioner 
inattendanie. 

Enter the Spectators, Officers, and Senators, fol~ 
Unoed by the Princess, snyuarted by Women, 
Bireno with Ascanio, who hears Ids shield and 
sword. Heralds, with trumpets. 

Officer, Make room ; fall back. Let the proces- 
sion pass. 

Bireno, ’Tit known why I stand here ; yet, once 
again, . 

And for the last time, herald, sound my challenge. 

{Bireno* s trumpet soutms,) 
Princess, I would have it so. 

You, generous people, who behold with horror 
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'npeih gloomy preperatlons, do not deen bm 
C bidjpd antbankrol for my offer’d safety, 
Tlm^lWeferr’d this dire utemallTe* 

Bffeiwtbe tongne of slander struck my fame. 

The mde hand of affliction never toaend me; 

Life bad a thousand bonds to tie me to it : 

Yonng spirits, royal birth, fortune, and great- 
ness : ^ 

Bat hononr was the prop, round which, like 
stalks 

Tender and weak, these accessaries twin'd : 
WheiAalomny’s sharp edge cut down that tnmk. 
Then these poor tenuils lost their hue, and wi- 
tlier’d. 

With that great rain fell my happiness! 

1 now stand on eternity’s dark verge; 

Nor dare I to the God and Judge of Tmtb, 

Bring lips with falsehood sullied. Of the offenee^ 
Cast on me by vile malice, 1 am firee. 

Even to abhorrence ; this to heaven is known. 

My own heart, and my acenser; therefore, boldlj% 
And foryoor sakes. will f arraign the law. 

Which thus has pass’d upon me. 

I Sen, Gracious lady, 

If in this censnre we too stand accus'd. 

Think we pronounc’d but did not make the law: ^ 
And let gny bleeding heart bear witnelk for me, 

I would lay down the dearest thing I own. 

To save fon from the forfeit. 

Princess, Good, my lord. 

All forms of jostice have been well observ’d ; 

My blame lights on the law, not on your office. 

Which you with truth and mercy minister. 

Bot lef these mate spectators mark my ooonsel : 

Fall at the king’s feet, clasp at the senateli 
knees, 

And pray them, they wipe oot clear from their 
rolls. 

This more than croel edict ; else, be sore 
Ftoni every roof there hangs a dangerous sword, 
(Hangs by a thread) whicii each dark hand may 
drop 

To pierce and sever nature’s dearest ties. 

She who profanes her honour’s sanctity, ' 

Upbraided by her heart, by her own sex 
Shunn’d or neglected, nay, held cheap and vile. 

Even to the loathing of the lover's sense, 

>Vho wrought her easy nature to transgress; ' 

These are sharp penalties; but added death. 

Turns tiie clear stream of justice into blood. 

And makes such law more curs'd than anarchy* 
Forget not my example ; let me perish 
But if you pluck your safety from my ruin, 

Is»liall not die ill vain. Farewell I Lead oit. 

( Goes towards the scaffold. A trumpet sounds,*^ 

1 Sen. Hold, on your lives ! 

Bireno. What means that trumpet’s voice? 

It sounds a shrill alarm. 

Enter an Esquire, 

Bsqtf ire. Arrest your sentence! 

1 come in tlie uame of one who hears with horror 
This barbarous process, to proclaim the acoaser 
Of that most innocent and royal lady, 

A slanderer and villain ; who accepts 
Her just defence, and by the law of arms 
Throws down this gage, and claims the combat lor 
her. 

Bi(eno, Take it, Ascanio. Bid your knight ap- 

P eor, 

is order) for to none beneath 
Am I thus bound to answer. Speak his titles. 
Esquire. He wills not I reveal him: bat skf- 
lice it. 

He has a name in arms that will not sbame 
The noble cause he fights for. 

Bireno, Bid him enter. 
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Some mil edeentorer, prodigal A life,. 

Brib'd lij ber fklher's gold to grace her 
And add on easy trophy to my baniiem. — 
Cdnfnrioo! Phladore! 

^ Enter Paladore. 

Prmeui* 'Tie be, ’tia he ! 

Then, life, tboa art welcome! 

(A hud murmur among the People.) 
Bifciio. Marshal, do yoar office ! 

Faiies and hell! — ^Keep order in the lists ! — 
that omroar * — 

Pahiom, resj^hold me, rillain ! 

I hare Ihkoo in the toils , thon canst not ’scape 


deck'd 
SnkUe 


[AOt V. 




ynt, oh ! most wrong’d and heave^ excellence ' 
^ ) {To the Princeae,) 

&w shall I plead for pardon? ^an the abase 
W his deep oevilish artifice. 

Fooling my natare’s plainness, blanch my cheek 
From toe deep shame that my too easy ndth 
Combin’d with hell against tbeel 
Prmceas» Rise, my soldier ! 


Thy presence placks my honour from the grai 
Tboa liv’st, tboa know'st my troth, thou 

Did hik right 


Though Tct J know not by what apbtle practice 
Thy nobleness was wrpnd it on, nor the means 
That since reveal'd his fraud,— praise ba to hea- 
ven! — 

grave: 

my truth, thou wilt 

avenge me. 

Pohdore* Avenge thee! yes. 
hand grasp thunder ; 

Bid veiling furies combat on his side) 
fMM in with circling 6res,) I would assail him ; 
KTOt oast a look to fortune for the event. 

JKruno. Presumptuous Briton! think not that 
bold mien, 

A wanton's favour, or thy threats, have power 
To sbriiA: the sinews of a soldier’s arm. 

Polsdors. A Mldier’s arm ! Thou doable mur- 
derer! 

Assassin in thy infSntjon and In act. 

Bnt, ere my fdchion cleave thy treacherous 
breast, 

1 will divulge thee^Bring that ruffian forth. 

One of the Murderers of Almda brought m. 

Tm |ie|l4moods, such as tliis, he set upon me * 
One ftll beneath my sword ; that wretch I sw’d, 
kfneriing for mercy. Let your jnstioe doom nin 


Look yon uanu'dl PernaetlMdMpor^loids: 
Hb oStim far tkeklood oi^nlOrM^n 


He tauf^t to sin, ondiiuide her wmffis d 
Ha! BoeettubSkethee? SeeAfiiK/oni, 

Thy pan^ Ui^inangM in heriilf. 

Sulks frohi her sanguine bed, and ghastly smiles. 
To aid tlie pfowess of this dauntldas soldier. 

Bireno, Bcuitrootion ! All's re veel’d! 

Ascanio, What, turn'd to stone? (7b Birono.) 
Droop not, for shame ! Be quick, retort the 
charge! 

Bireno. All false as bell! And thou— Defend 
thyself ; 

Nor blast me thus with thydetested presence. — 
This to thy heart. {They light. Bireno faUs.) 

Pdbdore. Oh! impotence of guilt! 

An infant's lath bath fell'd him. Villain, die ! 

And know thy shame, and the deep wound that 
writhes thee. 

Are but a feeble earnest of the pangs 
Reserv’d beneath for giant crimes fike thine. 
Prmeess. Haste to the King, prodaim this bless’d 
event ! 

Bueno. Perfidious chance! Caught in my own 
, device! 

Accursed ! — Ha ! they drag me, tear me ! — Oh ! — 

(Dies.) 

Primeeaa. I have a thousand things to ash, to 
hear: * 

Bnt, oh' the joy to see thee thus again ; 

T'o owe my life, my honour, to thy love— 

These tears, these rapturous tears, let them speak 
for me. 

Paladore. I could endure the malice of my fide ; 
But this full tide of snoli excessive bliss. 

Sure, 'tis allusion all ' It quite transporU me. 
When 1 have borne thee from this scene of horror, 
Perh^s I may grow calm, and Ulk with reason. 

Enter the King, LUCIO, and Attendants. 

Kmg. Where is she ? Let me strain her to my 
heart. 

They cannot part us now, my joy, my comfort! 
Thou generous youth, bow can my overflowing 
soul 

Find words to thank thee ? Words ! poor reoom* 
pense! 

Here I invest thee with the forfeit lands. 

The wealth and bononrs of that prostrate traitor. 
This, too, is little — then receive her hand. 

Due to thy love, thv courage, and thy virtne ; 

And joys unatteraUe crown your union. [ Emm t. 
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ACT I. 

SCFNI I, ^ 

Elder O^TA^ ian mnd Shift. 

M. Tbit it anbappy newt; I did not expect ni> 
father in two months, and yet you say be is returned 
Rlready. 

Sk^t, ’Tit bat too true. 

OcU That he arrived this morniup; 

Sktft* Tbit very morning 

Oct. And that he it oome with a resolution to i 
marry roe) 

Yet, air, to marry you. 

‘Oof. 1 am mined and nnijlonc, pr'ythee, adtise 

mn. 

Shifts AdTitemn? 

OcU Yet, adviteme« Thon art as cur]> as if thou 
really eouldtt do me ro good. Speak , has neeesbity 
taaciit theewio wit? bast thou no thiti’ 

Lord < sir, I am at present very busy in 
contriving tome triok to save my sell, I am lirst 
prudent, and then good-natured. 

Oflf. How will my father tage and storm, when 
be underatands what things have happened in lus 
^ dread his anger and reproaohnt* 

Sk^, Reproaohet' Wootd 1 oould be quit of 
him to eatUy ; methinkt I feel him already on my 
thouldert. ^ 

Off. Ditiidieriting is the least I can expect. 

Sk^. Yon should have thought of this before, 
and not have fallen in love with 1 know not whom . 
one (hat you met hy cibakiae in the Dover ooaoh. 


She is, indeed, a good smog last, bat God knows 
wbat bhe is bt sides, ptrbaps, i»ome-~ 

Oci. ^ illaiD ' 

Shtjt 1 have done, sir , I hase done. 

Oct. I have no friend that can appease my fotfaer'e 
anger, and now 1 bhall be betiayed to want and 
mibery. 

* Sh^t, For m> pait, 1 know but one remedy in 
our misfortunes. 

Oct. Pr’sthtt , what is it"* 

Sh^t. You know that rogue and arch>obeat, 
Sctipiii ? 

Off. M ( 11, what of him 

Shift, i here w nut a more bubtic fellow breath- 
ing , so cunning, he lAii (hi at oni newlv cheated ; 
His such H whetdling logiu , I d iiiideitnke in two 
hoiiis he bhdli make \ourtith(.i tor;,i\e you all; 
nai , iillow ( ou iiionci for i our ik t ess in debauches. 
J siw him. 111 tliMi dais, m iki an old oantiOUt 
lawyei tuin (hunibt and pro|t( tor 

Oct. H( isUfit fittest pirson in the world for » 
business till inipiidtnt s arlet can do an vtbing wiu 
tbepecMsh old man. Prithee, go look him out; 
we’U set him to w oik immediately. 

Shift, bee where ho oomea. ''Mootieor Soipui ! 

Enter SgaPIN. 

Scapin Worthy hir! 

Shft. 1 have been giving my urntterabnefae- 
oount of thy most noble Gualitiee* 1 told him thou 
wert at valiant aa a riddea onekdld, ainoeiL as 
i wboics, houebt at pimps in want. 

Scofim. Alu ' sir, 1 but ooi»y you. ^ 
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bnfe; jon looni tbe ||;ibbetf| balt«ni> «o4 
whiob tnreaten you, and valiantly procMdmwaata 
and robberies. 

Oet. Ob ! Scapin, I am utterly rained witnout 
tby assistance. 

Scafin. Why, what*s tbe matter, good Mr. 
Octavian? 

Ort. My father is this day arrived at Dover, with 
old Mr. Gripe, with a resolution to marry me. 
Sci^nn, Very well. 

Oct. Thou knowest I am already married. How 
will my father resent my disobedience ' I am for 
ever lost, unless thou caust find some means to re- 
oonoile me to him. 

Fenpui. Does your father know of your marriage 7 
Oet. I am afraid he is, by this time, acquainted 
with it.^ 

Sctgtin, No matter, no matter; all shall be well : 
1 am pablic-spirited ; I love to help distressed 
young gentlemen ; and, thank heaven, I have had 
good sucress enough. 

Oct. Besides, my present want must be consi- 
dered ; 1 am in rebellion witbont any money. ( 
Scop, I have tricks and shifts, too, to get that. 
I can cheat upon occasion; bat cheating is now 
grown an ifl trade ; yet, heaven thanl^ed, there 
were never more cullies and fools ; bat the great 
rooks and cheats, allowed by public authority, ruin 
such little under-traders as 1 am. 

Oet, Well, get thee straight aboat thy business. 
Canst tlioa make no use of my rogue here? 

Scop, Yes, I shall wantliis assistance; the knave 
has cunning, and may be useful. 

Shift. Ay, sir ; but, like other wise men, I am not 
over-valiant. Pray, leave me out or this business; 
my fears will betray you ; you shaU execute. I'll 
sit at home and advise. 

Feopm. I stand not in need of thy courage, but 
tby impudence, and thou hast enough of that. Come, 
come, thou sbalt along. What, man, stand out for 
a beating? that’s the worst can happen. 

Shift. WeW, well. 

Enter CLARA. 

Ocl. Here comes my dearest Clara. 

Clara. Ah me! Octavian, I hear sad news: they 
aay your father is returned. 

Orl. Alas! 'tis true, and I am the most unfortu- 
nate person in the world ; but 'tis not my own mi- 
sery that I consider, but your’s : how can you bear 
iliose wants to which we must be both reduced f 
Clara. Love shall teach me, that can make all 
things easy to us; which is a sign it is the chiefest 
gOo£ But 1 have other cares. Will you be ever 
eoostantl Shall not} our father^s severity constrain 
you to be false? 

Oet. Never, ray dearest, never. 

Clara. They that love much may be allowed some 
fears. 

Scapin. Come, come ; we have now no time to 
bear you speak fine tender things to one another. 
Pray, do j rou prepare to encounter with your father. 
Clara. I tremble at tbe thoughts of it. 

Seapht. You must appear resolute at first : tell 
him you can live without troubling him ; threaten 
him to turn soldier; or, what will frighten him 
worse, say you'll turn poet.^ Comfi, I’ll warrant 
you, we bring him to composition. 

Oet, What would 1 give 'twere over! 

^Seotpln. Let ns practise a little what you are to 
do. Suppose me your father ; very grave, and very 

'"Sa'. W«. 

i$njp. Do you look very oarelesaly, like a small 
ddwrw tipon his country acquaintance ; a little inore 
t yery well. Now I come, full m my fatherly 
fiilHidtitr t-^olavian, tboh makest me weep to seot 
tw^Mhidas! they are not tears of ley, but tears 
m iPfVlfWi Did ever so good a father beget so lewd I 


a sodI Nay, but for that 1 thi&k tby mother vir- 
tuous, I should piupooaoe thou art irntmias. New- 
gate-bird, rogue, villain, what a tiiok but thou 
played me in myaheenoe! marrMl Yes; but to 
whom? Nay, thatthon knowut not. I'll warrant 
yon, some waiting-woman, corropted iw a civil 
family, and reduced to one of the playbousm, re- 
moved from thence by some keeping coxcomb, 
or — 

Clara, Hold, Scapin, bold. 

Scapin. No offence, lady, I apeak but another’e 
words. — Thou abominable rucal, thou sbalt not 
have a groat, not a groat. Besidea, I will break all 
tby bones ten times over ; get thee out of my bouse* 
—Why, sir, yon reply not a word. 

Oct. Look, yonder comes my father. 

Snqwt. Stay, Shift, and get you two gone ; let 
me alone to manage the old fellow. 

lExit Octaman vM Clara» 

Enter TlIRlPTY. 

Thrifty. Was there ever such a rath aotionl 
Scapin. He has been informed of the bnsinew, 
and is now so full of it that he vents it to himseU. 
{jlside.) 

Thrifty. I wonld fain bear what they can say for 
themselves. 

Scapin. We are not nnprovided. (Asufe.) 
Thrifty. Will they be so impadeut to deny tho 
, thing? 

Siapin. We never intend it. (Aside.) 

Thrifty. Or will they endeavour to excuse it? 
Scapin. That, perhaps, we may do. (Aside.) 
ITiiifty. But all bhaA be in vain. 

Scapin. We’ll try that. (Aside.) 

Thrifty, I know how to lay that rogue my son 
fast. 

Scapin, That we most prevent. (Aside.) 

Thrifty, And for the tatterdemiJlion, Shift, I'll 
thrash him to death ; I wiy[,be three years a oodgel- 
Iing him. 

Shift. I wondered be had forgot me lo leug* 

(Afufc.) 

Thrifty. Ob, oh! yonder the rwoal ii, that firnve 
governor ! he tutored my son finely. 

Scapin. Sir, I am overjoyed at your aafe retofu* 
Thnflu, Good morrow, Scapin, Indeed, yarn 
have follovied mv inbtructions very exi^y; tty 
son haff behaved himself very 
sence , has he not, rabcal, bu be not? (^ S%f^) 
Scapin, I hope you are veiy well. 

Thrifty, Very well. — Thou eay’st not a weuf, 
varlet ; thou say’st not a word. 

Scapin, Had you a good voyage, Mr. Thrifty? 
Thrifty, Lord! sir, a very good voyage; ppl^, 
give a man a little leave to vent bis dholer* ^ 
Scapin, Would you be in cboler, sir? 

Thrifty. Ay, sir, 1 would be in oboler. 

Scapin, Pray, with whom? 

Thrifty, With that confounded rogoe there* 
Scapin. Upon what reason? 

Thrifty. Upon what reuon 1 Heat ftiou net ltti|d 
what bath happened in my abaenoel 
Scapin. I beard a little idle story. 

Thrifty. A little idle story, qnotha! why, umb, 
my son’s undone, my son’s nndone. 

Scapin. Come, eome, things have not boon well 
carried ; but I would advise yon to make op aure 
of it. 

Thrifty. I’m not of yonr opinion ; 111 miltt fka 
whole town ring of it, • 

AlicspAa. liord! sir, I have stormed abont 
aineu u mnch u yon can do for your keUL lUl 
what are we both tbe better? I told him^ huMU 
Mr, Ootaviao, yon do not do well to Wrong so good 
s fstber. 1 preaohed him throe or fonr tfittu 
uleep, but all would not do; till at lut, wuea 1 
had well examined the bosinou, I fonnd^ you M 
not so mnoh wrong done you u yon imagine* 
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Thr^* How I not wrong done me, to htTO in j 
•on named withont mj ooment to a^beggar. 

Sagrin, Alas! he was ordained to it. 

Thrifty, Tliat’i fine, indeed ; we shall steal, ebent, 
nurder, and io be banged, then say we were or- 
dained to it. 

Scapin, Truly, I did not think you so subtle a 
philosopher ; 1 mean he was fatally engaged in this 
aflair. 

Thrifty, Why did be engage himself? 

Scapm, Very true, indeed, very true; but, fie 
upon you now, would yon have him as wise as 
yourself? Young men will have their follies, wit- 
ness my charge Leander, who has gone and thrown 
away himself at a stranger rate than your son. 1 
would fain know if you were not young once your- 
self; yes, I warrant you, and had yonr frailties. 

Thrifty, Yes, but they never cost me anything; 
a man may be as frail and as wicked as he please, 
if it cost him nothing. 

Scapin, Alas! he was so in love with the young 
wench, that if he had not had her, he must have 
certainly hanged himself. 

Sh^, Mast! why he had already done it, butj 
that I came very seasonably and cut the rope. 

Thrifty, Didst thou cut the rope, dog? I'll 
murder you for that. Thou shouldst have let him 
'bang. 

Scapin, Desides, her kindred surprised him with 
her, and forced him to marry her. 

Thrifty, Then should he have presently gone, 
and protested against the violence at a notary’s. 

Scapin, Oh, lord ! air, he scorned that. 
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tfeopM. In the meantime, if I can do yon any 
service-^ 

Thrifty, Oh ! I thank yon, sir, 1 thank you. 

[Exii. 

Shift, I must confess thou art a brave fellow ; 
and our aflairs begin to be in a better posture. 
But the money, the money I — we are abominably 
poor, and mv master has the lean, vigilant duns, 
that torment him more than an old mother does a 

C oor gallant, when she solicits a maintenance for 
er disdA-ded danghter. 

Scapin, Yonr money shall be my next care. 
Let me see: I want a fellow to — Canskthou not 
counterfeit a roaring bully of Alsatia? Stalk, look 
big — very well. Follow me; I have ways to dis- 
guise thy voice and countenance. 

Shift. Pray, take a little care, and lay yonr plot 
so that I may not act the bully always: I would 
not be beaten like a bully. 

Scapin. We’ll share the danger, we'll share the 
danger. [Ejremif. 

^ ACTII. 


Scene I. 

, Enter '^HRIFTY and Gripe. • 

Gripe, .^‘r, what you (ell me concerning your 
son, lian strangely frustrated our designs. 

ThriJhj. Sir, trouble not ynurselt about my son ; 
pi have undertaken to remove all obstacles, which 
is the business I am so vigorously in pursuit of. 
Gripe.^ In troth, sir. I’ll tell you what 1 say to 
, w .. . .... *he education of children ought to be the 

Then might 1 easily have disannulled the nearest concerif of a father; and bad you tutored 
mvnage. your son with that care and duty incumbent upon 

Se^. Ditumol tb« m.rnage'! l,e „ever could «o sUkIiIIt have forfeited his. 

Thrtfly.yee, „ , , , ThrUty, Sir, to return ^ou a sentence for yonr 

SMj)m, You shall not break the marriage. j seniftice: those that are so quick to censure and 
Jhnfty. Shall not I break i( . condemn the conduct of others, ought first to take 

Aca/im. No. , „ ^ ,1 care that all be well at home. 

jnrift,. m»t, shall not 1 cdaim the privilege of ^Vliy, Mr. Tbrifly, have von beard any- 

a father, and have satisfaction for the violence doue j ilijng concerning iny son ^ 

Thrifty. It may be 1 have ; and it may be worse 
than of my own. 

Gripe, What is’t, I pray 7 My son ! 

Thrifty. Even your own Scapin told it me; Siid 
you may hear it from him or somebody else: for 
my pait, 1 am your friend, and would not wil- 
lingly be the messenger of ill news to one that I 
think so tome. Your servant: I must haaten ta 
my counsel, and advise what’s to be doue in this 
case* Good h’ye till I see you again. 

Gripe. Worse than his son! For ray part, I can- 
not iiudgine how ; for a son to marry impudently 
without the consent of his father, is as great an 
ofleiice as can be imagined, I take it. — But yonder 
he comes. 

Enter LeaNDER. 

Leand. Oli ! my dear father, how joyful am I to 
see you safely returned. \\’elcome, as the blessing 


to my son? 

Sa^rn. 'Tis a thing he will never consent to. 

Thrifty, He will not consent to ! 

Scapin. No.^ Would you have him confess he 
was lieotored into anything that is to declare him- 
self a coward? Oh, fie, sir! one that h^s the 
honoor of being your son, can never do such a 
thing. ^ 

Thrifty, Pish ! talk not to me of lionour ; he 
aball'do It, or be diXlnherited. 

Scapin, Who shall disinherit him ? 

Thrifty, That will I, sir. 

Sea^, You disinherit him! — very good. 

Thrifty, How very good ? 

Scapfin, Yon shall not disinherit him. 

Thrifty, Shsil not I disinherit him 7 

Seturin, No. ^ 

Thrifty, No? 

tVeoffia. No» . - .1 

^ Thriftp, Sir, yota are very merry .<^1 shall not i which I am now craving will be. 


disinlierU mv son? 

Seapin, No, I tell yon. 

Tkr{^. Pifwy, who shall hinder me ? 

^ fsoqpm. Alas ! sir, yotir own stff : yoor own self, 
sir. 

Thrifty. I mysejf? 

Sea^. Yes, sir ; foi* yoo can never have the 
heart to do it. 

Thrfty, Yon ahall find I can, sir. . 

Seapm. Come, yoo deceive vonrself. Fatherly 
alFeoUowmnet shew Itself; itftust, it must. Do 
tender-boailed ? 

Thnfl^ Yon ve mistaken, sir; ypii are mis- 
takeii. Piih why do I spend ay we in tittle- 
tattle with this iole fellow 1 Hang-dog ! go find 
odt my rake-hetl, (to Shift ) dphilst f go to my bro- 
ther Gripe, and idforpi him of my miefortune. 


Gripe. Not so fast, friend of mine ! soft and fair 
goes tar, sir. You are iny son, as I take it. 

Leand. What do you mean, sir ? 

Gripe. Stand still, and let me look ye in the 
face. 

Jjeand, How must I stand, sir? 

Gripe. Look upon me with both eyes. 

Leand. Well, sir, I do. 

Gripe. What’s the meaning of this reporlT 

Leand. Report, sir ? 

Gripe. Yes. report, sir: I apeak English, as I 
take it. What is’t that you have done in my ah-; 
senoe? 

Lumi, What is it, sir, which yon would have 
had tne doQS ? 

Chripe, J do not ask yoa what I would have I)m| 
yoo done ; bat what have yoa done ? 
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Leand. Who I, sir? fvhj, I hare dooe nothing 
at all, not J, sir. 

Grrtpe. Nothing at all? ^ 

Leand. No, sir. 

Gripe. Yon have no impndence to speak on. 
Leand. 8ir, I have the confidence that becomes 
a man, and my innocence. 

Gripe. Very well. But Scapih— -d’ye mark me, 
young man? — Scapinhas told me some tales of your 
'behaviour. 

Leand, Scanin! 

Gripe. Oh! have I caoKlit yon? That name 
makes ye blush, does it? ’Tis well yon have some 
grace left. 

Leand. Has be said anything concerning me? 
Gripe. That shall be examined anon. In the 
meanwhile, get yoa home, d’ye hear! and stay till 
luy return. But, look to it, if thou hast done any> 
thing to dishonour me, never 'think to come within 
ray doors, or see my face more; but expect to be 
as miserable as thy foil)' and poverty can make 
thee. ^ 

Leand, Very fine: I am in a hopeful condition. 
This rascal has betrayed my marriage, *«nd undone 
me. Nowi there is no way left but to tuni outlaw, 
and live by rapine; and, to set my hand in, the first 
thing shall be to cut the throat of thakperfidious 
pick-thank dog that has ruined me. 

Enter Octavian and ScAriN. 

Oct, Dear Scapin, bow infinitely am I ol^liged to 
thee for thy care! 

Leand. Yonder he comes. — I’m overjoyed to see 
you, good Mr. Dog! 

Scapin. Sir, your roost humble servant, you ho- 
nour me too far. 

Leand. You act an ill fool’s part ; but I shall 
teach you. 

Scapin. Sir! 

Oct, Hold, Leander! 

Leandi. No, Octavian ; I’ll make him confess 
the treachery be has committed. Yes, varlel dog, 

1 know the trick you have played me : you thought, 
perhaps, nobody would have told me ; but T’ll make 
you confess it, or I’ll run my sword through your 
body. 

Scapin. Oh ! sir, sir, would you have the heart 
to do such a Ihiug ? Have 1 done you any injury, 
air? 

Leand. Yes, rascal, that you have; and I’ll make 
you own it, too, or I’ll swinge it out of your already 
tanned, thick bide. (Beats Atm.) 

Sccgpm. The devil’s in it! Lord, sir! what do 
yon mean? Nay, good Mr. Leander — pray, Mr. 
Leander — ’squire Leander — As 1 hope to be 
saved — 

Oct, Pr’y thee, be quiet ! For shame ! Enough ! 
Interposes.) 

Scapin. Well, sir, I confess, indeed, that — 

JLeund. What! Speak, rogue! 

Scapin. About two moiitlis ago, you may re- 
member, a maid servant died in the house — 

Lemd, What of all that? 

Scapin, Nay, sir, if I confess, you must not be 
angry. ‘ 

Leand. Well, go on. 

Scajm. ’Twas said she died for love of mo, sir. — 
But let that pass — 

Leastd, Death ! you trifling baboon ! 

Scapin. About a' week after her death, 1 dressed 
up myself like her gliostr and went into Madam 
Lucia, your luistress^ chamber, where she lay half 
in,' half oat of bed, with her woman by her, reading 
an ungodly pl« 3 r- book. . 

^ Lean, And was it your impudence did ^at? 

Seegpin, They both believe it was a ghost to this 
hour; but it was myself played the goblin, to 
fnghteu ber from the scurvy custom of lying awake 
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at those unseasonable hours, bearing filthy plays, 
when she bad nev^'suid ber prayers. 

Leand. 1 shall number yon Tor all, in time and 
place. But come the point, and tell me whit 
thou hast said to mj^ father. 

Scapin, To your, father ! I have not so roneh as 
seen him since his return ; and if you’d ask him, 
he’ll tell you so himself. 

Leand. Yes, he told me himself, and told me all . 
that ItiM hast said to him. 

Scapin. With your good leave, sir, then be lied — 

I beg your pardon, I mean be was mistaken. 

Enter SLY. 

Sly. Oh! sir, I bring yon the most unhappy 
news. 

Leand. Wbat’s the matter? 

Sly. Your iiiistress, sir, is yonder arrested in an 
action of two hundred pounds. They say ’tis a 
debt she left unpaid at London, in tlie haste of her 
escape hither to Dover ; and if you don’t raise 
money, within these two hours, to diaobarge her, 
she’ll be hurried to prison. 

Leand. Within these two hoars? 

Sly. Yes, sir, within these two hours. 

Leand. Ah ! my poor Scapin, 1 want thy assist- 
ance. 

Scapin, (Walks about sutlily.) Ah, my pMi* 
Scapin! Now I’m your poor Scapin, now you’ve 
need of me. 

Leand. No more ! I pardon thee all that thou 
hast done, and worse if thou art guilty of it. 

Scapin. No, no; never pardon me. Run your 
sword through my body — ^you'Jl do better to mur- 
der me. 

Jjeand. For heaven’s sake ! think no more upon 
that, but study now to assist me. 

Oct. You must do something for him. 

Scapin. Yes, to have my bones broken for my 
pains. 

Leand, Would yon leave me, Scapin, in Ibk se- 
vere extremity? 

Scapin, To put such an affront upon me as 
did. 

Leand. I wronged tliee, I confess. 

Scapin. To use me like a scoundrel, a vHlida, a 
rascal J, to threaten to run your sword RiFOttgh my 

body I 

Leand. I cry thy mercy, with all my heart; and 
if thou wilt have me throw myself at thy feet. 
I’ll do it. ' 

Oct. ’Faith, Scapin, you must, you cannot bat 
yield. 

Stapin. Well, then— But, d’ye mark me, sir! 
another time, belter words and gentler blows. 

Leand. W'ill you promise to mind my business ? 

Scapin. As 1 see conveuient, care shall bo 
taken. 

J^and. But the time ydti know is short. 

Scapin. Pray, sir, don’t be so troaUesome* How 
much money is it you want? 

Leand. Two hundred pounds. 

Scapin. And you ? 

Oct. As much. c. 

Scapin. ( To Leander.) No more to be said ; it 
shall bo done. For you the contrivance is laid 
already ; and, for your father, thou^ he be. co- 
vetous to the last degree, yet, thanks be to bea- 
veu ! he’s but a shallow person ; bis parts are not 
extraordinary. Do not take it ill, sir ; for you 
have no resemblance to him — but that yon are very 
like him. Begone! I see Octavian’s father coming ; 
I’ll begin witti bim. ^Exeunt Get, and Laana» 

Enter Thrifty. 

Here be comes, mumbling and chewing the oud, 
to prove himself a cleaji beast. 

Thrifty. Oh ! audacious boy, to commit so insb- 
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lent a crime, and plaage himwlf in snob » mis- 

Sir, joor humble servant. 

Thnfin, How do you, Soapu? 

iScupw. Wbat, you are raminaUng on your son s 

^*!'Wkri^ftf.”Have I not reason to be troubled? 

Setmin The life of man is full of tronbles, that s 
tlie truth of it: but your philosopher is always pre- 
pared^ I remember an excellent proverb of the 
antients, very fit for your case. ^ 

2Viri/fM. What’s that? 

Scaym. Pray, mind it; *twill do yon a wortd of 
What is it, I ask you! 

Scaim. Why. when the master of a family shall 
be absent any considerable time from his home or 
mansion, he ought rationally, gravely. w>ely. and 
philosophicallv. to revolve within liis mind all the 
coDonrrent oircurostances, that may, during the in- 
terval. conspire to the conjunction of those inislor- 
tnnes and troublesome accidents that may inter- 
vene upon Uie said absence, and the interruption 
of his ecoDomioal inspection into the reraissiicss. 
negligences, frailttes, and huge and perilous errors, 
which his substitutes, servants, or trustees, maf 
be capable of, or liable and obnoxious unto ; which 
may arise from the imperfection and corrnplness 
of ingenerated natares, or the taint and contagion 
of corrupted education, whereby the fountain-head 
of man’s disposition becomes niudd) , anu all the C 
streams of his manners and conversation run, con- l 
seqnenUy , defiled and impure. These things pre- 
mised, and fore-considered , arm the said prudent, 
philosophical pater-familias to find his liou.se laid 
waste.his wife murdered, his daiighteis deflowered, 
his sons hanged — **rum muUis aliis mi/im- jper- 
gcribere lonyum esi;” aih' to thank heaven tin no 
worse, too. T)o you mark, sir? 

Thriny. ’Sdeath ! is all this a proverb? 

Scapin. Ay, and the best proverb, and the wisest 
in the world. Good sir, get it by heart ; twill do 

S ou the greatest good imaginable ; and don t trou- 
le jouiJelf. I’ll repeat it to you till you have 
gotten it by heart. 

Thrifty, No, I thank you, sir ; I II have none 

Pray do; you’ll like it belter next time: 
hear it once more, I say.— When the master ol 

^'rhtjfty. Hold, hold! I have better tlioughts of 
my own. I’m going to my lawyer ; I’ll null the 

Going to law ! Arc ye mad, to venture 
yourself amoiiglawyers? Do yc not see every day 
how the sponges suck poor clients ; and, with a 
company of foolish, nonsensical terms and knavish 
trioks, undo the nation? No, you shall take ano- 

Thr'^iy, You have reason, if there were any 

other way. , 

Sca^n, Come, 1 have found one. The truth is, 
I have a great compassion for your grief. I can- 
not, when 1 see lender fathers ufllicted for tbeir 
sons’ miscarriages, but have bowels for them; I 
have mnoh ado to refrain weeping for you. 

Thrifty. Truly, my case is sad, very sad ! 
dfeopin. So it is. — ^Tears will burst out. — I have 
u great respect for your person. {Pretends to 

"^W Thank you, with all my heart! in troth, 
we sbouiil have a fellow-feeling. 

Scapitu Ay, . so we should. 1 assure you there 
is not a person in the world whom 1 respect more 
than the noble Mr. Thrifty. 

Thrifty. Thou art honest, Scapin. Have done, 
have done ! 

Scapin. Sir, your most bnroble servant. 

Thnjiy. But what is your way ? 


Sam. Why, in brief, I have been with the bro- 
ther of her who your wicked son has married. 

Thrifty. What is he? . . 

Scapin. A most outrageous, roaring fellow, wiin 
a down, hanging look, contracted brow, ® 

swelled red face, inflamed with brandy ; one that 
frowns, pulls, and looks big at all mankind ; 
roars out oaths, and bellows out curses enough in 
a day to serve a garrison a week. Bred up in 
blood and rapine ; used to slaughter from his youth 
upwards; oue that makes no more conscience ol 
killing* man than killing of a flea: he has killed 
sixteen ; four lor taking the wall of bun, live for 
looking too big upon him ; two he shot—in short, 
he is the most dreadful of all the race of bullies. 


le IS me mnsi uremiiui --- -- 

Thrijty. Heaven! how do 1 tremble at the de- 
cription! — But what’s this to my buhinehs? ^ _ 
Scapin. Why, he (as most bullies are) is m 
want, and I have brought him, bv threatening him. 
with all the courses of law, all the as.si stance ol 
your fiietids, and >our great pur.-ie, (m wliich 1 
ventured my life ten times, for so often he drew 
and run at me,) yet, 1 sav.^ at last, I have made 
him hearken to a composition, and to annul the 

m.xrriage for a sum ofinoney. 

Thrifty. Thanks, dear Scapin— But what sura . 
AVnpm. ’Faith, jie was d— y unreasonable at lirst, 
and, egaci ! I told him so ver^ rouoillv. 

Thrtjtye Plague ou him ! what did he ask . 

Scapin. Ask ! hang him I why, he asked five 

hundred pounds. i i 

Thrifty. Ouns and heart ! Five hundred pounds . 
Five hundred devils take him, and fry and fricas- 
see theedog. Does he lake me for a madman . 

Scapin. Wliv, so 1 said ; and, after much ar^- 
nient, 1 brouglit him to lhi.s “ D— e, sajs he, 
“J am going to the armv, and I must have I wo 
good horses for mvself, for fear one should die; 
end those will cost, at least, three score Ruincas — 
Thrifty. Hang him, rogue ’ why should he have 
two hcirses? But 1 care not if I give three score 
guineas to be rid of this aflair. 

.Vruum. “ Then,” savs he, my pistols, saddle, 
horse cloth, and all, will cost twenty more , — 
Thrijty. Why', that’s four score. 

Scapul Well reckoned. ’Faith, this ariUimetio 
is a fine art.—" Then 1 must have one for my boy, 
will cost twenty more;” — , i j i 

Thnfty. Oh, the devil! Confounded dog! let 
him go, and be d— d. I’ll give him nothing. 

TVirX. nVi a sous, d— d rascal! let him turn 
foot-soUtier, and be hanged ! 

JHcavin. He has a man besides ; would you 

have him go a-foot ? i 

Thrijty. Ay, and his master, loo; I H have no- 
thing to do with him. 

Scapin. Well, jouare resolved to 
as much at Doctors’ Commons, you are, you wUI 
stand out for such a sum as this, do . \ 

Thrift u. Oh I d— d, unoonscionable rascal . 
Well, il^t iDa.t be .0, let him have the other 

Twent T ! wliy it come* to forty- , 

Thrifty. No, i'll have nothing to do m it. Uh . 
a covetous rogue ! I wonder he is not ashamed to 

WBv, this is nothing to the 
Doctors’ Commons ; and, thou gTi 
no money, she has an uncle able . 

Thrifty. Oh! eternal roj^ue!— Well I must do 
it— Tlif- devil’s in him, I think ! 

Scapin. “ Then,” says he, " 1 must carry into 
France money to buy a mule, to c»"y , 

Thrifty. Det him to the devil with his mule, 1 » 
appeal o the judges. 

Scapn. Nay, good sir, think a little. 

Thrifty. No, I’ll do nothing. 

Srapm. Sir, sir! but one hide mule? 
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lAw II. 


THE CHEATS OF TOAPIN. 


Thrijiy. No, not bo mnch u an mb ! f 

Saqtin. Conaider. 

Thrifty, I will not consider, I’ll go to law. 

Scapin. I am sore if you go to law, joa dp not 
consider the appeals, degrees of jurisdiction, the 
intricate proceedings, the knaveries, the craving of 
so many ravenous animals that will prey upon you, 
villanoos harpies! promoters, tipstaves, and the 
like ; none of which but will puff away the clearest 
right in the world for a bribe. On the other side, 
the proctor shall side with your adversary, and 
sell your cause for ready money : yonr ^^dvocate 
shall be gained the same way, and shall not be 
found when your cause is to be beard. Law is a 
torment of all torments. 

Thrifty, That’s true. — Why, what does the d — d 
rogue reckon for his mule? 

Scapin, Why, for horses, furniture, mule, and 
to pay some scores that are due to his landlady, 
he demands, and will have, two hundred pounds. 

Thrifty, Come, come, let’s go to law ! {Thrifty 
walks Mout greatly agitated . ) ' 

Scapin. Do but reflect upon — 

Thrifty. I’ll go to law ! * 

Scapin, Do not plunge yourself — 

Thrifty. To law, I t^I yon! 

iS'cfl/)in.**Why, there’s for prccuralion presenta- 
tion, councils, prodiiclionM, proctors, attendance, 
and scribbling vast volumes of* interrogatories, de- 
positions, and articles^ consultations and pleadings 
of doctors ; for the register, substitute, judgments,* 
signings, — expedition-fees, besides the vast lire- 
sents to them and their wives. Hang it ! the feltow 
is out of employment 3 give him the moif^y 3 give 
it him,'l say\ 

Thrifly. What, two hundred pounds? 

Scapin, Ay, ay; why, you’ll gain one hundred 
and fifty pounds by it : 1 have summed it up. I 
say give it him ; i'laith, do ! 

TAri^/y. What, two hundred pounds? 

Scapin. Ay. Besides, you never think how 
they’ll rail at you in pleading; tell all your forni- 
cations, bastardings, and commutings in their 
courts. * 

Thrifty. I defy them. Let them tell of niy 
whoring 3 ’tis the fashion. 

Seapm. Peace ! Here's the brother. 

Thrifty. Oh, heaven! what shall 1 do? 

Enter Shift, disguised like a bully. 

Shift, D — e, where’s this confounded dog, this 
father of Octavian? Annul the marriage! By all 
the honour of my ancestors. I'll chine the vil- 
lain! 

Thrifty, Oh ! oh ! oh ! {Hides himself behind 
Scapin.) 

Scapin, He cares not, sir; he’ll not give the 
two hundred pounds. 

Shift, By heaven ! he shall be worms’-meat 
within these two hours. 

Scapin, Sir, he has courage ; he fears you not. 

Thrifty. Yon lie! I have not courage; 1 do 
fear him mortally. {Aside.) 

He,he, he! Ounds, he! ’Would all bis 
family were in him. I’d cut off root and branch. 
Dishonour my sister ! This in his body I — What 
fellow's that? 

Setynn, Not he, sir. ^ 

, . Shgt. Nor none of his friends? 

'Thtifty, No, sir. Hang him ! 1 am his mortal 
^emy. 

Shift. Art thou the enemy of that rascal ? 

ThHfty. Oh ! ay, hang mm ! Oh ! d— d bully ! 
{Aside.) 

Shift, Give me thy hand, old boy. The next sun 
■ball not see the impudent rascal alive. 

Seapm, He’ll muster up all his relations against 
JOB. 

* ‘ 


Thrifty, Do not provoke him, Seapip* 

Shift, Would they were all here I Hah, hah, bab! 
{He foyns every way with his sword,) Here I had 
one through the lungs, there another into the heart ; 
hah! there another into the guts. Ah! aognes, there 
I was with vou. Hah, hah! 

Scapin. Hold, sir ; we are none of your enemies. 
Shilt. No, but I will find the villains out while 
my blood is np: I will destroy the whole familf. 
Hah. hah, hah. I 

Thrifty, Here, Scapin, I have two hundred gui- 
neas about roe, take ’em. No more to be said. Let 
me never see his face again ; take ’em, 1 say. This 
is the dhvil. 

Scapin. Will yon not give ’em him yourself? 
Thrifty, No, no, I will never'see him more. I 
shall not recover this these three months. See the 
business done. I trust in thee, honest Seapm ; I 
must repose somewhere; 1 am mightily out of 
order. A plague on all bullies, I say. [£hri/. 

Scapin. So, there’s one despatched ; I must now 
find out Gripe, lie’s here : how heaven brings ’em 
into my nets one after another! 

Enter Gripe. 

Oh, heaven! nnlooked-for misfortune! poor Mr. 
Gripe, what will thou do? ( Wtdksabont distractedly,') 
Gripe. What’s that he says of me? 

Scapin, Is lliere nobody can tell me news of Mr. 
Gripe! 

Gripe, Who’s there ? Scapin ? , 

Scapin. How I run n^ and down to find him to 
no purpose! Ob I sir, is there no way to bear of 
Mr. Gripe ? 

Gripe, Art thou blind ? I have been jost under 
thy nose this hour. 

Scapin. Sir? 

Grtpe. What's the matter? 

Scapin, Oh! sir, your son — 

Grtpe, Ha ! my son ! 

Scapin. Is fallen into the strangest misfortuiie io 
the world. 

Gripe. What is it? 

Semin, 1 met him awhile agd^ disordered for 
something you had said to him, wherein yOn very 
idly made use of iny name. And seeking to divert 
his melancholy, we went to walk upon the pier ; 
aitionpt other things, he took imrttoBlar not& of 
a new* caper in her full trim. The oqktain iovlted 
os aboard, and gave ns the haudionest PoVatiBn I 
ever met with. 

Gripe. Well, and where’s tho disaster of nU 
this? 

Scapin. While we were eating ho pot to sea; and 
when we were a good distance from tho shoro, ho 
discovered himself to be an English renegade that 
was entertained in tbe Dutch service ; and soul roe 
off in bis long-boat to tell you that if you dbu’t 
forthwith send him two hundred pounds, he’ll-oarry 
away yonr son prisoner; nay, w anght I know, 
he may carry him a slave to Algiers. 

Gripe. How, in the devil's name I two hnndfod 
pounds ! " 

Scapin, Yes, sir; and more than that, bohao al- 
lowed me but an hour’s time ; YBBr most advlso 
quickly what course to take to save an only SOff* 
Gripe. What a devil had be to do a shmbostfdt 
Ron quiokly, Scapin, and tell the villain HI «enA 
my lord chief-iostioe’s warrant after him. 

Scapin. Oh la! his warrant in the open seal d’ye 
think pirates are fools ? - ^ 

Gripe, I'the devil’s name, what bnsinesa bod ho 
a shipboard? 

Scapin, There is an nnlnoky fate that often harries 
men to mischief, sir. 

Grips. Scapin, thon mast now aot tbe part^ a 
faithful servant. 

Scapin, As bow, sir? 



Act 111. ScEtiE 1.] 


THB OIBATS OF fiCAPlN. 


€hipe» Tboo mait go bid the pirate aeod me my 
SOB, tod atay ai a pledge in hw room till 1 oati 
raise the money. 

dfo^pm. Alas 1 sir, think you the captain has so 
little wit as to aooept of such a poor rascally fellow 
as I am, instead of your son 1 

Oripe, What a devil did he do a shipboard? 
Scapin, D'ye remember, sir, that you have but 
two hoars’ lime ? 

Oripe, Thou say’st he demands — 

Su^in, Two hundred pounds. 

Otye, Two hundred pounds ! Has the fellow no 
conscience? 

Scopin, Oh la ! the conscience of a pirate ! why, 
vei^ row lawful captains have any. 

CMpe. lias he no reason neither? Does he know 
what the sum of two hundred pounds is? 

Setqtm, Yea, air, tarpaulins aie a sort of people 
tliat understand money, though they have no great 
acquaintance with sense. But, for heaven’s sake, 
dewatoh. 

Here, take the keys of my counting- 

house—- 
Scemm, So. 

GrifM. And opmiit^ 

Verygeqd. 

Onpe, In the 1eib>haiid window lies the key of 
my garret; go take all the clothes that are in the 
great chest, and sell ’em to the brokers to redeem 
my son. ^ 

^ Scapin, Sir, y'm mad; I sha’n’t get fifty shil>< 
lings for all tbni's there, and you know how I am 
straightewid for time. 

What a devil did he do a shipboard? 
Seof^, Let shipboard alone, and consider, sir, 
your son. fist heaven is my witness I have done 
ror hhn as much as was possible, and if he be 
not redeemed, he may thank his father’s kind- 
ness. 

€hr^. Well, sir, I’ll go see if I can raise the 
money. Was it not ninesoore pounds you spoke 
of? 

iSbqpM. No, two hundred pounds. 

Gnpe, What, two hundred pounds Dulch, eh? 
Scapin, No, sir, 1 mean English money, two hun- 
dred pounds sterling. 

Gripe. I’the devlFs name, what business bad be 
a shipboard? Confounded shipboard ! 
jSiwyiit. This shipboard sticks in his sjomach. 

Gr^M. Hold, Seapin, I remember I received the 
▼ery sum just now in gold, but did not think I 
dimold have parted with it so soon. {Presents 
hit parse to Samm, hat will not let it go \ and in his 
fransporls, pm h*t arm to and fro, whilst iS'cqpm 
reodUs at it.) 

Seapin, Ay, sir. 

Os^po, But tell the captain he is a son of a 

Yes, sir. 

A dogbolt. 

I. 1 shall, sir. 

A thief, a robber, and that be forces me 
lo pay him two hnndred pounds contrary to di law 
oroqaity. 

- Sospm, Nay^t me alone with him. 
jf^sspe. That I will never forgive him, dead or 
•BvW. 

, Ahsipm. Very good. 

Qfipe, And that if ever I light on him. I’ll mur- 
der him privately, and feed dogs with him. (Puts 
his purse, and is going away,) 

Seapin, Right, sir. 

Onpe. Now make haste, and go redeem my 
iiMMI. 

Seapin, Aj, bat d’ye bear, sir? where’s the 
money? 

Oftpe, Did I not give it thee? 

Bisgim. Indeed, sir, yoa made me believe yon 



wquld, bnt yon forgot, and pat it op in your pocket 
again. 

Grijpe. Ha! my griefs and fears for my son make 
me^o I know not what. 

Scapin, Ay, sir, 1 see it does, indeed. 

Gripe. What a devil did he do u shipboard? 

D — d pirate ! d — d renegade! all the devils in hell 
pursue thee. [Gives the money and exU, 

Scapin. How easily a miser swallows a load! 
and bow diOicultly he disgorges a grain! Bat I’ll 
not leave him so ; he's like to pay in other coin for 
telling Vhles of me to bis son. 

Enter OcTAViAN and Leander. 

Well, sir, I havesncceeded in your business, there's 
two bondred pounds which 1 have squeezed out of 
your father. (7b Octavian.) 

Oct. Triumphant Scapin! 

Semin. Bat for you 1 can do nothing — (To 
Leander.) 

Leaud, Then 1 may go hang myself. Friends 
both, adieu. 

Scapin. D’ye* hear, d’ye hear? the devil has no 
such necessity for you yet, that you need ride 
post. With much ado I have got your business 
done too« • V 

Leand. Is it possible? 

ASraptn.*Jlut on condition that you permit me to 
revenge myself on your father for the trick he has 
served me. 

Leand. With all my heart ; at thy own discre- 
tion, good, honeat Scapin. 

Scaptii. Hold yonr hand, there’s two hnndred 
pounds. • 

Leand. Uly thanks are loo many to pay now. 
Farewell, dear son ofMerenn', snd be prosperoos. 

Scapin, Gramercy, pupil. Hence we gather. 

Give son the money, hang up father. 

[Bssiml. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. 

Enter Lucia and CLARA. * 

Lucia. Was ever such a trick played, for us to 
run away from our governesses, where our careful 
fathers had placed us, to follow a couple of young 
gentlemen, only because they said they lov^ us? 

I think ’twas a Very noble enterprise! I am afraid 
the good fortune we shall get by it will very hardly 
recompense the reputation we have lost by it. 

Clara. Our greatest satisfaction is that they vo 
men of fashion and credit ; and for my part, I long 
ago resolved not to marry any other, nor such u 
one neither, liU 1 bad a perfect confinnalion of bia 
love; and 'twas an assurance of Octavian’a that 
brought me hither. 

Lucia. 1 must confess I had no less a sense of the 
faith and honour of Leander. 

Clara. But seems it not wonderful that the oir- 
curostances of nor fortune should be so nearly 
allied, and ourselves so much strangers? Besides, 
if I mistake not, f see something in Leander eo 
much resembling a brother of mine of the same 
name, that did not the time since I saw him make 
me fearf^ul, 1 should be often apt to call him so. 

Lucia. I haVe a brother, too, whose naniels Oo- 
tavian, bred in Italy, and just as my father took hia„ 
voyage, retomed home ; not knowing where to find^ 
me, 1 believe, is the reason 1 have not seen him 
yeL But, if I deceive not myself, there is something 
in your Oetavian that extremely refreshes my me- 
mory of him. 

eftara. I wish we might be so happy as we we 
inclined to hope ; bnt there’s a strange blind side 
in our natures which always makes us apt to be- 
lieve what we most earnestly desire. 

Jama* The worst, at last, is bnt to be forsaken 



toy on r fVitherg ; and, for mv port, I bad rather l^se 
an old father than a young lover, when I may with 
reputation keep him, and secure myself against the 
imposition of fatherly authority. * 

Vlara, How insufferable it is to be sacrificed to 
the arms of a nauseous blockhead, that has no other 
sense than to eat and drink when 'tis provided for 
nae in the morning, and go to bed at night, 
-_j . , . uaded to keep himself 


and with much ado be persni 
clean. 

Lucia, A thing of more flesh and blood, ;«nd that 
of the worst sort, too j with a squinting, meagre, 
hang-dog countenance, that looks as if he always 
wanted physic for the worms. 

Clara, Yet such their silly parents are generally 
most indulgent to ; like apes, never so wcU pleased 
as when they are fondling with their ugly issue. 

Zucia. Twenty to one but to some such charm- 
ing creatures our careful fathers had designed 
ns. 

Clara, Parents think they do their daughters the 
greatest kindness in the world when they get them 
tools _for their husbands ; and yet are very apt to 
take it ill if they make the right use of them. 

laicM, Td no more be bound to spend my days 
in marriage. to a fool because I might rule him, than 
I would always ride an ass because the? creature 
was gentle. 

Clara, See, here’s Scapin, as full of designs and 
affairs as a callow statesman .^t a treaty of peace. 

Enter Sc A PIN. 

Scapin, Ladies! 

Clara. Oh! Monsieur Soapln, what’s the reason 
you have been such a stranger of late? 

Sc(q)in, ’Faith! ladies, business, bnslness has 
taken up my time ; and truly, I love an active life, 
love my bnsiness extremely. 

Luda, Methinks, though, this should be a diffi- 
' colt place for a man of your excellencies to find 
employment in. 

Scapin, Why, ’faith ! madam, I’m never shy to 
my friends: my business is, in short, like that of 
all other men of business, diligently contriving 
how to play the knave and cheat, to get an honest 
livelihood. 

Clara. Certainly, men of wit and parts need never 
be driven to indirect courses. 

Scapin, Oh! madam, wit and honesty, like oil 
and vinegar, with much ado mingle together ; give 
a relish to a good fortnae, and pass welk enough 
fer sacce, but are very thin fare of themselves. 
No, give me your knave, your thorough-paced 
knave ; hang ois wit, so he be but rogue enough*. 

Lada. Yon’re grown very much oat of hnmonr 
with wit, Scapin; 1 hope yonr’s has done yon no 
prmndice of late. 

Scapin, No, madam ; yonr men of wit are good- 
for-nothing, doll, lazy, restive snails; ’tis your 
undertaking, impudent, pushing fool, that com- 
mands his fortune. 

Clara. You are very plain and open in this pro- 
oeedioif, whatever yon are in others. 

Scapm, Dome Fortune, like roost others of the 
female sex, (I speak all this with respect to yonr 
ladyship,) is generally most indulgent to the nimble 
mettled blockheads; men of wit afre not for her 
tnni, ever too thoughtful when they should be 
active. Wb}', who believes any man of wit to have 
ao much as courage? No, ladies, if yon have any 
friends that hope to raise themselves, advise them 
to be as much fools as they can, and tliev’ll ne’er 
patrons ; and for honesty, if your ladyship 
Hiiok fit to retire a little further, you shall see me 
perform upon a gentleman that is coming this 

way* 

Vlara, Pr’ylhee, Lucia, let ns retreat a little, 

' and take this opportnnity of some divertisement, 
^iiMh bu bebB vhiy ^ce here ltH|ii|ito. 


THE CHEATS OP SCAPIN. [AW HI. 

Eniar SHIFT, wUh a tadt, 

Scapin, Oh! Shift — 

Shift, Speak not too load, my matter’s eoninr. 
Scapin, I am glad on’t ; 1 shall teaoh him to be^ 
tray the secrets of his friend. 

Shift. I wonder at thy valour, thou art oonti- 
noally venturing that body of thine to the indignity 
of bruises and indecent bastinadoes. 

Scapin, Difficulties in adveutnres make them 
pleasant when aocomplished. 

Shift, But your adventures, bow comical soever 
in the beginning, are sure to be tragical in the end. 

Scapin, ’Tis no matter, I bate your pusillanimous 
spirit. Revenge and lechery are never so pleasant 
as when yon venture bard for them. Begone : here 
comes my man. [Eoif Shift, 

Enter GrIPE. 


Oh ! sir, sir, shift for yourself qniokly, sir ; quickly, 
sir, for heaven’s sake. 

Oripe, What’s the matter, mant 

Scapin. Heaven ! ia this a time to ask questions 1 
Will yon be murdered instantly 1 1 am afnud yoa’ll 
be kifled within these two minutes. 

Gripe. Mercy on me ! killed I for whatl 

Sci^n. They are everywhere looking out for 
yon. 

Gripe, Who, who ? 

Scapin, The brother of her whom your son has 
married ; he’s a captain of a privateer, who has all 
sorts of rogues, English, Sootch, Welch, Irish, 
and French, under his command ; and all lying ia 
wait now, or searching for jon to kill yon,heeanse 
you would null the marriage: they run and 
dow'n crying, “ Where is the rogoe Giwe? where 
is the dog? where is the slave Gripe?” They watoh 
for yon so narrowly that there's no getting Dome to 
your house. 

Gripe. Oh! Scapin, what shall I do? what will 
become of me? 

Scapin. Nay, heaven knows; but if you oomo 
within their reach they’ll De Wit you, they’ll tear 
you in pieces— Hark ! 

Gripe. Oh, Lord! 

Scfpin, Hum! ’tis none of them. 

Gnpe, Caust thou find no way for my esoape. 
dear Scapin? 

Scapni. I think I have found one. 

Gripe. Good Scapin, shew thyself a mini now. 

Scapin, 1 shall venture beiug most immdderatslj 
beaten. 

Gripe, Dear Soapin, do; I will reward Ihee 
bounteously: I’ll give thee this snk when 1 hayn 
worn it eight or nine montlis longer. 

Scapin, Listen ; who are these? 

Gnpe. God forgive me ! Lord have meroj ^pon 

Scapin, No, there’s nobody; look, if joa’E st?6 
your life, go into this sack presently. ' ' A ' 
Gripe, Oh! who’s there! 

Scapin. Nobody, Get into the sack, andi 
whatever happens; I’ll carry you as a bu 
goods, through all your enemies, to the i 
house of the castle. 

Gripe, An admirable invention! * Oh, 
quick! {Gets into the each,) 

Scapin, Yes, ’tis an excellent iDyentinn,^ 
knew all. {Astde,) Keep in yonr head. Oh I 1 
a rogue coming to look for you.— (Mkofosbil ^ 
man,) Do you hear? I pray you, where is 
father, look you? — (In his own obfoe.) How snodM 
I know? Wlial would you have with him? lAe 
close. {Aside to Oripe.-^JmUatu,) Have wiHi Im, 
look you! Hur has no oreat posiness, but nor 
would have satisfactions and reparations, lookyoiK 
for credits and honours ; bj Slslnt Tavy, he ffotn 
not put the injuries and affronts upon my oaptuiaa, 
look you now, sir.— (In Ms oiim i^,} EsAte 
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the captain! he meddle# with no mm.-^Irniiaies,) 
You, he, sir, look joa ; and hor will give you beat- 
inge and obastiBement# for yoor contradictiona, 
when har Welse plood's op, look you, and hur will 
Wdgel yopr packs and yoar noilles; take you 
that, {beats tM sack) pray you now. — {In his own 
voice.) Hold, hold! will you murder me? 1 know 
not where be is, not l,-^{Jtnitates.) Hur will teach 
saucy Jacks bow they proiook hur IV else ploods 
and hur cbollers *, and for the old rogue, hur will 
have his guts and his plood, look you, sir, or hur 
will never wear leeks upon iSaiiii Tavy's day more, 
look you. — (in his own voice,) Ob! he has mauled 
me ; a d—d welsh rascal! 

Oripe, Yon 1 the blows fell upon my shoulders. 
Oh, oh ! 

Scamn, ’Twas only the end of the stick fell on 
you, the main substantial part of the cudgel lighted 
on me. 

Gripe, Why did not you stand further olT? 

Scapiu, Peace! Here’s another rogue. — {Imi- 
tates a Laneashireman,) Yaw fellee wi'the sack 
there, don’ yaw knaw whear th’ auld rascal Gripe 
is? — (In his own voice,) Not I; but here is ifb 
rascal. — {Imitates.) Yaw lee, yaw doug, yaw kiyiw 
weel enough whear lie is, an* yaw don’ tell, an* 
that be is a foo rascal as any in aw the town: I’s 
tell a that, bv’r lady. — {In his own voice.) Not I, 
sir, 1 know neither, sir, not I. — {Imitates.) By the 
mess, an’ I tak thee in hont„ I’s raddle the hones 
on thee; I’a keeble thee to some tune. — (In his otAt 
voice.) Me, sir? 1 don’t understand you. — (imi- 
tates.) Why, thaw’rt his man, thaw Hobble. I’ll 
anile the nase o’ thee. — {In his own voice,) Hold, 
hold, sir! what would you have with him'!— ^/mi- 
tates.) Why, I man knock him dawn wi* my 
kibbo, the tirst bawt to the graund, and then I man 
beat him aw to pap, by the mess, and after ay man 
out oft* the lugs and naes on ’em, and ay wot, he’ll 
be a pretty swatley fellee bawt legs and naes. — 
(/n Ats oum voice.) Why, truly, sir, 1 know not 
where he is; but he went down that lane. — {Imi- 
iates,) This lane, sayn ye? Ays find him, by’r lady, 
an be be above grawnt. — {In his own voice.) So, 
he’s gone, a d— d Lancashire rascal. 

Gripe, Oh ! good Scapin, go on quickly. 

So^^ Hold! here’s another. {Gripe pops in 
his head,^ImMiates an Irishman.) Dost thou bear, 
Saokman? I, pridee, fare is de d — d dog^Gripe? — 
</n his oam upico.) W^, what’s that to you? what 
know I?->-(fari^ales,) Pat’s dat to me, joy! by my 
sool, joy, 1 wall lay a great blow upon thy uate; 
and 4# devil take me, but I will make thee know 
fore he is, iodeed, or 1*11 beat upon you till thou dost 
know, by my aalvation, indeed. — {In his own voice.) 
1*11 not be beaten. — {imitates.) Now the devil take 
me, I awear by him that made me, if thou dos^ not 
tell fare is Gripe but I will beat thy father’s child 
Terj much indeed.-— (/nhu own voice. ) What would 
you hate me do? I can’t tell where he is. But 
what would jou have with him l^{lmitates.) Fat 
would I have wi4 him ? By my aoul, if 1 do see 
him 1 will mak^ murther upon him for iny captain’s 
aake^— (/n his men voke.) Murder him ! He’ll not 
be murdered.— (/mifafM.) If 1 do lay my eyes upon 
him, 'gad? I will put my sword into his bowels, de 
4etU take me, indeed. Fat hast dow in dat sack, 
}o^? by my salvation T will look into it. — {In his 
asm epics.) But you shall not. What have you to 
do wUb iil-rCImutates,) By my soul, joy, I will 
put my rapier mto it. 

Orie. Oh, ph! 

Bam. (ImUates,) Fat, it does grunt; by my 
salewon, ae devil take me, I will see it, indeed. — 
(^injis oum yoke,) You aball not see ray sack; 1 
will defend it with m life.-^Xmtfafss.) Den I will 
make beat upoo ihy^My : take that, joy, and that, 
and that, (MB hhn In Ins sack) upon my soul, and 
•oi do take mjleeiro* joj^-(/n hit oum voms.) A 


plague on him! he's gone; he ha# aliiio#t lulled 
me. 

Gr^. Oh ! I can hold no longer : the blows all 
fell on my shonlders. 

Scapin, Yon can't tell me; they fell on mine. 
Oh, my shoulders! 

Grips. Yonr’s! Oh, my shoulders ! 

Sa^in Peace! they’re coming. — (In a hoarse 
seaman's voice.) Where is the dog? iMl 1a^ him on 
fore and aft, swinge him with a cat-o'nine-tails, 
keel-haul, and then hang him at the main-yard. — 
{In %‘oken French- English.) If dere be no more 
men in England I vill kill him; I vill pntmv rapier 
in his body, 1 vill give him two tree pnsne in de 
gut. — {ImUaies a number of voices.) We mun go this 
way ; o’ the right hand ; no, to the left hand. — Lie 
close. (To Grips.)-— Search everywhere. — By my 
salvation, I will lull the d— d dog. — An’ we do 
catch un we’ll tear an in nieces, aM I do hear he 
went tbic way — no, straignt forward. ' Hold, here 
is bis man: where’s ynnr master? — D — e! where? 
in hell? speak. — (In his own voice.) Hold, not so 
furiously. — (Imitates.) An’ you don't tell us where 
lie is, we’ll murder thee. — {In his own voice.) Do 
what you will, gentlemen, I know not. — (Imitates.) 
Lay on him thick; thwack him soundly. — (In his 
oton voice. ) HoM, bold! do what you ^ill, I'll never 
betray my roaster. — (Imitates.) Knock an down, 
beat unVoundly, to on, at an. at un, at — (As he is 
going to strike, Gripe peeps out, and Scapin runs 

Gripe. Oh! dog, traitor, villain! Is this your 
plot! Would you have murdered me, rogue? 
llnhArd-of impudence ! 

Enter THRIFTY. 

Oh! brother Thrifty, you come to see me laden 
with disgrace ; the villain Scapin has, as I am sen- 
sible now, cheated me of two hundred pounds. This 
beating hrii^s all into my memory. 

Thrifty, 'The impudent varlet has galled me of 
the SHine sum. 

Grips. Nor was be content to take jay money, 
but hath abased me at that barbarous rate, that I 
am ashamed to tell it; but be shall pay for it 
severely. 

Thrifty. But this is not all, brother; one mufor- 
tone is the forerunner of soother : just now I re* 
ceived letters from London that both our dangfatera 
have run away from their governesses, with two 
wild debauched young hallows that they fell in love 
with. 

Enter LuciA and CLARA. 

Lucia. Was ever suah malicious impudence seen ! 
— Ha! surely, if I mistake not, that should be mj 
father. 

Clara. And the other mine, whom Scapin has 
used thus. 

Lucia. Bless us! returned, and we not know of 
it. " 

Clara. What will they say to find os here? 

Lucia. My dearest father, welcome to Engltiid! 

Thrifty. My daughter Lace ! 

Lucia. The same, sir. 

Gripe. My Clara here, too? 

Clara. Y^s, sir, and happy to see jovr wsSa 
prrival. 

Thrijly. What strange destiny ho# direoted this 
happiness to us? 

£nlcr OCTAVi AN. 

Gripe. Heyday! 

Thiifty. Oh! son, I have a wife for you.' 

Oct, Good father, all your propoalriona are vain ; 
I must needs be free^ and tell you I am engaged. 

Thrifty, Look you now! is not this very fine? 
Now I have a minft to be merry and to be tneod# 
with you you’ll not let me. Now, will you? 1 tell 
you, Mr. (sripe't daughter her#— 

* • jue 
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Oct. Ill never marrj Mr. Gripe’s dsughter, sir^ 
as long as 1 live. No, yonder's she that I most 
love, and can never entertain the thonght of any 
other. 

Clara. Yes, Oolavian, T have at Inst met witn 
my father, and all our fears and tronblea are at an 
end. 

Thrifty, La ye now ! yon would be wiser than 
the father that M^t yon, would ^oo? Did not 1 
always say yon Mould marry Mr. Gripe's daugh- 
tert But you do not know your sister Lace. 

Oct. Unlooked-for blessing! why, she’s my Aiend 
Leander's wife. 

Thrifty. How, Leander's wife' 

Gr^. What, my son Leaqder? 

Oct. Yes, sir, yoor son, Leander. 

Or^. Indeed! Well, brother Thrifty, 'tis tme 
the bOT was always a good-natured faioy. Well, 
now, 1 am so oveijoyed, that I could laugh till I 
shook my shoulders, but that 1 dare not, they are 
so sore. But look, here he oome^. 

Enter Leander. 

Leand. Sir, I beg yoor pardon, I find my mar- 
riage is disoovereu; nor would I, indeed, have 
longer conceded it; this is my wife, I mn^it own 
her. 

Chipe. Brother Thrifty, did yon ever ^ee the 
like? did you ever see the like, eh? 

Thrifty. Own her, (jnoiba! why, kiss her, kiss 
her, man. Odsbodikins ! when I was a young 
fellow, and was first married, 1 did nothing else 
for three months. 

Oripe. Well, 'Us his father's own child. Just so, 
brother, was it with me upon my wedding-day ; I 
could not look upon my dear without blushing ; but 
when we were a-bed. Lord ha' mercy upon us! 
but I’ll no more. 

Leand. Is then my father reconciled to me? 

Chipe. ^conciled to theel why, I love thee at 
mv heart, man, at my heart; why, 'tis mv brother 
TnrifU’s daughter, Mrs. Lucy, whom I always de- 
signed for thy wife ; and that’s thy sister Clara 
narried to Mr. Octa there. 

Lnmd. Octavian, are we, then, brothers? there 
is nothing that I could have rather wished after the 
OOttpleting of my happiness with my charming 

Tktyty. Come, sir, hang up your compliments 
in the nail at home, they are old and out of fashion. 
Shut, go to the ion, anabe^eak a supper may cost 
more money than 1 have ready to pay tor, for I am 
resolved to rnn in debt to-night 

1 shall obey your commands, sir. 

thrifty. Then, d!*ye hear? send out and master 
tip sdl the fiddlers (blind or not blind, drunk or 
sober) in the town ; let not so much as the roaster 
of tones, with his cracked cymbal in a case, escape 

Chripe. Well, what would I give now for the 
fellow that sings the song at my loid mayor's feast ; 
1 myself would make an epithalamium by way of 
oonnet, and iie should set a tune to it ; 'twas the 
fNttiest he bad last time. 


EnUr^Vi. 

Sly. Ob ! gentlemen, here is the strangest aoci* 
dent fallen out. 

Thrifty. What’s the matter? 

Sly. PoorSoapin! 

Oripe. Ha! rogue! let him be hanged. I'll hang 
him myself. 

Sb^. Oh ! sir, that trouble you may spare ; for 
passing by a place where they were bniiding, a 
great stone fell upon his head, and broke his sknll, 
BO you may see his brains. 

Thrifty. Where is he? 

Sly. Yonder he comes. 

Enter ScAPf N between two men, his head wrapped up 
MB linen as if he had been wounded. 

Scapin, Oh me ! oh me ! gentlemen, yon see me, 
yon see me in a sad condition, cat oflT like a fiower 
in the prime of my years ; bnt yet 1 conld not die 
without the pardon of those I have wronged : yes, 
gentlemen, 1 beseech yon to forgive me all the in- 
jnries that I have done; bnt more especially I bog 
or you Mr. Thrifty, and my good master, Mr. 
Gripe. 

Thrifty. For ray part 1 pardon thee freely; go 
and die in peace. 

Scapin. Bnt 'tie yoo, sir, I have most offended, 
by the inhuman bastinadoes which — 

Oripe. Pr’y thee, speak no more of that ; I for- 
give tnee, too. 

Scapin. 'Twas a most wicked insolence in me, 
that 1 should, with a vile orab-tree cndgel— 

Gripe. Pish ! no more ; 1 say I am satisfied. 

Sci^in. And now, so near my death, 'tis an in- 
expressible grief that I shonld dare to lift my band 
against’— 

Grtpe. Hold thy peace, or die qniokly; I tell 
thee I have forgot all. 

Scapin. Alas I how good a man you are ! Bnt, 
sir, do yoo pardon me freely and from the bottom 
of yonr heart those merciless drubs that — 

Gripe. Pr’y thee, speak no more of it; I forgive 
thee freely, here's roy band upon it. 

Scapin. Ob! sir, how mncii yoor goodneu re- 
vives me ! (Puffs off his cap.) 

Grii>e. How's that' Friend, take notice, I par- 
don thee, bnt 'Us upon condition that yon ore anre 
to die. t> 

Scapin. Ob, me! I begin to Aunt eguo. 

Thrifty. Come, fie ! brother, never let revenge 
employ yonr tbonghts now ; forgive him, fergive 
him wituont any condition. 

Qr^. A deuce on't*. brother, aa 1 hope to 
saved, be beat me basely and sonrvily; never stir, 
be did. But since yon will have it so, I do forgive 
him. 

Thrifty. Now, then, let's to Sapper, and u oar 
mirth drown and forget all troubles. 

Scapht. Ay, and let them cany me to the lower 
end of the table : 

Where in my chair of stats Pff sit at sou. 

And eat and drink, that I may dkjnpeaoe^ 
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Scene l^Shenoood Forut, 

Enter several Courtwers as lost, 

1 Cour. *Ti» horrid dark , and tliia wood, I bo- 
lie?e» has neither end nor aide. 

dCoMT Yon mean, to get oat at, for we have 
found one in, yon aee 

2 Cour. I wiah our good King Harry had kept 
nearer home to hunt In my mind, the prett>, 
tame deer in London make much better sport than 
the wild ones in Sherwood Forest 

3 Cour, I can't tell which way his majesty went, 
nor whether unybodr is with him or not, but let 
ns keep together, pra^. 

4 Coifr. Ay, hy , like true oonrtiers, take care 
of oorselves, whatever becomes of roaster. 

2 Crur. 'WeH, it’s a terrible thing to be lost in 
the dark# 

4 Cour. It is , and yet it's so common a case, 
that one wodd not think it should be at all so 
Why, we are all of im lost in the dark every day 
of onr lives. Knaves keep us in the dark by their 
coDOing, and fools by their ignorance. Divines 
lose us in dark mystenes , lawyers m dark oases , 
and statesmen in dark intnffoes nay, the light of 
reason, which we so mobb boast ot, what is it but 
a dark’Ianthorn, which just serves to prevent us 
from runniDg our nose ag^hwl a post, perhaps? but 
is no more able to load ns bad of the dark mists of 
error and igoMmei in wIM wa are lost, than an 


igms fatuus would be to conduct ns ont of Kiii 
wood. 

t Cour But, my lord, this is no time for preaeis- 
log, metbinks and, fpr all your morals, day-lighi 
would be much preferable to this darkness, I be- 
lieve. 

3 Cour Indeed would it. But come, let os go 
on , we shall hnd some house or other by-and-^. 

4 Cour. Come along. [gatnuL 

Enter the KlNO 

Atnff No, no , this can be no public road, Ihil^s 
certain 1 am lost, quite lost, indeed ' Of whnlaid<<» 
s intage is it now to be a king'* Niglit shewn m# 
no respect , I cannot see better, nor walk so friA 
as another man W hat is a king? Is he not wlfer 
than another man*’ Not without his oounsel1orll| ( 
plainly find. In he not more powerful^ I oft hare 
been told so, indeed , but what now can my peiyvar 
command’’# Is be not greater, and more magun- 
cent? hen seated on his throne, and durrounded 
with nobles and flatterers, perh|igas1m may think 
so , but when lost in a wood, aias^ what is he but 
a common manl His wisdom knows not which » 
north and which is south hib power a beggar's 
do^ would bark at, and bia greatness the beam 
woild not bow to. And yet bow oft are we paled 
up with these false attnbutei’ Well, in lotiuglhe 
monarch, 1 have fbuod the man. (S^ba report if a 
auu IS heard.) Hark * aomo villain, sure, la near. 
What were it best to do^ Will my miy^y pro- 
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tect met No. Throw majesty wide, then, and let 
manhood do it. 

Enter the MiLLCR OF Mansfield. * 

M^er, I believe I hear the rogue. Who's there? 

King* No rogue, F assure you. 

Miller, liittle better, friend, I believe. Who 
iired that gun ? 

King. Not I, indeed. 

Miller, Yon lie, 1 believe. 

King. Lie! lie! bow strange it seems tD be 
talked to in this style ! (Aside. )~Upon my word, I 
don’t. 

MiUer, Come, come, sirrah, confess *, you have 
shot one of the king’s deer, have not yon ? 

King, No, indeed; I owe the king more re- 
spect. I heard a gun go oflT, and was afraid some 
robbers might have been near. 

MiUer. Fm not bound to believe Miis, friend. 
Pray, who are you? what's your nftme? 

King. Name 1 

Miller. Name! yes, name. Why, you have a 
name, have not you ? Where do yon come from ? 
what is your business here? 

King. These are questions I have not been used 
to, honest mdft. 

MiUer, May be so ; but they are questions no 
honest man would be afraid to answer, I think. 
So, if yon can give no better account of yourself, I 
shall make bold to take yon along with me, if you 
please. 

Kina. With yon ! What anthority have yon to— 

Miller. The king’s authority, if I must giyl you 
an account, sir. I am John Cockle, fhe miller of 
Mansfield, one of his majesty's keepers in this fo- 
rest of Sherwood; and 1 will let no suspected fel- 
low pass this way, that cannot give a better ae- 
oount of himself than you have done, I promise 
yon. 

King, I must submit to my own authority. 
(Aaids.)— Very well, sir; 1 am glad to hear the 
king has so good an oflicer ; and since 1 find yon 
Imvo his anffaority, I will give yon a better account 
of mself, if you will do me the favour to hear it. 

Mttter. It’s more than you deserve, I believe.— 
3Ht let’s hear what yon can say lor yourself. 

Xwm. I have the honour to belong to the king 
da well as yon ; and, perhaps, should be as unwil- 
ling to see any wrong done him. I came down 
wifi him to hunt in this forest; and the chace 
leading ns tb-day a neat way from home, 1 am 
benighted in this wood, and have lost my w ay. 

Mmer. This does not sound well ; if von have* 
been a-hunting, pray where is your hor.^e‘ ? ^ 

King. I have tired my horse so, that he lay 
down under me, and I was obliged to lea^e him. 

MUIer. If 1 thought 1 might believe this, now — 

King, I am not need to lie, honest roan. 

'■MiUer. What, do yon live at court, and not lie ? 
that’s a likdy story, indeed. 

King, Be that as it will, I speak triith now, I 
assufe you; and to convince you of it, if yon will 
attend |ne to Nottingham, if I am near it, or give 
me a night’s lodging in your own boose, here is 
aometbmg to pay yon for your trouble ; and if that 
be not sninoient, l will satisfy yon in the morning 
to yonr utmost desire. 

Miller. Ay, now I am convinced you are a cour- 
tier.: here is a little bribe for to-day, and a large 
pronlise for to-morrow, both in a breath. Here, 
tafcbit again, and take this along with it: John 
Cbokle is no oonrtier ; he can do what he ought 
wH&oot a bribe. 

King. Jfaon art a veiy extraordinary .man, I 
vaat own ; and 1 should be glad, methinks, to be 
Mlier aoqmiinted with thee. 

HUkr. Thee, and thpu ! Pr’ythee, don’t thea 


and thon me; I believe I am as good a man as 
yonraelf, at least. 

King. Sir, 1 beg yonr pardon. 

MiUer. Nay, I am not angry, friend ; only 1 
don’t love to be too familiar with anyb(^y, before 
1 know whether they deserve it or not. ' 

King. Yon are in the right. Bat whatam I to do? 

Miller, You may do what you please. You are 
twelve miles from Nottingham, and all the way 
through this thick wood; out if yon be resolved 
upon going thither to-night, I will put you in the 
road, and direct you the best 1 can ; or ifyon will 
accept of snob poor entertainment as a miller can 
give, you shall he welcome to stay all night ; and, 
in the morning, 1 will go with yoor inyselr. 

King. And cannot yon go with me to-night? 

MiUer. I would not go with you to-night, if you 
were the king. 

Khig. Then T mast go with you, I think. 

[Exetmi. 

Scene II. — The Town of Mansfield. 

Enter Dick. 

♦ 

Dick. Well, dear Mansfield, I am glad to see 
tb/face again. But my heart aches, methinks, for 
fear this should be only a trick pf theirs to get me 
into their power : vet, the letter seems to be writ- 
ten with an air o? sincerity, I confess ; and the 
girl was never ULed to lying, till she kept a lord 
company. Let me see. I’ll read it once more.— 
** Dear Richard^ — I am, at last, {though much too 
late for me,) covinced of the injury done to us both 
by that base man, who made me think you false. He 
contrived these letters which / sentl you, to make me 
think you just upon the point of being married to ano- 
ther, a thought I tould not bear with patience; so, 
aiming at revenge on you, consented to my omt un- 
doing. But, for your own sake, / beg you to return 
hither ; Jor I have .some hopes oj being able to do you 
justice, which is the only comfort of your most dis- 
tressed, but ever afieUionate, — PLO’GY.” — There can 
be, no cheat in this, sure! the letters she has sent 
are, I think, a proof of her sincerity. Well, I will 
go to her, however : 1 cannot think she will again 
betray me. If she have as much tenderness left 
for roe, as, in spite of her ill usage, I still feel for 
her,' I’m sure she won't. Let me see ; 1 am not 
far from the house, 1 believe. [Exif. 

Scene III. — A Room. 

Peggy and Piicebe aiscovered. 

Phoebe. Pray, madam, make yourself easy.^ 

Peggy, Ah I Pbenbe, she that has lost her virtue, 
has lost with it her ease, and all her happiness. 
Believing, cheated fool I to think him false. 

' Phoebe, Be patient, madam; 1 hope you will 
shortly be revenged on that deceitful lord. 

Peggy. I hope 1 shall ; for that were jost re- 
venge. But will revenge make me happy 7 will it 
excuse my falsehood? will it restore me to the 
heart of my much-injured love? Ah! no. That 
blooming innocence he us’d to praise, and call the 
greatest beauty of onr sex, is gone. I have no 
charm left that might renew that flame 1 took such 
pains to qnench. {Knocking at the door.) See 
who’s there. — Oh, heavens! ’tis be. Alas! that 
ever I should be ashamed to see the man 1 love* 
( Weeps.) 

Enter DICK, who stands looking on her at a 
distance. 

Dick. Well, Peggy, (hot I suppose you’re ma- 
dam now in that fine cress,) you see you have 
brought me back : is it to triumph in yonr false- 
hood, or am I to receive the slighted leavings of 
your fine lord? 
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Peggy, Ob ! Aioliard, after the injary I hare 
done you, I caniioi look on you withont oonfniton: 
but do not think so hardly of me ; 1 staid not to be 
slighted by him, for the^ moment I discovered his 
rile plot on you, I fled his sight, nor could he ever 
prevail to see tne since. 

Vick. Ah ! Peggy, you were loo hasty in believ- 
ing ; and much f fear the vengeance aimed at me 
had other oliarms to recommend it to yon : socli 
bravery as that (pointing to her clothes) 1 had not to 
bestow ; bat if a tender honest heart eonld please, 
you had it all ; and if 1 wished for more 'twas for 
your sake. 

Peggy • Oh! Richard, when you consider the 
wicked stralageiu he contrived, to make me think 
you base and deceitful, 1 hope you will, at least, 
fiijy my folly, and, in some measure, excuse roy 
udsehood; that you will forgive me, I dare not 
hope. 

Dick. To be forced to fly from my friends and 
country for a crime that 1 was innocent of, an 
injury that 1 cannot easily forgive, to be sure ; but 
if you are less guilty of it than 1 thought, I shall 
be very glad ; and if your design be really, as you 
say, to clear me and to expose the baseness ofnim 
that betrayed and rained you, I will join with you 
with all iiiy heart. But how do you propose to do 
this? 

Pegyy, The King is now in this forcat a hnnting, 
and our young lord is every day with him : now,*I 
think, if we could take some opportunity of throw- 
ing ourselves at his majesty’s feet, and complaining 
of the injustice of one of his courtiers, it might, 
perhaps, have some effect upon him. 

Dick. If we were soflered to make him sensible 
of it, perhaps it might ; bot the complaints of such 
little folks as we seldom reach the ears of ma- 

We can but try. 

IHek, Well, if you will go with me to my fa- 
ther’s, and stay there till such an opportunity hap- 
|>eiia, 1 shall believe you in earnest, and will join 
with you in your design, 

Peggy. 1 will do anything to convince you of my 
aincertty, and to make satisfaction for the injuries 
which have been done you. 

Disk. Will you go now? 

Peggy* I’ll be with you in less than an hour, 

' [JSlreimf. 

Scene IV.— T/ie MUl . 


Mar<;ERY omf Kate discovered, kmlting. 

Kate. Oh dear! 1 would not sec a spirit for all 
the world -, but I love dearly to hear stories of 
them. Well, and what then? 

Mar. And so, at last, in u dismal hollow tone, it 
cried — (A knocking at the door frightens them both; 
iheu scream out, and throw down thei* hutting.) 

Mar, and Kate. Lord bless us! what’s that? 

Kate. Oh dear! mother, it’s some judgment upon 
08 , I’m afraid. They aay, talk of the devil aud he'll 
appear. 

Mar. Kate, go and see who's at the door. 

Kate, 1 durst not go, mother , do you go. 

Mar, Qpme, let's noth go. 

Kate. Now don't speak as if you were afraid. 

Mar, No, I won’t if 1 can help it. Who’s 
there? 


Dick, ( VTif/iouf.) What, won't you let me in? 

Kate, Oh, geminil it’s like our Dick, 1 think: 
he's certainly dead, and it's his spirit. 

Mar, Heaven forbid ! I think in my heart it’s be 
himself. Open the door, Kate. 

Kate. Nay, do you. 

Mar. Come, we'll both open it. {They open the 
door.) 

JSater DiCK. 

Dick. Dear mother, how do joa do? 1 thought 
you would not hamlet me In. 


Mar. Dear child, I'm oreijoyed to see thee; but 
I was 80 frightened 1 did not know what to do. 

Kate, Dear brother, 1 am glad to see you; bow 
Save you done this long while? 

DiA, Very well, Kate. Bot where's my father? 

Mar. He heard a gun go oil' just now, and he’s 
gone to see who it i«. 

Dick. What, they love venison at Mansfleld aa 
well as ever, 1 suppose? 

Kate. Av, and they will have it, too. 

MMer, (IVtihout.) Ho! Madge, Kate! bring a 
ligbl here. 

Mar, Yonder be is. 

Kate. Has he catebed the rogue, 1 wonder? 
Enter the King and the Miller of Mansfield. 

Mar. Who have you got? 

MUler, I have bronglit thee a stranger, Madge; 
thou most give him a sapper, and a Judging if thou 
const. 

Mar. You have got a better stranger of yonr 
own, f can tell you : Dick’s come. 

Miller. Dick ! where is he? why, Dick, how ia’l» 
my lad? 

Dick. Very well, I thank you, father. 

King. A little more, aud* you had poshed me 
down. 

Mill^. 'Faith! sir, you must excuse me; I was 
overioyed to see my boy. He has been at London, 
and 1 have not seen him these four years. 

King. Well, I sliall once in my life have the 
happiness of being treated as a common man ; and 
of seting Iiiimari nature without disguise. (Aside.) 

MMer . Wb^t lias brongfat thee liome so woes- 
peetediy? 

Dick. You will know that presently. 

Miller, Of (hat by*and-by then. We have get 
the King down in the forest a hunting this season, 
and this honest gentleman, who came down with 
his majesty from London, has been with him to-dny. 
It seems, and has lost bis way. Come, Madge, see 
what thou canst get for supper. Kill a couple of the 
best fowls ; and go you, Kate, and draw a pitcher 
of ale. [ Exeunt Mar. and Kate.] We are (ameos, 
sir, at Mansfield, for good ale, and for honest fel- 
lows that know how to drink it. 

King. Good ale will be acceptable present, 
for 1 am very dry. But, pray, hear oame year aon 
to leave you and go to London? 

Miller. Why, that’s a story which IMeky pee* 
baps, won’t like to have told. 

King, Then I don’t desire to bear it. 

^Etiter Kate, with an earthen pitcher of ate and a 
horn. 

Miller, So, now do you go help your mother. 
[Exit Kate.] Sir, my hearty service to you. 

King. Thankye, sir. This plain sinoeritv and 
freedom is a happiness unknown tehinga. (Aeide.) 

Miller, Come, sir. 

Kitm. Richard, my service to you. 

Dick. Thank you, sir. 

Miller. Well, Dick, and bow dost thon like Lon* 
dou? Come, tell us what tbou hast seen. 

Dick. Seen ! I have seen the land of promise* 

Miller. Tjie land of promise ! What dost thoi| 
mean ? 

Dick. The court, father. 

Miller. Thou wilt never leave ioking. 

Dick, To be serious, then, 1 have seen the dis- 
appointment of my hopes and ea|ieetatioiis ; and 
that's more than one would wish to see. 

Miller. What, would the great man, thou wast 
recommended to do, nothing at all for ihee at 
lastV 

Dick. Why, yea ; he would promiid me to the 
last. 

Miller. Zoona! do the courtiers think their de- 
peneenta can eat promisos? 
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IKel. No', no; they never trouble their beedi 
to think whether we eat or not. I have now | 
dangled after his lordship aeveral years, tantalisei^ 
with hopes and expectations; this year promised 
one place, the next another, and the third, in sore 
and certain hope of— a disappointment. One falls, 
and it was promised before ; another, and 1 am just 
an hour too late ; a third, and it stops the mouth of 
a creditor ; a fourth, and it pays the hire of a flat- 
terer ; a fifth, and it bribes a vote ; and the sixth, I 
am promiaed still. But having thus slept «away 
some years, I awoke from ray dream : tiiy lord, I 
found, was so far from having it in his power to 
get a place for roe, that he hw been all this while 
seeking after one for himself. 

Miilkr. Poor Dick ! And is {dain honesty then a 
recommendation to no place at court? 

Dkk, It may recommend you to be a footman, 
perhaps, but nothing further ; nothing further, in- 
deed. If you look higher, you must furnish your- 
self with other qualilications : yon most learn to 
say ay or no, to run or stand, to fetch or carry, or 
leap over a stick at the word of command. You 
must be master of the arts of flattery, insinuation, 
dissimulation, application, and (pomtin^ iohispalm) 
right application, too, if you hope to succeed. 

King, You don’t consider 1 am a courtier, me- 
thinks. ( 

DicIc.'Not I, indeed; ’tis no concern of mine 
what you are. If in general my character of the 
court IS true. His not my fault it’s disagreeable to 
your worship. There are particular exceptions, J 
own, and 1 hope you may be one. < 

Kiv- Nay, I don’t want to be flattered, so let 
that pass. Here’s belter success to yon the next 
time yon come to London. 

Imk* I thank yon ; bnt I don’t design to see it 
again in haste. 

MUlmr, No, no, Dick ; instead of depending upon 
lords* promises, depend upon the labour of thine 
own hands; expect nothing but what thou cans! 
earn, and then tnon wilt not be disappointed. But, 
oome, 1 want a description of London ; thou hast 
told ns nothing thou hast seen yet. 

Dkk, Oh ! His a fine place I I have seen large 
hootes and small hospitality ; great men do little 
notions, and fine ladies do nothing at all. I have 
seen the honest lawyers of Westminster-hall, and 
the virtuous inhabitants of ’Change-alley ; the po- 
litio madmen of coflee-houses, and the wise states- 
men of Bedlam. I have seen merry tragedies, and 
sad comedies ; devotion at an opera, and mirth at 
a sermon ; I have seen fine clothes at St. James’s, 
and long bills at Ludgate-hill. 1 have seen poor 

C deur and rich poverty ; high honours and low 
try; great pride and no merit. In short, I have 
seen a fool with a title, a knave with a pension, and 
an honest man with a threadbare coat. Pray, how 
do yon like London ? 

Miller, And is this the best description thou 
canst give of it? 

J)ich, Yes. 

Why, Richard, you are a satirist, I find. 
J>ic£. I love to hpeak truth, sir; if that happens 
to he satire, I can’t help it 
MiUer, Well, if this be London, give me my 
country cottage ; which, though it is^ not a great 
house, nor a fine house, is my own house, and I can 
shew a receipt for the building on’t. But, come, 
sir, our supper, I believe, is ready for us, by this 
time; and to such as I have, you’re as welcome as 
m prince. 

King, I thank you. [Exeunt^ 


2 Keep* YeO; but 1 oao never believe that any- 
body would oome deer* stealing so dark a ni^t 
this. 

8 Keep* Where did the deer harbour to-day 1 
4 There was a herd lay uponTlamiltOB- 
hill, another just by Robin Hood's chair, and a 
third here in Mansfield wood. 

1 Keep, Ay, those they have been amongst 

2 Keep, But we shall never be able to find them 
to-night, ’tin so dark. 

3 Keep, No, no ; let’s go back again. 

1 Keep, Zoons ! you’re afraid of a broken head, I 
suppose, if we should find ’em ; and so had rather 
slinx back again. Hark! stand close. I hear them 
coming this way. 

Enter the Courtiers, 

1 Cour, Did not yon hear somebody just now? 
’Faith! I begin to be afraid we shalljfmeet with 
some misfortune to-night. 

2 Coiir. Why, if anybody should take what we 
have got, we made made a fine business of it. 

^ 3 Cour, Let them take it if they wiH; 1 am so 
tired I shall make but small resistance. {The 
Keepers rush upon them,) 

2 Keep, Ay, rogues, rascals, and villains! you 
have got it, have you ? 

2 Cour. Indeed, we have got but very little, bnt 
I what we have you’re welcome to, if you will bnt 
096 ns civilly. 

1 Keep, dll ! yes, very mvilly ; yon deserve to bo 
used civilly, to be sore. 

4 Ctner, \\ by, what have we done that we may 
not be civilly used ? 

1 Keep, Come, come, don’t trifle ; surrender. 

1 Cour, I have but three half-crowns about me. 

2 Cour, Here’s three and sixpence for yon, gen- 
tlemen. 

3 Cour, Here’s my watch ; I have no money at 
all. 

4 Cour, Indeed, I have nothing in my pocket 
but a snnfl-box. 

\ Keep, What, the dogs want to bribe os, do 
they ? No, rascals ; you shall go before the justice 
to-morrow, depend on’t. 

4 Cour. Before the justice! What, for being 
robbed? 

1 Keep, For being robbed! What do job mean? 
Who has robbed you? 

4 Cour, Why, did not yon just now demand our 
money, gentlemen? 

2 Keep, Oh ! the rascals ! they will swear a rob- 
bery against os, I warrant. 

4 Cour. A robbery ! Ay, to be sure. 

1 Keep. No, no ; we did not demand your money, 
we demanded the deer you have killed. 

4 Cour, The devil take the deer, I s^ I he led 
us a chase of six hours, and got away from os at 
last. 

1 Keep, Zobns ! ye dogs, do ye think to banter 
os? 1 tell ye, you have this night shot one of t^ 
king’s deer: didn’t we bear the gun go off? did not 
we hear yon say you were afraid it should be taken 
from yon? 

2 Cour.- yfo were afraid our money shonld^ be 
taken from us. 

1 Keep. Come, oome, no more shuffling: I tell 
ye, yonVe all rogues, and we’ll have you hanged, 
yon may depend on’t. Come, let’s take them to old 
Cookie's ; we’re not far ofi’ ; we’ll keep them there' 
all night, and to-morrow morning well away with 
them oefore the justice. 

4 Cour. A very pretty adventure! [Rssuiil. 


Scene V.— The Wood, 


Scene VI.— 7%s Miff. 


^ EMkr severed Keepers, 

lff.Mpf The report of a gun was somewhere this 
way^Tvfwre. 

* j- 


The Kino, Miller of Mansfield, Margery, 
tmd Bfok discovered, at supper. 

Miller, Come, sir, yon must mend a bad supper 
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intb m’glMf of good ole; bere’e Kiog Honj'i 


Kwa, With all mj heart. Come, Richard, hereof 
King Barry’s health; 1 hope yon are ooortier 
enoogh to Aedge me, are not you? 

J>Mh. Yes, yes, sir; I’ll drink the King’s health 
with all ly heart. 

Mar, Come, sir, my Lomble service to yon, and 
mnoh good may do ye with your poor sppper ; I 
wish it had been better. 

Kiog, You need make no apologies. 

Mar, We are obliged to your goodness in ex- 
Ousing our rudeness. 

Mwer, Pr’ythee, Margery, don’t trouble the 
gentleman with compliments. 

Mar, Lord! husband, if one had no more man- 
ners Uian you, tbe gentleman would take us all for 
hogs. 

Miller, Now, I think, the more compliments the 
less manners. 

King, 1 think so too. Compliments in discourse, 
1 believe, are like ceremonies in religion ; the one 
has^ destroyed all true piety, and the other all siD« 
cerity and plain-dealing. 

Miller, Then a fig for all ceremony and corapK- 
ments too : give us tliy hand ; and let us drink and 
be merry. 

King, Right, honest miller, let os drink and be 
merry. Come, have you got e’er a good song 1 

MtUer, Ah ! my singing days are over, hut mji 
man Joe has got an excellent one ; and if you have 
a mind to hear it, I’ll call him in. 

King, With all my heart. 

MiUer, Joe! 

Enter JOE. 


Miller. Come, Joe, drink, boy ; I have promised 
this gentleman that you shall sing him your last 
new song. 

Joe, Well, master, if you have promised it him, 
he shall have it. 

SONG.-J 01 :. 

How hafpy a state does the miller possess! 

Who would be no greater, nor fears to be less ; 

On his null and himself^he depends for support. 
Which is better than servilely vrinywy at court. 

WhtU though he all dusty and whiten'd does go, 

The more he’s be-powder'd, the more like a beau; 

A clown in his dress may be honester far 
Than a courtier who struts in his garter and star. 

Though his hands are so daub'd, they're not fit to be 
seen. 

The hands of his betters are not very clean; 

A pabn more polite may m dirtily deal; 

Ooid, in hanaUng, wiU stick to the fingers like meal. 

What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks. 

He erws, vaUhoui scruple, from other men’s sacks; 
In this of right noble examples he brags. 

Who borrow as freely from other mens bags. 

Or should he endeaiwr to heap an estate. 

In this he wmUd mimic the tools of the state; 

Whose aim is alone their own coffers to fill. 

As all his coneem's to bring grist to his mtll. 

He ealswhm he's hungry, hs drinks when he's dry. 
And down, mien ho's sseary. contented does lie; 

Then rites up t^ssiftl to work and to sing : 
if so happy a milter, then who'd be a king? 

Miller, Thftre’a a song for you. 

King, He should go sug this at court, I think. 
Hick, I believe, if he's wise, he will choose to 
stay at home tboogl^ 

Hnler PfioOY. 

MUbr, What wind blew yoo hither, pray f You 
®^ l»pnoeiice, or you would be 
Mbmed to set yopr lopt within my house, me- 


Peggy, Ashamed I am, indeed, butdo ttoC oall 
me impudent. ( Weeps,) 

Dick, Dear father, aoapend your anger for the 
pAssent ; that ahe is hefe now is by my direction, 
and to do me justice. 

Peggy. To do that is sll that is now inmypower; 
for as to myself, I am mined past redemption ; ray 
character, my virtue, my peaoe, are gone. I am 
abandoned by my friends, despised by tbe world, 
and exposed to misery and want. 

King, Pray, let me know the story of your mis- 
fortunes ; perhaps it may be in my power to do 
something towards redressing them. 

Peggy. That you may learn from him^ whom I 
have wronged ; but as for ms, shame will not let 
me speak or bear it told. [Exitm 

King. She’s very pretty. 

Dick, Oh! sir, I once thought her an angel: 1 
loved her dearer than my life, and did believe her 
passion was the same for roe : but a young noble- 
man of this neighbourhood happening to see her, 
her youth and blooming beauty presently struck hie 
fancy ; a thousand artifices were immediately em- 
ployed to debauch and ruin her. But ^1 his arU 
were vain ; not even tbe promise of making her bis 
wife copid prevail upon her. lii a Mtle time be 
found out her love to me, and imagining this to be 
tbe cause of her refusal, he, by forged lettera and 
feigned stories, contrived to make her believe 1 
was upon the point of marriage with another wo- 
man. Possessed with this opinion, she, in a rage, 
writes me word never to see her more; and, in 
revenge, consented to her own undoing. Not con- 
tented with t||iB, nor easy while I was so near her, 
he bribed one of his cast-off mistresses to swear m 
child to me, which she did : this was tbe occasion 
of my leaving my friends, and flying to London. 

Ku^. And bow does she propose to dn yon 
justice? 

Dick, Why, the Kiog being now in this forest n 
hunting, we design to take some opportunity of 
throwing ourselves at his majesty's feet, and com- 
plaining of the injustice done us by this noble 
villain. 

Miller. Ah! Dick, I ex|>ect but little redress 
from such an application. Things of this nature are 
so common among tbe great, that 1 am afreid it wiH 
only be made a jest of. 

King. Those that can make a jest of whst ought 
to be shocking to humanity, surely deserve not the 
I name of great or noble men. 

Dick. What do you think of it, sir? If you be- 
long to tbe court, yon, perhaps, may know some- 
tuing of the king's temper. 

King. Why, if I can judge of his temper at all, 

I think he would not sufter the greatest nobleman 
in bis court to do an injustice to the meanest sub- 
ject in his kingdom. But, pray, who is the noUe- 
msn that is capable of Such actions as these? 

Dkk, Do you know my Lord Lure well? 

King. Yes. 

Dick. That’s the man. 

King. Well, I would have you put your design 
in execution. ’Tis my opinion the King would not 
only hear your complaint, but redress your in- 
juries. 

Miller. I vAsh it may prove so. 

Enter the Keepers lead&M in IXkRO l^REWELL opA 
other Courtisrs. 

1 Keep. Hallo! Cockle! Where are ye? Why, 
man, we have nabbed a pack of rogues here juat 
in tbe fact. 

King. Ha, ha, ha! What, turned highwaynieD, 
my lords, or deer-stealers? 

1 Cmtr. I am very gUd to fled your AMlIas^ k 
health and safety. 

% Vour, .We have run through a great ihMy 
psrib and dangers to-night; but tbe joy of iMIig' 
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yonr nujMtjr m unexpectedly will spake m forget 
all we have saftefed. 

Miller and JDiek What, is this the King? 

Kiujf, I am vety glad to see yoa, my lords,' I 
oonfess; and uarticalarly >oo, my Lord Lurewell. 

Jjot’d L. Yrar majesty does me honour. 

JTiiiy. Yes, my lord, and 1 will do you justioe, 
too ; yoor honour has been highly wronged by this 
young man. 

Lord L. Wronged, my liege! 

^ King, I hope so, my lord ; for I would fvn be- 
lieve you oan\ be guilty of baseness and treachery. 

Lord L, 1 hope your majesty will never find me 
so. What dares this villain say? 

Diet. 1 urn not to be frightened, my lord. I dare 
speak truth at any time. 

LordL, Whatever stains my honour most be 
false. 

King. T know it must, my lord; yet has this 
man, not knowing who 1 was, pjesumed to charge 
your lordship, not only with great injustice to him* 
self, but also with mining an innocent virgin whom 
lie loved, and who was to have been nis wife ; 
which, if true, were base and treacherous ; but 1 
know 'tis false, and tlierefore leave it to your lord- 
ship to say^wbal punishment I shall iuflict upon 
him for the injury done to your honour. 

LordL. I thank your majesty. I will not be 
severe ; he shall only ask my paraon, and to-mor- 
row morning be obliged to marry the creature he 
bas traduced me with. 

King, This is mild. Well, you bear your sen- 
tence. > 

Dkh. May I not have leave to spe^k before your 
majesty? 

Kiaa. What eanst thou say? 

^ Dui. If 1 had your majesty’s permission, I b^ 
lifnre 1 have eertaaii witnesses which will undeni- 
uUy prove the truth of all 1 have accused his lord* 
«hip of. 

King: Produce them. 

' Enter PcGOY. 

King. Do you know this woman, ray lord? 

LordL. 1 know her, please your majesty, by 
aigfat; she is a tenant’s daoghtei. 

Peggy. {Apart.) Majesty! What, is this the 
King* 

Didfc. Yes. 

King, Have you no particular acquaintance with 

her? 

LordL, Hum! I have not seen her these several 
months. 

Bids. True, my lord ; and that is part of your 
ucoosation ; for 1 believe I have some letters which 
will prove your lordship once bad a more particulv 
acquaintance with her. Here is one of the first his 
lordship wrote to her, full of the tenderesland most 
aolemn protestations of love and oonstiuej ; here is 
another, which will inform your majesty of the 
pains be took to rain her; there is an absolute 
promise of muifftgf before he could ucoomplish it 
King* Wfcnt nay 3rd«# mj J®®*" 

hand? 

Lord L. I believe, please your muesty, I might 
have a little aflaigef guUaajtiy with^be, girl some 
time ago. w 

King. It wi» a HiHp «ir, my lord; a mean 
affair; and whiil yaaetll gallantry, 1 call infamy. 
Dagpu think, my lord, that greatness gives a saoc- 
EmTlo wickedness? or that it is the prerogative of 
Imt to be unjust and inhumane? V ou remember 


wiol 

1 bq unjust 

t|M wataune which yourself pronoaD<^ upon this 
^gjjj^jpa n; you cannot think it liai^ that it 


I ^ yf u who are guilty. 


Lord L, I hope your luajesty wUl ^consider mj 
rank, and not oblige me to marry her. 

King, Your rank, my lord ! Greiliiesa that stoops 
to actions base and low, deserts its rank, and imlis 
its honours down. Whal makea your lora^bip 
gteal? Is it your gilded equipage ana diwss? Tbea 
put it on your meanest slave, and he’sasgroUlae 
you. Is It your riches or estate ? The viliSja that 
should plunder you of all would then be an matfis 
you. No, iny lord, he that acts greatly, ia the true 
great man. 1, therefore, think you ought, in justice, 
to marry her you thus have wronged. 

Peggy. Let my tears thank ^our mojesty. Bnt, 
alas' I am afraid to marry this joung lord: that 
would only give him powei to use me worse, and 
still increase my misery: I, therefore, beg yonr 
majesty will not commaad him to do it. 

King. Rise, then, and hear me. My lord, you 
see how low the greatest nobleman may be reduced 
by ungenerous actions. Here is, under your own 
hand, an absolute promise of marriage to this young 
wdtiian, which, from a thorough knowledxe of jour 
unworlhiness, she has prudently declined to make 
you fulfil. I shall, theiefore, not ioaist upon it ; 
hut I command you, upon pain of my displeasure, 
immediately to settle on her three hundred pounds 
a year. 


ness' 

4hink8 I . 

man, to make some satisfa'ctioo for the wronp 
which have been dune him. As to myself, I only 
sought to clear the innocence of him 1 loved and 
wronged, then hide me from the world, and die 
forgiven. 

I)uk. This act of generous virtue cancels all 
past failings ; come to my arms, and be as dear ai 
ever. 

Peggy. You cannot sure forgive me ! 

DitJe. I can, I do, and still will make yon mine. 

^ Peggy. Oh ! why did I ever wrong snob generous 

Diet Talk no more of it. Here let ns kneel, 
and thank the goodness which has made us blessed. 

Kvng. May jou be happy ! 

MUler, (Kneels.) After! have seen so mach of 
your majesty’s goodness, 1 cannot despair of par- 
don, even for the rough naage your majesty re- 
ceived from me. ( TKe Ktng draws his sword, the 
Mdler is frightened, and rises tm, thinking he was 
going to till him.) What havjB I dfone that I should 
lose my life? 

King. Kneel without fear. No, my good boat, 
80 tar are yon from having anything to pardon, that 
I am much your debtor. I cannot think but so 
good and honeat a man will make a worthy and ho- 
nourable knight; so, rise op. Sir John Cookie: and 
to support your state, and in some sort requite the 
pleasure you have done us, a thousand marki a 
year shall be your revenue. 

Mdler. Your majesty’s bounty I receive wiUi 
thankfalnesB ; 1 have been guiltyof do meanneas to 
obtain it, and hope I aball not be obliged to keep it 
upon base conditions ; for though I am willing to 
be a faithful aubject, I am resolved to be a free and 
an honest man. * 

King. 1 rely upon yon being «o: nod to gain the 
friendship of such a one I iMfolwayi think an ad- 
dition to my happiness, though M king. 

Worth, in whatever sluts, S sure m prhe, 

Which tings, of aU msn, aaght not to ds^pise; 

By selfish syowhanU so dm bmeg% 

'Tk 9y mere chanOe a worfhyman^s ohlig*dt 

But hence, to every eourtierbe k known, 

Vkrtne shall^ prtAseB/mftm the ihrono* 
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ACT I. 

SCCNF I . — A Chamber m Scud s house* 
Enter IScUD. 


Scud. Ha, lia' yery Rood, very good* Here I 
am again. No bad night b work, prettv fairibU 
job. Patient none the betUr, layself none the 
woitio Tipped two guineas for sitting up with 
old Ladjr Cypress , slept ronilortably in an easy 
obair , nibbled a cold chicken with niy lady s 
woman , tiffed a can of flip with the old butlei , 
cribbed a kiss or two from the sweet lips of Mrs 
Rachel, and gave her a box of cardainoms and a 
bottle of elder-flower wafer in return for the fa- 
vour. So Car, so good. W ell done, Jerr^ Scud ' — 
Hallo * Jack, hoy, puppy ’ where are you * 

JSfnfer Jack 


/odr. Here am X, master. 


Scud* Fetch my . 
boots.— [E jtiI Jack 


•toMrs, sirrah' Take off my 

i J--^y dear Jenny can*t abide 

— 1.1- 




her olfactories 
Jenny , sweet, 
pretty oreatore , perfect posy of a woman. 


Jack. 

So, so, so* Take hdd, airrah* pall away' That 
wiH do, that will do' Sot my blippers-^d mo- 
roooos. Stookittgi not ioiled , 'pretty well off 
there. Now, puppy Jack, where*B your idisUess'l 
Juek* Don't know. 

Scud How does she dol 
Juck Can't tell. 


Scud Is she at home* 

Jack. Ant sure 

Scud. Was she at home last night, or was she 
out * 

Jack Both sometimes in, sometimes out. 

Scud > ou re a fool Had she company * 

Jack No, no, no company 
• Siud Poor, dear Jenn> ' — hat, quite alone* 

Jatk No, no, not quite alone 

Stud. Jackanapes' didn t jou tell me she had 
no company * 

Jack ¥es, I did, btcaiise win * she bade me 
let no company in Yet she wisn t quite alone 
by liersflf, because voung 'sqairt Algernon wu 
alone wQb her. 

Scud* The deni and his dam ' I’m done for. 
Get oot of my sight ' begone ! aw^ with you *— 
[Exit /flcjfc ]— Ah ' Jenny, Jenny, Jenny* youaro 
bent upon sending your poor husband to heaven 
some day other, when it rams while the sun ahinea. 
How now, Peter' 

Euitr PbTER. 

Peter. Is there any alteration to Im made inlindy 
Cypress s medicines* 

acud. None at all, none Draughts, sionf onltf. 

PeUr They do no good. 

Sc§ d. They do no harm. 

Peter. They are a mere chip in porridge : oen- 
serve of roses will never oore an asthma. 

Scud* I know it what then? A patient cared la 
a oubiomer lost. In one word, therefoie, t qpelelain 
AoNStas 
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VJOSB IMPRBSSIONS. 


[Act I 


Ptier. Be it so? Let nature do the work herself ; 
OBi^actice won't pansle her. [JSxiL 

Scud. Miserable man that I am! my Jenny tetc- 
d-te<e with Harry Algernon! A rake, a rogdo, a 
rantipole ! Ha ! here she comes. 

Enter Mrs. Scud. 

Light of my eyes, joy of my heart, fair as a lily, 
come to my arms ! Oat all night — sighed for iny 
darling — counted the minutes — terrible long ab- 
sence — how did you bear it? Doubt you've been 
lonesome. 

Jenny. Not at all ; far from it. Harry Algernon 
has been here. 

Scud. What does be want ?~Nothlog to say to 
him. 

Jemm, But you’ll hear wlrat he has to Say to yon. 

Scud. Let him say it to me only. Not tit Com- 
paq for jewel Jenny. 

Jenny. Ridiculous ! He only wants a little of 
TOur interest with Lady Cypress. — Apropos, he 
brought yon half a buck. 

Sm. Let him take his half buck home again. 
Wouldn’t name his name to Lady Cypress for all 
the venison in his father’s park. 

Jenny, Haven't you named his name to Lady 
Cypress? I doubt you have, Jerry, oftener than 
you ought, and in a way you should be asltkroed of. 

Scud. Only said what lawyer Karling faid, — al- 
ways had the law on my side. 

“ Jenny. On which side was trnth? on which side 
was gratitude? Recollect yourself. 

Scud, What should I recollect? 

Jenny. I'll tell yon: — your adventure a^, Barn- 
staple races ; when, in the pride of your heart, you 
must shew olf in your new gig, forsooih. And where 
would you have been now, if the very man you have 
defamed hadn’t saved your life at the peril of his 
own? 

Scud. He did, he did; I don’t deny it. Tit ran 
restive ; tipped me over a wheelbarrow — tumbled 
under his heels— might have been kicked to atoms — 
surgeon’s work as it was — snapped my arm — well 
it was not my neck — much obliged to Harry Alger- 
non — never spoke against him since. I 

Jenny. Speak for him, man ; it isn’t enough you { 
do not speak against him. Liberate your conscience. 

Scud. Jeony, Jenny, liberate my conscience, as 

S a call it, and 1 shall liberate niv enstomers. If 
irry Algernon will be a rantipofe ; if his women 
.4md his wine, Lis racing and his revelling, have 
mssed him out of the old lady’s books, how am I 
to blame? 

Jenny. Well, well ; it isn’t^our business to set 
the worst side of his character to view; you haVe 
beoeSted by his courage and humanity ; why don’t 
you talk of them, and hold yonr tongue about his 
lirailties? 

Scud. M^ tongue can do nobody any harm. I 
tell you it is , all up with him : lawyer Barling has 
done his business. If ever he enter my lady’s 
doors, or touoli a shillling of her fortune while 
be breathes, set me down for a fool and a false 
pnmhet. 

Jenny, Suppose be does not aim at touching a 
shilling of her fortune ; suppose he only wants — 
but here he comes, and will tell you what be wants. 

Enter Algernon. 

Alg. Ah! Jerry, my wort^ fellow, give me your 
hand, give me yoar nelp. No, no; that’s not the 
point at present ; take your fingers off my pulse. ^ 
Scud, Very high, let roe tcnl yon — very full — 
gallops at a forioas rate. 

Ay, Enpectatioo raises it, hope quickens it. 
Love Is ray disease ; nod if yon don^t stand my 
Ifiond^ disjappointment will be my death. 

SmA JLovet can’t cure love; troubled enough 
l 0 « 0 i« mt oonseqiienoes of it. 

Al0^ Harkye! Jerry, you are an intimate of 


Lady Cypress ; 1, though her nearest of kip, am m 
exile. Within her castle lives the idol of my soul, 
Emily Fitzallan; obtain forme an interview with 
her; and, though you can't cure love, yon may 
rescue me from death, and then you may fairly 
boast of having saved one man’s life tiy your prac- 
tice. 

Scud, Can’t do’t — not possible. Fair Emily ne- 
ver goes out of the castle. 

Alg. Therefore it is I want to go into It. 

Scud. Hopeless case — not upon the chanoes. 
Old lady won’t hear to look upon you. 

Alg. I’ll excuse her if I may but look upon the 
young one. Manage that for me, my good fellow ! 
Nobody knows me ; nobody can find me out ; I’m 
a stranger to the whole family. 

Scud. And so you are likely to remain. 

Jenny. Come, come, Jerry, cast about ; be good- 
natnred, and contrive some errand or pretence to 
introduce him. If there he a little danger, sorely 
you may risk it for the preserver of your life. 

,Scud. Foolish scheme, jewel Jenny! foolish 
scheme — won’t do. 

Alg. Have^ou no medicines to send in? Can’t 
I personate your pestle and mortar man? 

* Scud. Not you ; I keep no suoh pestle and mor- 
tar man in my shop. 

Alg, Bnt yon keep a heart in yoor body, and a 
memory in your brains ; therefore, you must stand 
for me as 1 have stood for you. 

!* Jenny. Hush I here comes Simon Single, the 
keeper of the castle. Leave me with him, and I 
warrant I have a key to his castle. 

Aly. Angel of my hope, into your hands I com- 
mit iny cause. 

Scud. Ay, ay; leave your cause, and quit yonr 
company. [Exit toil A A Igemon, 

Enter SiMON Single and Jenny Scud. 
Jenny. Welcome, welcome, my good friend! 
Simon. Glad to see yon, pretty Mrs. Jane. 

Jenny. So, you are taking yoor rounds this fair 
morning, Mr. Simon. 

Simon. Better take them than Jerry’s doses. 
Jenny. I agree with yon. 

Simon, So would not they, perhaps. 

Jenny. And bow are all cronies at the castle ? 
How does the venerable virgin, Mrs. Buckram, 
pretty Rachel Williams, and the rest of ibe fair 
nuns? 

Simon. Name ’em not; you have not left your 
fellow. What is Rachel Williams? a baby. 

Jenny. Well| but Mrs. Buckram, she’s no baby. 
Simon. No ; on my word, she is of the raoo of 
the Anakims. '' 

Jenny. No matter for that, friend Simon; you'll 
marry Buckram. 

Simon. No, no ; that bockram shall never stkk 
in my skirts. Haraplia of Gath wouldn't martyr hep. 
1 am no knight-errant to enooupter giants. 

Jenny. I should think so ; for if you were a trot 
knight, yon would not sleep before you had set fret 
your lovely prisoner, Emily Fitzsllan. 

Simon. There’s one a-coming will do that. FlKr 
Emily will be a wife before you'll be a widow. 
Young Montratb is the man for her; hp'a expected 
every day with his uncle Sir Oliver. It is fdl agreed 
upon, and my lady’s whole fortune will be settled 
on Miss Emily. There’s a start for ^Oa ! there’s a 
sally from dependance to prosperity ; firom wanting 
everything to possessing all. 

Jenny. And nothing left to Harry Algernon? . 
SimoH, Yes ; paticboe, if he possess it ; and 
ill-naniei whether he merit it or not. 

Jenny, Well, I can’t see the jnstioe of all tkia. ^ 
Simon. Who can, where lawyer Earling &a MN; 
ceroed? That puppy of an attorney lords itatd# 
the whole castle ; and now we are in the beatlejif 
setting out Miss Emily iu a style before SirOHter 
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afrivefi. Tli«re tre fine dretiet to be mode, fine 
■ptrtmenta to be roraiehed, ud freih lenruite to 
be hired for the beirese. 

/(SMitf. Sftv jou eo? Fresh servaDta? Are joa 
Irnot, I can recommend jon euch a lackey — 
the rery man of men — Jerry shall bring him to 
yon. 

Simon, Bring him yourself: lead him over in a 
while bridle, and let me judge of his points and 
his paces. 

Jenny, Yon shall. My life for yours, Miss Emily 
will be charmed with him. 

Simon. Adieu ! Time flies when I am with yon. 
Once more, adieu! I shall expect you. I hope 
yon are happy with your little doctor; but I most 
think you were much too a fine flower, to he plucked 
by an apothecary, and stuck into a gallipot. [Exit. 

Jenny. He’s ofl'; you may come out of your 
hiding-hole ; the coast is clear. 

Enter Algernon, followed by Scud. 

Alg. Now, my fair advocate, what have you done 
for me T Is there any hope 1 

Jenny, Of the old lady’s fortune, none; your 
aunt ha.H not left you a shilling. * 

Alg. I’m glad of it. 

Scud. I wonder why. 

Jenny. Miss Emily' is to have the whole. 

Afy, I’m sorry for it. 

Scud. I wonder wherefore. 

Alg. I’ll tell you, then. Had my aunt be- 
queathed to me her fortune, she would have pro- 
bably restricted me from marrying Emily ; having 

f pven it to Emily, she has doubtless lied her np 
rom marrying me: had she done neither one nor 
the other, 1 have enough to maintain her, and the 
price had been my own. 

Jenny, And so she skull ; I’ve a project for yonr 
meeting. 

Alg. I doubt if 1 ought to seek it. 

Scud. Very true; lay it aside altogether: it will 
bring a plaguy deal of mischief upon me, and do 
no mod to you. 

Tellit me, however. 

Jenny, You’ll comprehend it at once. There is 
a proper valet to be hired for the heiress, fit to wait 
upon her person, and grace the back of her chair 
at table. 

Ah. I can’t do it; 1 am not equal to the task; 
I caiTt approach so near, and yet refrain. When 
she spoke to roe, I should be lost ; when she looked 
on me, 1 should betray myself ; and when I handed 
ber the plate, I should present it on my knee. 

Set§d»*Aj, then you would be vollied out of the 
window, and 1 kicked out of the doors. Now, 
a^y Jeni^, what’s become of your project? 

Alg, Ilold there! though dangerous in the ex- 
, frame. It is not altogether desperate. If 1 cannot 
undertake the offices you describe, I may yet pre- 
sent myself as a candidate for her service ; anci, in 
tbet obaraoter, perhaps, obtain an interview with 
my (ffiarmer. 'That hope is worth an effort. 

Send, ft isn’t worth a fkrthing, and will bepounds 
and pounds oat of my wsy. Cursed scrape, foolish 
Jenny; corsqd sorap**! 

Ah, But where ihall I get a proper dress to ap- 
pear la? 

dfciuL.No where; you can’t appear at all. 

Jenny, Fear nothing; I’ll provide you with a 
dress. 

Stmd. End ! she has a provision for everything. 

bnt must conquer that is armed by 
the fait? There is a rascal in the family, Earling 
by name, who has slanderously defamed me : I’ll 
wringJiiB ears from hie head. 

Setid, Take care : Earling is an attorney ; and if 
lie have any ears you will pay for wringing them ; 
if be have none, you’] I be puzzled to lay bold of 
them. 


Ah, Come, Jerry, 1 see what ttnggera you; yea 
are afraid of losing the old lady’s eostom. 

Send. You are right; 1 am. She takes pliysio, 
and you take pleasure. 

Alg, Mark me! I’ll not promise yon to swallow 
as^ many medicines as she does ; but, come what 
will. I’ll guarantee yon against all losses incurred 
on ray account ; so, fear nothing, but come on* 
Discretion I can’t boast of, but in honour I will 
never be found wanting. 

Scud? That’s enough, that’s enough ! Deal upon 
honour, and I am with you. 1 love to do a good- 
natured Bctiun, when there’s nothing to be lost by 
it. lExeunt, 

Scene II.— An Apartment in Lady Cypresses 
castle. 

Enter Lady Cypress, folhwed by Earling. 
Lady C. Enter, enter, Mr. Earling. You come 
upon a wish. 

Earl. Ever prompt to approve myself your lady- 
ship’s most devoted and most absolute humble ser- 
vant, upon a wish I come, upon a word 1 vanish. 

L^y C. 1 am satisfied wiUi your diligence ; you 
may spare yourself the trouble of describing it. 

Earl. I am dumb. • 

Lady C. Have you the memorandum about yaff< 
that I dictated ? r 

Earl. If my tears have not defaced them. Be- 
lieve me, gracious lady, when 1 saw my own name 
set down to a bequest so munificent, I was covered 
with blushes, I was choked with gratitude. 

iMdtpC. Out with it, then ; out with your name, 
if such is the^efl'ect. and write in Algernon’s: I 
warrant gratitude will not choke him. 

Earl. Good, very good ! Yonr ladyship has the 
gift of rallying me in the most pleasant way out of 
my metaphors. Choke is a ngnre sofnewhat of 
the strongest. 

I*ady V. Why, yes; and I should think yon 
may venture upon the legacy, and risk the effeeta 
of it ; so copy out yonr paper when you please. 
Earl. I’ll set my cleras upon it out of Hand. 
LadyC. You’ll set the world upon it when I'm 
out of it ; for you have totallj cashiered Harry 
Algernon, and he is the son of my sister. 

Earl. And yonr sister was the wife of bis fatber, 
and liis father was your unremitting persecutor, 
who vexed ^ou with a suit in chancery for ten 
long years ; and ten might have been added to ten,, 
had it not been that I — I speak modestly of my- 
self — I am no egotist — I speak simply of number 
oqp, and nobody else, for your barrister was n 
cipher — 

Ladu C. But a cipher put to number one adds 
no trifle to its value ; so tlie upshot is, you gained 
the suit, and I paid the costs; a victory 'little to bo 
envied; and, alter all, is it just and equitable, that 
the son should suffer for the father’s faults? 

Earl, O jus et eequum ! as if he had not faults 
enough of his own to warrant your exclusion of 
him! 

Lady C. I have beard enough of his faults, I 
confess, if you are correct in describing them. If 
yon have deceived me — 

Earl. I! I deceive yon! I defame your nephew! 
I who have nJver spoken of liis offences bat with 
regret and sorrow ; never brought a story to yonr 
I ears, but with the view of intOroeptiug malice and 
i*eoftening down impressions. 1 deceive you! Then 
where is truth and virtue ? 

Lady C, Both in sight, as I should hope ; for 
Emily appears. 

Rn/er EMILY' FtfirZALLAN. 

Earl, I humbly lake my leave. Miss Emily, I’D! 
yours. Humph ! not a word ? Your faithful Triend 
to serve you. Not a look?— Upstart! I'll mairr 
the old lady, and out ber out or every shilling, I 
will. [Arne, and erif. 
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LadyC, A|)proach, mv dear! Gome Dear me. 
I mnbttalk with yoa. 'Well, you have been to aee 
the apartnient I have newly furniahed j and do you 
like U, Emil^'? ^ ' 

'Emily. ’Tis elegant in the extreme ; *tis sump- 
tuous. 

Lady C. ’Tis your*s, my dear ; it is to grace my 
Emily that I have decked it out. 

Emily. For me such finery ? 

Lady C. Child of my heart, for you. All I pos- 
sess is your*B. 

Emily. T hope you will not tempt me to forget 
that I was poor and humble. 

Lady C. i hope not. Nature has endowed you 
with Admirable qualities; prosperity, 1 trust, will 
not pervert them. It docs not quite come on yon 
by surprise : yon could not well suppose I should 
adopt the son of my most unrelenting persecutor. 

Emily. J did not dare to reason in that case. 

Lady C. But you must kiioyr hov^ worthless in 
himself, how undeserving of mv favour is he who, 
in respect of consanguinity, is the only person that 
could supersede you. 

Emily. Yon speak of Mr. Algernon. 

LadyC. L do; I speak of him, whom.no one 
speaks of bu-Jt with reproach and scorn. 

Emily. T do confess I've heard much evil speak- 
ing ; but ’twas from one who should have more 
respect for truth and decency than to traduce the 
nephew to the aunt. 

LadyC. What do yon mean'! "Would 30 u de- 
fend a libertine? 

Emily. No, madam; T defend no libertine. But 
you will not be angry if I avow that I detest a li- 
beller. If he, who thus has poisoned your opinion, 
knows not the character, the manners, habits, sen- 
timents, connections, peiliups not even the outward 
form aud feature of tlic man whose fame he man- 

f ;les, can 1 he to blame if I imjdore you, for the 
ove of justice, to hear before 30U strike? 

LadyC. "WMiat is this, Kmily? What is this 
warmth ? 

Emily. Honest, not prudent; out of time and 
place ; but still -sinoere, though rash. 

LadyC* You call on me to hear before I strike; 
1 now demand if you that strike have heard ? — Do 
ou know Algernon? Have you conversed with 
im ? 

Emily. Madam, I have. 

LadyC. You have! When, where? lie comes 
not hither; never was adniilted, never will be, 
within these doors. Astonishing! that you should 
dare to tell me you have made acquaintance with 
this profligate. 

Emily. Hear iny defence. You gave roe leave 
to pass a Little time, for change of air, after my late 
confinement, at your Hill farm. One evening 1 had 
raipbled about a mile fjoin home, when, upon en- 
tering a little copse, through which my footpath 
led, jddge of my honor, when a villain, such I 
mnst cbII him, surprised me, sci 2 ed me; and, in 
spite of my cries, prayers, and entreaties — 

lady C. Merciful Providence I what do you 
tell me? 

Emily. A dreadful talc I should have had to 
tell, or died ere I could tell it, had not heaven sent 
me a rescue, a brave, brave preserver ! who, with 
a soul all fire, and motion quick as lightning', 
sprung on the assailant, grasped him in his arms ; 
and, after a contention, farioas though short, hurled 
him to the ground, breathless and maimed with 
bruises. Which of these merit the name of profli- 
gate? Not he that saved me — It was Algernon. 

LadyC. Algernon, do you say? My worthless 
nejdiew Algernon ! Take care ! 

Emily. Renounce me if 1 tell you an onlruth. 
JLtdly C» l*m all astonishment. Who was the 
assailant ? 

Madam, I know not. Your heroic ne- 


phew bore me half dead and fainting to my bouse ; 
’twas not till then 1 knew bim to be Algernon. 
Ho staid with me no longer than till the care of 
the ^ood people had recovered me. The next 
niorniiig I returned to the castle, feariug to remolo 
any longer in so solitary a place. Of Algernoa-l 
saw no more. Now snil'er me to ask, if ihia be Ibe 
conduct of a profligate? 

Lady C. Tis a strange story. 

Emily. *Tis a true one, madam. 

LadyC. Why have you kept it to yourself thus 
long? Yon’ ve been returned two days. 

Emily. Because until this hour I have not seen 
your spirits in a state to bear the slightest agitation. 

Lady C. And do you think the agitation slight 
that I now sufler? No, I see your danger, Emily ; 
1 see your weak credulity, and much I fear yon*^ll 
find yourself the dupe of Algernon. What business 
could he have at my Hill-farm? 

Emily. Madam, your tenant's wife nursed Mr. 
Algernon. 

Lady C. She never should have nursed you, 
Emily, or harboured you one moment, had 1 
known it. 

t Emily. That's hard; but I mnst snffer and be 
silent. 

Lady C. Be silent, then, and go to your chamber ; 
there you may meditate on what yon have been, 
and cml to mind, with timely recollection, what 
yon may be again. [E'xeimf. 

ACT II. 

Scene 1.— The Castle Hall. 

Simon Single, Farmer Gawdry, and his Sou 
Isaac, discovered. 

Simon. Master Gawdry, Master Gavdry, huYe 1 
not said the word? and will not the word that I 
have said, serve and snflice to pot thee out of 
doubt, that Isaac thy son, thy son Isaac, will dot 
Gawd. I pray you, now, Master Simon Sinde> 
be kind-hearted, and consider of it. 1 shonldbe 
main proud to have him in iny lady’s livery; he's 
n docile lad, and can turn bis hand, as 1 may say, 
to anything. 

Simon. Let him turn it to the plough. He’s a 
bumpkin. Let him drive the team, and dung the 
land ; he’s horn to them. Let him ring the hoM. 
and tend the stye, and toil in the drudgery of bis 
vocation. Nature never faMbioned bim to be the 
lackey of a lady. You are answered. Farmer 
Gawdry. 

Gawd. Ay, master, 1 am answered ; but I am 
not beard. I liann'a told you half the things my 
boy can do. 

Simon. What can he do ? Unfold. 

Gawd, A power — Speak for yourself, Isaac; te|l 
the gentleman what you can do. 

Lsaac. A’louks so grave, a'daunts me. 

Gawd. What should daunt thee, boy? 04li*4 
liang thy head ; but up, and tell him boldly urhlA ^ 
canst do. ' " 

Isaac. I wull, father, I wull. I can sing psalmi. 
shoot flying, worm the puppies, cat oapooi, 
the rookeries, and make gins for polecats. . 

Simon. Wonderful ! And can’t you eat and dihlk, 
and sleep and snore abundantly? Can’t you wench 
wlieii you have an opportunity, swear now and then 
upon occasion, and lie a little when it serves yogr 
pumose? 

Isaac, Ees, ees ; 1 know something of all tb^e 
matters. 

Oasod. I told you he was fit to wait upon any 
lady ill the land. m 

Simon. Upon any lady but the Lady Cypress ha 
is welcome ; upon her he rosy wait long enough 
before he get any other answer than I’ve given to 
you. Dictum esi. Good morning to yon. 

Gawd, Good morning to me, indeed! How long, 
I trow, have you been this great man, to carry 
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^oarself in yonr geen so staiel v 1 I can call to mind 
the day when you came into tliis family as mere a 
bnmpkin as you. think my boy lo be. 

Smon. Keep your temper, neighbour Gawdry, 
keep your Hamper ! Mount your steed, amble 
homewards f visit your nves and your boves ; com- 
fort your good dame, and present my humble ser- 
vice to her. 

Gaujd. 1 won’t comfort her; I won’t present 
your humble service to her: 1 don’t find you are 
so willing to do her any service; and, as for hum- 
ble, it don’t belong to you. But mark my words — 
time is at hand^-county election’s coming on — ask 
me for a plumper, then, do; ask me, I say, for a 
plumper, and mind where I’ll direct you to look 
for it. Come along, Isaac, come along ! 

[Exti with Isaac. 
Simon, 'We men in power, when we have a place 
to give away, make nine enemies to one friend ; 
and ’tis nine to one if that friend don’t turn an 
enemy before ho is well warm in oflice. — Ah! doc- 
tor, is it you? 

Enter ScUD. • 

S>rifd. Your servant, your servant! 1 have brougiit 
you the young man Jenny recommended. 

Simon. Have you so, have you ao? \Vbcre did 
you fall in with him I 

Sc$td. Crossed upon him by mere chance — clever 
fellow — wants aplace — think he'll suit Miss Emily-— 
no objection, dare say, on his part — won’t haggle 
for wages — Will you see him? 

Simon. Hold a moment ! Has he got a character? 
Scud, Two ; a good one and a bad one ; but the 
good one is what he would prefer being known by. 

A'moji. I give him credit for that. W’hat name 
does he bear 1 

Scud, Henry, alias Harry ; you may fake your 
choice. 

Simon. He has two of them, it seems. 'Very 
good ! W hat besides ? 

Scud. Scudamore. 

Simon, A branch of the Scuds we’ll suppose. — 
Bat we’ll see him. Where does he come from t 
Saud. T’other side of the country. — Better let 
him answer questions for himself. Come in, young 
man; present yourself to Mr. Simon Single, the 
respectable major domo of this illustrious family. 

Enter Algernon. 

Simon. So, so! What’s here? This is uo drudge 
for all work and all weathers. This is a thing for 
Sundays and for holydays! As clean a peg to bang 
a livery on as heart could wish. (Aside.) — Well, 
Henry Scudamore, you’re for a place ; and, I con- 
clude, one there's least to do will please you most. 
You are not used to labour. 

Atg. I am not. 

SimoH, Nor ever mean tc be, I dare believe. 
Scud, Oh, fie! you’ll put him down: he’s mo- 
dest to a fault. 

iShmon, If that be his only fault, wo’ll overlook 
it. What can you do? 

A^. My best to please my mistress, and some- 
thing, I should hope, to gain your favour. 

Smon. Egad ! you've found the way to that al- 
ready. I like yoiir manners, countenance, deport- 
ment ; and 1 am no mean judge, although 1 say it. 

A/y. Sir, you have ail the fight iu life lo say it ; 
for it none else will give us a good word, we must 
e’en praise ourselves. 

Sitnon. A sharp wit, let me tell you. — Harkye ! 
Henry, your name I know ; the place from whence 
you come 1 do not kqow ; your qualifications re- 
main to be proved, and your character, 1 dare say, 
if it be of your own -giving, will be an excellent 
good one. 

Alg. With your leave, I should prefer to speak 
upon all these points with the lady I aspire to serve. 


Simon, Aspire to serve! Sir, your most «be- 
dient humble servant. I shall aspire to ask J0tt 
no further questions ; but turn you over fur exaiqt- 
ndtion to llie lady of the house. 

Alg. Is this the lady of the house now approach- 
ing? 

Enter Mrs. Dorothy Buckram. 

Simon, Of the lower house she is the lady. Make 
your best bow to Mrs. Dorothy Buckram; but 
don’t be too aspiring ; if you otter to salute her, 
you a 1 % a lost man ; that blessing don’t fall Jo my 
lot above once in a Iwelvemontli, and some would 
not aspire even to that. 

Mrs, B. What is this ribaldry that you arc talk- 
ing? and who is this young man ? 

Simon. A 3 oiilh of promise ; a candidate for ser- 
vice; one that aspires to the supreme delight of 
carrying clogs, and combing lap-dogs, for the lady 
heiress. 

B. What is his name? 

Simon. Henry. 

Mrs. B. A gentle name, soothing and soft. 1 
much approve of Henry ; I’ve ever had a prejudice 
for Henry. 

Simon. Simon is sweeter. 

Scudm Jerry is more brisk. • 

Stmon. Sweet Simon, simple Simon I Why, ’tis 
music is a lute. ' [pet. 

I Scud. But Jerry sounded in F sharp, is a trum- 
I Mrs. li. Yes, truly, in the ears of a hen-pecked 
husband when his partlet cackles. But can’t thi.s 

J youngster speak? Henry should speak like Henry : 
et u#hear \ou. Were 1 the mistress you aspired 
to sene, wliut would 3011 say to me? 

Alg. Silence becomes a serrant; 'tis a virtue; 
but if I were your equal and your lover — 

Mrs, B, Ah ' then what would y'ou say? 

Aly. Then if you stood all tempting as you are, 
full 111 my sight, and cheered your Iripuy swain 
with smiles so lovely, so languishing, so alluring — 
Mrs. It, 'Wlial would you do ? 

‘ Alg. I'd snatch you to ray heart, press you, ca- 
j ress you, smother you with fondness — * 

I Mrs.B. And so you will. Let go, or I’ll scream 
! out. 

Simon. Bravo* you'll do. A very good rehearsal. 
Scud. A very villauous one, if my Jenny have had 
I a part in it. 

I Simon. 1 gi\e you joy, young man; your for- 
I tune's made. 

i Mrs. B. I wonder who Las taught him this as- 
! Burance! 

!• Scud. Oh! madam, he’s a pupil of my Jenny’s; 
I’ve nothing to do with him. 

Simon. Come, come ; there’s no oti'ence ; *twas 
a fair challenge, and no true Englishman would 
have refus'd it. Couiage, my lad! you’U never 
want a service. Let ns adjourn. [RiinmL 

Enter Lady' I’Rr.ss and EarliNGUT' 

Lady C. Well, now you’ve heard the story, what 
do you say to it 1 

A'ar/. Nothing. [lieve it. 

Jjadu V. 'What, nothing? Then you don’t be- 
Earl. Pardon me, iiiadain ; I believe it happened 
just as Miss Emily relates it to you ; I do believe 
there was alnan set on to frighten her, and that he 
took a drubbing from her hero, for which I also 
perfectlv believe he was well paid. 

LadyC. Why should you not suppose it might 
be real I There are such drunken fellows up and 
down. 

Earl. But sober men will not be taken in hy such 
stale stricks. You meet the same, or something 
very like il, in every paltry novel that you read. 
The man’s escaped ; you'll never hear of him ; bis 
bargain was not made to go to prison. 

Lady C, I see it now ^ I see through the con^ 
trivance. 
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Klftrf. YeSf inadaiD ; and yon may also see whioh 
— yoor property will go, if ever mins bave the 
oaal of It. 

f C. I'll never sign those deeds in her h»- 
I she consent to marry as .I’d have her. In- 
deed, indeed, you. have saved me, my good sir, 
from a most rash and inconsiderate ineasnre. 

Marl, Now is the time; I’ll seize the happy 
moment. My ever honoured lady, I but live to 
save and serve you : my whole life has been de- 
voted to your happiness. Thr founder of your for- 
tune, 1 have fought your battles manfully, and 
stood B siege as long as that of Troy in your de- 
fence; ay, and would die in it, if need required. 

Lady C, There is no need ; 1 know your ser- 
vices; and, at my death, you’ll find 1 have not 
under-rated (hem. 

Eitrl. She melts — I’ll strike! (Ande.) — Not at 
your death, dear lady, (may that be far, farolT!) 
but with yoor life rewara me. — Ha! that tells she 
yields to the impression. (Aside.) 

Lady C, llow with my lifej You have my good 
opinion, you have my friendship ; what more can I 
do for you? 

Earl. Think of me only as I think of yon. Why 
should a thankless girl engross your fortune? Use 
it, employ it^ many hapi^ days are yet in store 
for you. When the Lord Cypress married yon, he 
was yoor senior by a pretty many years inore than 
your ladyship is mine. 

LadyC, Your inference from that? 

Earl, I dare not quite reveal it. I would wish 
yoor ladyship to take it to yoor thoughts. A bint, 
a word, a look, so it were kind, would greatly help 
me to 4eoIare it to you. « 

LadyC, We’ll talk no more at present, if you 
please; yon will remember yon’re my agent, sir, 
and I will not forget your services. Good day. 

Earl, May every day and every hour be happy 
as 1 could wish them, and you will be blesseoi. — 
’Twill do ; her pride is dropping from the perch ; 
she totters; 1 shall catch her. [Aside, and exit. 
Enter Si MON SINGLE. 

Lady C, How now, Simon ! Have you found a 
g’O^r lad amongst the tenants* sons to serve Miss 

dftmoa. Of them not one, so help roe, honoured 
lady — 1 cannot recommend them ; they are boors, 
clowns, clodpates. 

C. What is to be done 1 

Simen. There is a youth attending ; doctor Scud 
speaks in his favour. 

L^ C. Scud’s a babbler. — What do you say ? 

Simou, He is above the level of these indige- 
nous smock-frocks and hob-nails. 1 should advise 
your ladyship to see him. 

Lady C, By all means ; let him enter. 

ASnmmi. Henry, you are permitted to approach ; 
the Lady Cypress deigns to look npon you. Make 
your pbeisance. 

• - Enter Algernon. 

LadyC, So, this is the young man ; Henry you 
' call him. What other name belongs to him? 

iSihnon. Soudamore, an please you ; so he gives in 
himself. 

LadyC, No vulgar name; aud, so far as ap- 
Dearancea bespeak, no vulgar person, ^ell, Henry 
'Scudamore, you want a place. 

A^, I wish to serve yoor ladyship. 

Lady C, Have you been in service? 

Alg, Never. 

JjSdy C. So I should guess. Wbat leads yon 
now to seek it? 

Alg* The ambition of belonging to yoor ladyship : 
bat 1 would answer more direoUy, might I pre- 
Mme— 

Lady C* 1 understand yon. Simon, leave tbo 
MOia.'— [Exif You seem embarrassed. 

Wof it not your wish to speak to me in private? 


Aly, Madam, it was. 

Lady C, And what have yon to impart, that one, 
who possibly may be yoor follow-servant, might 
not be priv/to? 

Ahj. Madam, I am a gentleman by birth; tliat 
being known amongst my fellow-servants miglit 
chance to raise an evil mind against me, and m»e 
my humble station painful to me : your oandouc 
will not think the worse of me because 1 am unfor- 
tunate. 

Lady C* No, not the worse In charity of thought ; 
but 1 cannot employ you in my service. No gen- 
tleman must wait upon that lady, to whom, I rise, 
perhaps, had destined you ; no gentlemao, at least, 
of your appearance. 

Alg, I’m sorry for it ; but it is my fate to be 
judged appearauces, and coudemned by reports. 

Lady C, If you have fallen into this decay by 
mere misfortune, or injurious treatment, I can pity 
you 2 nay, Henry Scudamore, if that be your name, 
and if I knew your story, (which, at present, 1 bave 
not time to hear,) I could do more ; I could (and 
something whispers me 1 would) consider your ne- 
cessities, and help you. 

I the victim, madam, of a villain. My 
story is scmn told, for it is founded on a simpm 
fact, whicK I can make appear to full conviction, if 
yon will condescend to give me hearing, and suffer 
me to state such evidence as oanoot be opposed by 
my defamer. 

* Lady C. I know not what to say to that, young 
man ; I have no strength to spare for others^ bor- 
tbens, and am already loaded with my own, even 
to the breaking down of my weak frame. If it be 
a case of pity, I’ve a hand lliat’s open to your waota 
without inquiry ; if it be a matter of grievance and 
redress, I would recommend you to state it to mj 
lawyer, Mr. Eurliog, and he stiall see you rigfatedl 

Aly, 1 humbly thank you ; I will state it to him, 
and trust the goodness of your heart will see me 
righted. 

Lady C, Ah ! I’ve no heart, no health, no nerves, 
to hear you. You must excuse me, Henry Soed- 
amore; I dare not undertake to arbitrate; but 
wait Sir Oliver Montrath’s arrival, aod be ahall 
hear you ; he’s a noble gentleman. 

Alg. Where shall 1 wait the whilst? 

LMg C, Where ?^ Lei me see-^es, yoa may 
stay this night here in tlie castle. My old servuL 
Simon, will entertain you at the second table* 
Does that content you 7 

Alg. I were most unthankful if it did noL 

Lady C. Follow roe, then, and 1 will give my 
orders. [Eseimf* 

Scene II. — Emify^a Apartment, 


Enter Emily Fitzallan, followed by RacheL 
Williams. 

Emily, Rachel ! 

Rachel. Madam, what are your commandnT 

Emily. Don’t answer me in that style. 1 bave 
so long been a dependant, and lived in snob^ fami- 
liarity with you, my goodJRachel, in partioulmri 
that, though you are my servant, I don’t wish yoft 
to use a lanmage to me so submissive. 

Rachel. W hatever language you wouid have me 
use, so it will but convey the same respect, 1 will 
endeavour to conform to it. 

EmUy, I would fain keep upon such terms with 
fortune, that I may fail back to my former poverty 
without a p^g; therefore, if ever you perceive 
me giddy with pro^erity, recall my recoUeotion 
to the low situation J emerged from ; and do it ho- 
nestly, my girl ; don’t spare me. 

JRocAe/. xott’ll want no monitor to warn yoa 
against pride; and yet, as yoa require siooenty, 
there is one warning I conceive is needful jaat at 
this orisis. 

Emily, State it without reserve* 



ACT III. SCENE 1.] FALSE IMPRESSIONS. T 

RaeM. Are yoo not now in danger of inoorrliig whiob time I bare a fnrlongh by authority; if for- 
your imtroneM’s most severe displeasure ? tune stand my friend, I may effect something withis 

Rnufy* Perhaps I am ; but be explicit with roe. that period ; but even now am I not supremely 
Rachel, Your champion, Algernon, has he not biased to see you, hear you, and behold that face» 
left a thorn iA that soft heart 1 that was of late so* pale and wan with terror, re- 

Entity If you call gratitude a thorn, he has. stored to all the lustre of its charms? 

Ra^el. Are yon quite sure *tis only gratitude? Emily, That face, assure yourself, will never be 
May it not soon he love? Nay, give me leave, is it turned from you to league with those who seek to 
not love already? rob you of jrour fame and fortune. 

EmUy, 'Well, if it is, how can I strive against it? Alg, 1 am not robbed of what enriches von. 
Rachel. Prudence will tell bow. Emily, 'ihe heart, that swells with indignation 

EmUy, Prudence will tell mean old gossip's tale; against all that wrung you, had, but for you, been 
but who, that is in love, will hear her out? cold and motionless. 

Rachel. Are you aware how fatal it will he to all A/g. Oh! Emily, forbear, 
your expectations, if my lady discover your attach- EmUy. This and no more : I never will be made 
luent? . fhe slave of interest or dupe of slander. My coo-, 

Emily, Are you aware how natural it is to love ; fidence in you cannot he shaken, '"my obligations 
the man who saves you from destruction? My lady i cannot be computed. The liie that I possess is of 
gives me riches, Algernon rescues my life and ho- j your giving. What can I say, but that I live for 
nonr : I was lost but for his courage, I am only j you? Now leave me, llenry ; not a word, but leave 

y oor without her bounty ; and if she demand that me. [^Exeunt, 

should sacrifice my lieart'a affections, she mak£s ACT III. 


conditions that I cannot grant, nor would her for- 
tune bribe me to the attempt. 

Rachel. Do yon know Mr. Algernon's characterl 

Emily, Does he that blackens it? What does 
my lady know but what that lawyer instils into her 
ear? Infamous man I And why does he defame him ? 
'Why, bat because he may retain liis power in the 
estate, and garble it at pleasure : besides, he has. 
an ample legacy. Believe me, 1 hold it a disgrace 
to read my name in the same page with his ; nor 
would I be Ilia partner in the crime of plundering 
Algernon : but that 1 live in hopes the time will 
come when I may render back the unlawful spoil. 

' Rachel, Then temporise the whilst, my dearest 
iady, or that time never w ill be yours. 

Emily, 'Tis right ; you counsel well ; and now I 
will confide a secret to you: I have warned Alger- 
non, who is his enemy, and what base stories have 
been forged against him.— Ah! who is this? 'Tis ; 
be, 'tis be hiniself! 

Enter Algernon. 

Hush ! not so loud. 

Bmly, Your name was on my lijis. How came 
ou here? How did you gain admission, and what 
ave you in view by this disguise ? You may dis- 
oloie; this friendly girl is secret. 

Alf, Then let her stay ; I would not be surprised 
in private with you. I am here by sufierance of 
Ifmy Cypress : I have seen my aunt for the first 
time, con versed with her, and lodged a plea for fur- 
ther hearing, when her friend. Sir Oliver Montratli, 
shall be at leisure: one of his servants is already 
come , he may be soon expected. 

Emily. Andhia nephew, does he accompany him? 

Ahf, I did not asK that question of the servant; 
but, if yoa wish it, I will make the inquiry. 

Emilu. No, let it pass. I know your aunt ex- 
peota nim. — Hark! Rachel, somebody is at the 
Aoor ; see who it is. 

Rachel. Madam, there’s nobody ; nor any sound 
tliat I can hear. 

Emify. Stand where you arc, and listen. — Wlmt 
is the meaning of this dress yon wear? 

Ala. I but^t on to counterfeit a servant; or, I 
sbonld rather say, to ask for service. Will you not 
try me, Emily ? Don’t take my character from that 
attorney; I'll serve yon honestly. 

Emily. Youaerve! you’re jesting. 

Alg, Am I not your servant? I am your faithful 
servant. 

EmUy. My heroic preaerver! that is your right- 
ful character, and by that title you have a claim 
upon my gratitude, which only can expire with 
life : ana now inform me what yon have in view by 
thia adventure. 

Alg. 1 am not so romantic aa to think I can 
maintain my post longer than till to-motrow, to 


Scene I. 

Enter Lady Cypress and Servant. 

Lady C, Hark! 'tis the porter's belW run to the 
boll, and^ell roe if Sir Oliver's arrived. 

Serv. Madam, he's here: Sir Oliver is present. 

Enter SiK Oliver Montrath. 

Lady C, Welcome, most welcome! May I trust 
roy Hen.Hes? This is above hope, that you and I 
should bve to meet again. 

Sir O. M v ever dear, my ever honoured lady! 

Lady C. Tidic has gone lightly over you, my 
friend. You, that have traversed sea and land, are 
whole ; I, that lour templed neither, am become a 
shattered wreck on shore. 

Str O. Not so, not altogether so, thank heaven! 
Tune is a surly guest, whose courtesy does not 
improve by long acquaintance with us; but wc'II 
not rail ut him, since he permits us once more to 
meet. And here’s the same old eastle still pospoiled 
by modern foppery ; ay, and the same old grand- 
sires firm in their iViuiies, with notone wrinkle more 
than when 1 parted from them years ago. 

Lady C. Ay, years, indeed! but you have filled 
them up with glory ; yonr's has been a life of 
themes for future history, a field of laurels to adorn 
your tomb ; mine has been tame and simple vege- 
tation. 

Sir O, I have lived a soldier's life; bat, heaven 
be thanked, I’ve plundered no nabob, stripped no 
rajah of his pearls and pagodas, nor have 1 any blood 
upon iny sword, but what a soldier's honour may 
avow ; but you have here a relict of my gallant 
comrade, Major Antony Fitzallan. He was woonded 
by my side, carried ofi' the field, and died in my 
arms. With his last breath he bequeathed (’twna ' 
all he bad to bestow ) a blessing to bis daughter, 
and charged me, if I liicd to come to Endand, to 
thank yon for voiir charity, uud be a friend to 
her. 

Lady C. I trust you will find her worthy of your 
friendship. 

SirO. Is she good, is she amiable? Has ahe hei 
father's principles, her mother's purity? 

Lady C. See her, and judge ; she’s naturally lin- 
cere: but where is your nephew? where ia Mr* 
Lionel? I reckoned with much pleasure upon see- 
ing him. 

Sir O. Ah ! my good lady, there 1 am unfortu- 
nate. I have built upon the hopes of presenting 
him to you; but it oaunot be at present. Poor 
Lionel is indisposed, and mast bear his disappoint- 
ment with what philosophy he can. 

Lady C. The disappointment is reciprocal: a 
little time, I bo|>e, wul bring him to na. 

Sir O, I wish it may^but, look, who oomes-- 
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Lady C. Thi« ih my orphan charge. This is oor 
Emily. 

Enfer EMILY FlTZALLAfi. 

Sir O, The very imag|e of her lovely mother/ 
Lady C. My dear, this is Sir Oliver Montrath, 
mine and yoor father’s friend ; as such, goo’ll bo- 
nonr him. 

Sir O. As snob, I claim the privilege to embrace 
and press bet to my heart. My child, my charge, 
devolved opon me by a father’s legacy, when breath- 
ing ont his gallant soul in prayers and blessings for 
his Emily. 

EmUy, Oh f sir, were yon, were yon beside him 
at that dreadful niomenti 
StrO, 1 was, my child; these arms supported 
him, coveted with wounds, and crowned with vie- 
toryj—alas' how dearly nurebased 1 

jEnalif, Then let his last commands be ever sn- 
ored ; if you have any such in charge to give me. 
Impart them, I conjure you. 

Sir 0.‘ I have none but blessings to impart. In 
fortune’s gifts the hero had do share, in virtue’s he 
abounded. In the care of this, your generous bene- 
factress, he had left you , to that and heaven’s pro- 
tection he be(|ueatbed you. 

Emily, Ii*«m content ; and what before T owed in 
gratitnde to this beneficent and noble lad^, 1 now 
will pay with filial obedience and doty siiperadded. 
Suffer me, dearest madam, from this moment to call 
myself your daughter. 

Lady C. As such I have adopted you ; remem- 
ber now, my child, the duty you have taken on 
yourself, the authority you have consigned to me. 
All rights parental centre now in me , your happi- 
Doss, your credit, your establishments, are trusts 
tbrvvhich I am responsible. You bare no other 
tuH hot to obey. 

Emify, Obedience, madam, has its limitations ; 
but soon as I would render to my father I’ll pay to 
yon. Have I your leave to withdraw? 

Lady C, You mity, my dear; your spirits seem 
to need it. Go and compose yourself. 

. [Exit Emily, 

SirO. Exquisite creature' I’m enchanted with 
her. By heaven < ’twonld be the height of my am- 
bition, toe oUeot I have most at heart in life, to see 
my Lionel — Ob ' that I could ' here kneeling at her 
feet. Born of such parents, trained by such instruc- 
tions, and graced with charms so lovely, Emily, 
without a fortune, is a match for princes. 

Lady C, If snob be your disinterested wish, (and 
greater bappinesa I could not pray for,) I trust my 
rortune thrown into her scale will not make her 
appear less worthy of yoor nephew, or cause yon 
to retract your good opinion. 

Sir O, No, surely; but I doubt if I should wish 
yonr fortune to go out of the right channel even to 
Emily. We that have never married should regard 
onr nephews as our sons. 

Lady C, But does affinity impose on me an obli- 
gation to bestow my property on one that merits 
nothing, to the wrong of her that merits all 7 
Sir 0. Is that the character of Algernon? Is he 
so undeserving? 

Lady C, Ah ! there, my friend, there is my ter- 
ror ; the destiny I dread ; the man, of all men living, 
the most dangerous to my peace is Algernon. 
dSrO. Indeed! 

Xoefe C, Preserve my Emily from him ; save her 
firom Algernon. 

SirO, Is Algernon, then, born to be a onrseto 
both of ns? 

Lady C, Explain yonrself. 

Sir O. He is your nephew, therefore 1 was^ si- 
lent : bat if he’s dangerous to your peace of mind, 
to mine he’s fatal : in one word, the wound, of which 
m j hapless Idoael now langnishes, was given by the 
hppd of Algernon. 

C« Horrible wretehl bis murderer* 


Sir O. I Bay not that ^ for modem oonrtesy gives 
not that name to duellists, and honour sanctifies 
their bloody deeds. 

Lady C. Away with all snob hononr! Troth dis- 
avows it, nature revolts from it, religion denounces 
it. Oh ! be is born to be roj shame and torment. 

Sir O, Be patient for awhile; suspend year 
judgment. 

£ady 6*. No, I regard a duellist with horror; I 
hold him as an agent of the enemy of mankind, sent 
to distarb society, and rend the parent’s and the 
widow’s hearts asnnder : one action, one only ac- 
tion, and that a doubtful one, has met my ear in 
favonr of that wretch whom 1 call nephew, and 
henceforth, even that one I totally discredit, and 
renonnee him. 

Sir O. Hold, 1 conjure you. In the midst of 
wrath let ns remember justice. I, like you, abhor 
a duellist professed ; yet 1 am taught by long eac- 
perienoe how to make allowances for younger spirits, 
and warmer passions, that will not submit to meet 
the world’s contempt, and scorn its prejndioes. 

Lady V, Away! yon talk this language by pro- 
fession ; reason declares against it. 

9 Sir O. Reason demands that we should panae in 
judgment. 'When two men draw their sworda upon 
each other, reason will tell us one must be to blame ; 
but ere we fix the blame upon that one, justice de- 
crees that we should hear them both. 

Lady Cm 'What says your nepliew? He will speak 
the truth. 

Sv O. J should expect he would ; yet I’ll not 
wholly trust to any man’s report against another 
in his own cause ; and in tlus sentiment my nep^w 
hononrably coincides, for he declines all answar to 
my questions, and will state nothing to affect or 
criminate his antagonist lla! who is this? 

Enter ALGrRNON. 

Lady C, Go, go ; f did not send for yon. 

Alff, 1 know It ; but I wish to speak in private 
with Sir Oliver Montratb. . 

Sii O. With me? Who is this man ? I do not 
know him. Is he one of yonr ladyship’s domestics? 

Lady C, No; be made offer of bis services, but 
upon talking witb him I perceived he Lad a list of 

f rievances to state, and not being then at leisure, 
believe I told him he might wait your coming, 
and make bis suit to yoo. 

iS'ir O, And so he may ; his looks plead in hit 
cause. Is H your wish to speak with me, yodng 
man? 
it/yiltis. 

Sir O. Alone? 

Alg, Alone, if you’ll permit it. 

Sir O. Freely; and when 1 can command my 
time, it shall be yonr’s. I’ll call for you* 

Alff. 1 shall attend your summons. [Eiril* 

Sir 0, I’m carious what this man oan have to 
tell me. Do you conjecture? 

Lady C, There is a mystery aboot him. Ho soy# 
he is a gentleman by birth, and so for I believe 
him. of wbat he jiM to tell besides I waved the 
bearing, but offered him relief : that did not seem 
bis object, nor was it mine to take a gentleman into 
my service. But you will know the^whole: shall 
we adjourn, and see what is become of Emily? 

Sir O. With all roy heart ; and 1 hope the monrn- 
fol salnect of oor last interview may be no more 
revived. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. 

Enter Lawyer Earlino meeting Algernon. 
Earl. So, whence come yon? who are yon? wbat’a 
your business? 

4‘9- Sir, 1 don’t know yon. 

Earl, Not know me! that’s mnob. Yon mast be 
new, indeed. 

Afg. Ase yon that vfortby gentlamaD, Mr. 
Earling? 
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Scene 8.] 


Earl. I am the Terj penon. 

Alg. Ue«f6n reward joul Your ftme 2c coon^ed i 
forth throDgh aJI the ooantj. 

Earl, Are joa not hired to wait on Mias Fitz- 
allan? * 

Ala, No. sir, my character don’t seem to recom- 
mend me to the Lady Cypress. If yon would speak 
for me. ’twould idhke my fortune. 

Earl. How can 1 speak for you, whom I don’t 
know? 

Alg. ’Twould be as easy as to speak against me. 

Earl. But 1 do neither ; I have no concern with 
yon or with your character* 

A^. Indeed! they told me you were famous for 
it. 

Earl. For what is it I’m famous 1 

Alg, For speaking about characters you’ve no 
concern with ; therefore, I pray you, sir, take mine 
in hand, and do me justice. 1 suspect some villain 
has cruelly defamed me. Doesn't an action lie for 
that at latv ? 

Earl, Go ; you’re a fool ; begone ! * 

Alg, 1 am a fool, to ask a knave for justice. 

[Ext!. 

Earl. Knave ! do yon call me knave? I’ll trounce 
you, sirrah ! I’ll blow you to the moon, audacious 
beggar! Ah! master Doctor, do yon know that 
rascal? 

Enter ScUD. 

Scud. I know several rascals, but which of them 
do you mean? 

£!arl. That impudent new comer, that mad fel- 
low, that dares to insult me in my lady’s bouse. 
Call me a knave, indeed, and to my face 1 did you 
ever hear such insolence? 

Send, Never, never. If he had only sidd it be- 
hind your back, why, ’twere but ^uia for ouo; it 
would have passed; but to your face! Oh: mon- 
atrous ! 

JSarl, I’ll set him in the stocks ; I’ll have his ears 
nailed to the whipping-post. 

Seud. No, don t do that; if wliipping-posta had 
eara, they’d hear the cries of those that are tied to 
them, and pity them. 

Earl. Pooh! you’re as great a fool as he, me- 
thinks : I’ve done with you. Look to yourself, Sir 
Gallipot, your reign will not be long on this ground, 
take my word for it. [finV. 

Scua. There, there, there ! I’m blown op, ousted, 
all is oyer with me. Thought to have had my lady’s 
custom till her death : perceive now she will be one 
of the few patients that outlive my prescriptions. 
Oh ! fme work, fine work ! 

Re-enter Algernon. 


Alg. How now, friend Scud! what ails you? ' 

Acm. Friend! call me fool. I’m ruined by my ' 
friendship. You’ye played the devil’s dance witli 
that d — d lawyer, and set him whip and spur upon 
my back. 

Alg, Why, that’a his proper place : back-biting 
is bis trade? 

Scud, And what’s my trade, do you think ? where 
ahall I drive it? my gallipots may grow into the 
shelves for everlasting, if I’m to be made the cat’s- 
paw of ytfUr schemes and foolish Jeany’s ; but I’ll 
go tell my lady all about you. 

A^, No, no, vou’ll not do that, my little Scud. 

Scud, I’ll tell you what I won’t do— -lose my 
oostomer. 

Alg. Ay, but consider what an ornament yonr 
ears are to your head; and you’ll lose them incon- 
tinently if you betray me. 

Scud. My ears, indeed! look to your own; the 
lawyer has sworn to nail them to the whipping-post. 
I’ve got a wig, so^ have not yon, my master. Be- 
aidea, I'm not quite certain but my lady’s custom 
will be the greater loaa: She takea a world of 
pbyaie. 


Erdm Simon Sinolb. 

Simon, Who talks of physic? I’ve the beat of 
medicines : a case of old canary, which my lady 
hks ordered os to tap, and drink a welcome to our 
noble guest, Sir Oliver Montrtth. I’ve put my 1^ 
to it: ’tis sopernacnlam. 

Scud. I see you have ; I see ’tis sopemacalaiii^ 
for some of it has got under your wig already. 

Swum. My wig ; no, no, Dame Dorothy set that 
awiT with a kind oulT o* the ear. ^ 

iSetfd. Yon put your lips to her, too, it should 
seem. 

Simon, Perhaps I did, but that’s all buckram^ 
Doctor. Ah ! Henry, give me yonr hand. Stand 
fast, my gallant hearts; lo ! where she comes again, 
a portly sail right on upon our convoy. My life 
npon’t, she’s bound to the Canaries. 


Enter Mrs. Bcickram. 

JIfrj. B. Oh ! thou rash youth, thou bast undone 
thyself. Earling has vowed thy ruin. 

Scud. He has vowed my rum, too, and that is 
one of the few vows that he will keep religiously. 

Mre. B. Ah ! he’s a carnal man ; he’ll swallow up 
this castle and its fortunes. 

StmoH. I hope the turrets of it will stick by the 
way aud choke him. He sha’o’t swalfbw the canary 
in it, however ; we'll be beforehand with him at that 
sport. • 

^ Scud. I would I had the cooking of one dose for 
him! I wish he’d swallow that. It should be a 
settler. 

Mrs. B. What has he done by Harry Algernon? 
Theifr’s malice for you ; there’s a batch of mischief ; 
blasted his character, garbled his fortune, and turned 
my lady’s heart to stone against him. 

I SimoM. Flint, iron, adamant. 1 told her so: 

I ** Madam,” said 1, “ the gentleman is wroNf^i 
the neighbours, where he lives, all give him 
word, the gentry love him, his father doats on him, 
the poor adore him : there is but one bad character 
betwixt him and your attorney. Judge you,” said 
I, •* which party it belongs to.” 

Alg. Diet you say this? * 

Simon. I did. 

Alg, Then you’re an honest fellow. 

A’imoii. 1 know that well enough. Yes,. 1 did 
say it. 

Send. How did she take it? 

Simon. As she takes your physic: gulped and 
made wry faces ; but it went down. 

Scud. I hope ’twill stay by her. 

Simon. I hope it will, and when we've drunk 
•confusion to attornies. I’ll deal her out another 
dose a little stronger. D — it! — no, hold, I will not 
swear; I’ll do it coolly : come, we’ll coll a oouncil 
in the Canaries. 

Seud, Agreed; I’ll drink myself into a little 
courage, and have a word with the old lass myself. 

Simon. Come on, my hearts! Henry, conduct the 
lady. You may solicit her fair baud in safety. Jerry 
ana I have wigs. [Bxetmf. 

Scene III. 

Laby Cypress, Emily, Sir Oliver Montratm, 
and Earling discovered. 

Lady C. Now, Emily, you see what misery that 
wicked inaa has brouebt upon us all. 

Emily. I am sorry for Sir Oliver’s misfortune. 

'Lady C, 1 hope you have also pity for the anf- 
ferer. 

Emify. I trust I have for all that merit.it. 

EarC I’m sure Miss Emily will not atUuipt to 
extenuate the guilt of such an action. 

Emily, You may be sure 1 never will defend a 
guilty person, knowing him for such; be you aa 
oarehu how you criminate an absent man till you 
have proofs against him. (To Sir O.) Sir, you are 
aileat; I ahoold wish to know if you nave anything 
to Di^ agaiiiat him. 
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Sir O, Nothiag, my Vm listening with 
attention, and, therefore, silent. I shoald be sorry j 
were yon less unwilling to gi?e up your opinion of 
a map who rendered yon such service. * 

La^C* What service? Earling, yon have heard 
the st'ory ; let ns hear what you have to say upon it. 

^ Earh If Miss Fitzallan will sufler me to pot a 
siimde qnestion to her. 

Emi^, By all means; pat yonr qoestion. 

Earl, When Mr. Algernon, by happy chance, 
came in so opportunely to her rescue, canr Miss 
Fitzallan say wnat brought him thither so far from 
his own home? 

Emily, I never asked what caused him to be 
there, nor did he tell me. 

Earl, We'll call it, then, a very happy chance 
without a cause, or a most fortunate presentinieot 
that somewhere in that grove there would be found 
a damsel in the power of some vile ruffian, whom 
he was doomed to rescue. Some people might sup- 
pose this a collusion, but Miss Fitzallan can remove 
all doubts by telling us who was the villain that 
offered her that violence. 

Sir O. Can you do this, my Emily? 

Emily, I cannot. 

Earl. Did ]\lr. Algernon know who he was? 

Emilu, I do not think be did. * 

EarL Did he secure his person? 

Emily, No ; his care was wholly turned to me ; 
the roan he left upon the ground, and, as it seemed, 
disabled. 

Earl, I have done : I leave it to the court to 

E C: A barefaced trick. It is too palpable. 

. Who can say that? Let Mr. Algernon 
speak for himself. 

Earl, Speak! 

Sir O. Ay, yoo have spoke, and should not be? 
That's justice, is it not? 

Earl, Did you always find it so where you have 
been, Sir Oliver? 

Sir O, W hether 1 found it so or not, I felt it. 
Emily, fiow, Mr. Earling, you may put those 
questions you’ve pressed on me to Mr. Algernon. 
i*erbaps he’ll answer them. 

Zatfy C, Emily, Emily, you forget yourself. 
Emuy, Madam, I should, if I forbore to speak 
when charges such as these are urged gainst an 
absent, therefore, a defenceless man. You have 
not allowed him to approach you, madam; this 
gentleman, equally unknown to him, prejudges him 
at ODoe ; he is ingenious to find out bad motives for 
food actions; there's not a virtue in the human ^ 
heart but may be metamorphosed by such cunning 
into a vice. Sir Oliver has said, and said it in the 
language of a hero, Let Mr. Algernon speak for 
himse?.” 

Sir O. And I repeat those words : let him be 
heard» However oiroumstances bear against him, 
and wretched though be has made me, still I hold 
it matter of conscience never to prejudge, however 
strong the grounds of my suspicion. 

Lady C, Sir Oliver, we do not think alike, and 
tfaerofbre, with your leave, we’ll out this subject 
short. Emily will retire ; a little recollection will 
be useful to shew the error of some rash opinions 
and amend them. Go, child, remember, *1 have now 
a right to look for the obedience of a daughter. 
EmUu, And I to expect the mildness of a mo> 

[Exit. 

yC. And now. Sir Oliver, with your per- 
il, I will despatch a little business with my 
» and leave you to fulfil your promise to that 
^ mao, who, 1 perceive, is waiting to approMh 
you, Follow me, Mr. Earling. fExit wUh Earling, 
Sir O 0 See here a sample of the blessings of de- 
'penwiool Poor orphan Emily ! *tis now my turn 
to pfove that 1 am Worthy to be cidled the friend of 
4h.y gallant father. 


ther. 



Entar Algernon. ^ 

Oh I oome in, come in, young man. I promised 
you a hearing, and I’ll make good my word; bat 
as my mind is pressed with many matters, be short, 
and to the point. * 

Alg, I will. Yonr nephew has bad an afiUr with 
Mr. Algernon, and is wounded. You have visited 
him, no doubt. Has be related # you tlie particu- 
lars of that unpleasant bosiness? . , 

Sir O, Before I answer, let me know who it is 
that questions me. 

A^, My father lives upon the lands of Sir George 
Algernon, and I have some acqnaintanoe with his 
son, the person whose unlucky chance it was to 
wound your nephew. 

Sir 6. And whal’s yonr motive for the quesUon 
that you now put to me? 

An, I am no stranger to your character, and if 
you know the circumstances of that duel, I-irnst 
you will not suffer Mr. Earling to misrepresent 
them to the Lady Cypress. 

Sir O. Certainly 1 should not, if I knew the 
truth, suffer it to be disguised ; but I have no par- 
ticulars from my nephew. The affair remains a 
mystery. Can you develope it? ^ 

Afy. If Lady Cypress will permit me to stay this 
night, as she has promised, and yon can bring me 
to an explanation with her in yonr presence, I oan 
so far elucidate this mystery, that if you still per- 
sist to trace it home, you shall have full possesaion 
of the means. 

Sir O, 1 hardly should expect it at yonr bands : 
nor where my nephew’s honour is concerned shall 
I be easily induced to listen to other evideooe than 
that of facts, inoontroverlibly attested, and (I ami 
free to say) admitted on his part. 

Alg, 'Tis to such facts and such aathoritiea 1 
shall apppal. 

Sir O, And do yon mean to criminate my uepbewt 

Alg, Pardon me, sir, I have no other meaning 
but to declare the trnlh. 

Sir O, Have yon the means to know it? Were 
you present at the rencontre? * 

Alg. If it appear Ihnl I have not the means to 
know the truth, or knowingly disguise it, treat me 
as I deserve ; I’m in your hands. 

Sir O. Well, sir, I’ll urge no farther questiona 
on you, but use my interest with the Irfidy Cypress 
to procure you the interview you wish. Now fail 
not on yonr part: you know me, sir; I troat to 
you unknown. .... . 

Alg, Poor as I seem, I have a soul within, that 
never yet was tainted by disbonour. [Exoaodm 

ACT IV. 

Lady Cypress, Emily Fitzallan, and Barling 
discovered. 

Lady C. Well, child, I have here the instronient 
that makes you rich above the dreams of avarice. 
1 have not executed it, for tlial depends on you ; I 
have not cancelled it, because this gentleman, your 
steady friend, has interceded with ihe to reoalyou 
once more to recollection and atonement. 

Emily. For what must I atone? 

Lady C. For ;yoar intemperate defence of Almr- 
non. Guilty or innocent, no more of him'; Where 
I bestow my fortune, 1 expect to find no opposition 
to my will in the disposal of it. 

Emily. What is your wilt in that respeot? 

Lady C. This is my will: if Lionel Montrath 
survive his wound, he is the man 1 destine for my 
heiress. To this, if you declare instant assent, I shall 
as instantly confirm this paper ; if not, 1' oaaoel it,* 
and oast yon off. 

Emily. Not all the world oould bribe^ me to do 
that, before 1 know which is the oft'Snding pitty- 
What baseness, what ingratitude were miap^ dO' 
give my hand to him that wronged the bfRfO^pva* 
server of my life and honour ! 



SOBNB 3.1 FALSB IHHIBSSIONS. 11 


Laiif C. Obatioato jrirl! joo (lave no fonh pre- 
server. Have not I told voo. it van mere ooUasioo? 

jEmilff. Madam, yoa nave; bat 1 am not oon- 
vinoed, becanae yoa told me so by your attorney, 
not from yoar own knowled^^e and conviction. 

Lady C. Wbat will convince you? 

Emuy* Proof well establiabed, and all parliea 
beard. 

Lady C. You to make terms, that called yoar- 
aeir my daughter ! Where is your duty ? 

Emily. Inviolate, unbroken. I sbml ever bear 
you respect and true devotion for your goodness; 
but no parent, no patroness, not even niy father, 
to whose awful spirit I now appeal, could nave the 

{ tower or could possess the right to tear away af- 
ectioiis from my iieart, which honour, gratitude, 
have planted there, or force me to conspire with 
that bad man in stripping Algernon of fame and 
fortune, and fixing artihce, deceit, and murder upon 
a man so near to you in blood, in nature so abhor- 
rent of those crimes. 

Lady C. You are mad ; I have done with you f I 
cast you ofl*. Now. Mr. Earling. take away your^ 
papers; they, or the thankless object they allude* 
to, must be entirely changed before 1 sign them. • 

EarU Miss Emily, it grieves me to the heart to 
have heard what now has passed. Indeed, you 
wrong me if you suppose I am the author of ibis 
fatal breach. I am no otherwise the enemy of Mr^ 
Algernon than as I am your friend; in very truth, 
I’m not bis enemy. 

Emily. Sir, for your enmity to Mr. Algernon, 
and so much of your friendship as Hows from it, I 
pray yon, let them go together ; 1 have no use for 
either. 

Earl. Do yon scorn me because I pity you? 
Emily. You pity me! There cannot be that state 
of human wretchedness which could reduce me to 
accept your pity. I wonder you can waste your 
time with one, who neither courts vour favour, tears 
your power, nor credits your iirolcMsions, 

Earl. Well, haughty maaam, 1 have been a 
friend, and 1 can be a foe. [Exit. 

Enter Algernon. 

Ah. ]\^ Emily, in^ angel, what is this 1 have 
beard? Discarded, disinherited, and for your ge- 
nerositv to me. 

Emily, Yes, Algernon, I’m poor but free. I was 
a prisoaer in a gaudy cage, wuere they would fain 
have tanglit me to call names, and whistle to a tune 
of Earling’s making ; but being a bad bird, and ob- 
stinate, iny keeper let me fly ; and now I’ve got the 
wide world for my portion, and nothing but my own 
ainall wits to trust to for picking up a living. 

Alg. Fly to me, perch on my breast, for in my 
heart you’ll find botn shelter and aflection. 

Emdy. Ah ! that is generous, gallant, like your- 
self; but ’tis not yet a time for me to hear you. 
The asylum that you ofter is attacked, the very ci- 
tadel of your life and honour is besieged by assail- 
ants, ana you must beat them olT, my hero, or 1 have 
saorificed myself to ruin without the enjoyment of 
that honest pride which glories in the cause for 
which it suflers. 

Alg. Doubt 'me not, Emily, the shield of truth 
covers my breast, and I’m invulnerable. 

Emily, Earling accuses you of a colluHion with 
my unknown assailant in the wood. 

Alg. I’m armed against that charge. 

Emily. And for your wounding of Montrath, he 
calls it assassination. There I should fear you are 
not so well armed, having no seconds to appeal to, 
and, therefore, more exposed to his attack. 

Alg. Let him come on; at all points 1 defy him. 
Now, my sweet advocate, repose in peace, and wait 
the event. 

Emih, Farewell ! If I an rained in the oauae of 
truth, I’ll not regret the saorifieo. [£«>!• 


Alg. Heroio Eaiilyy bow 1 adore yoo! Ha! 
Jerry, whence come you? 

Enter Jerry ScDi>. 

aeadt From the Canaries, where the illostrieoe 
major-domo goverda, and drinking is a doty by the 
laws of the sage Solon of the oellara, thepromapid 
Diogenes of the tabs, of whose academy I am a 
member. 

Alg. You’ve not betrayed me in your caps, I 
hope. 

Scttdk Betrayed you! no; if you bad fired the 
house, burnt the old lady in it, and violated the 
virgin purity of dame Buckram, I’d not betray yoo. 
D — ill I scorn a sneaker; I loath him worse than 
physic. Go on, my boy, and fear not ; I am steadj. 

Alg. Pretty well for that. You've bad a sip or 
two with honest Simon. 

Scud. Simon's a fish ; Dame Buckram is a leech. 
Alls where she fastens, and delights in snetion : 1 
honour her for her absorbent qualities, and I pro- 
nounce that they are silly apes and ignoramusses, 
that say wine gets into the head ; ’tis false, I say 
it gets Into the heart; it drives ill humour, melan- 
choly. treason, and a whole gang of cowardly com- 
panions out of a man, as a caiminative does orndi- 
ties andJndigestion ; it would have set my consti- 
tution clear, only there’s one thing sticks — 

Alg, What’s that, my honest fellow ? Out with 
it. 

Scud. Why, then, ’tis jealousy ; and that, jon 
know, is a confounded spasm. 

Alg. Away with it at once! Why, man, you don’t 
know half your happiness ; you have the best wife 
in the countrv On ! if you could have heard her 

{ line for you fast night ; sue wouldn’t hear of com- 
brt. 

Scud. Indeed, indeed ! May I believe yoo, ’squire? 
May I be sure I’m not (he horned beast? 

Alg. None of my making, Jerry, on my honour. 
Scud. Ob, jubilate! then I kick the clonds. 
Good b’ye, good b’ye to you. Let me embrace yoa» 
All luck attend you. I m going to my lady; if 1 
can throw in a provocative to stir her iti your fk- 
vour I will do it ; I will upon my soul. Good b’ye 
to you! 

Alg, Stop, Jerry; hold your band, my gallant 
fellow! I am too much your friend to let you go to 
Lady Cypress in your present state. Wby, mao, 
you are tipsy. 

Scud. Say drunk, and you’ll not say more than is 
true; but then it is I cure my patients; when I am 
only sober I lei them cure themselves. [Eril, 
»Alg. Well, get you gone ; I am not bound to find 
reason for him that will not keep bis own. [Erif. 

Scene II. 

Lady Cypress, and Rachel Williams 
discovered. 

Lady C, Come hither, Rachel, 1 would speak 
with yoo. When I promoted you to be about tiie 
person of Miss Emily Fitzalian, it was because 1 
saw you were attached to her, and I was willing to 
do her a grace by thus preferring you. If you moat 
now fkll back into yonr station, it is not that I have 
withdrawn my favour from you, but from yonr inis* 
tress. ' 

Hachel. I know it, madam ; all your people know 
it, for Mr. Earling has announced it to us ; but 1 
must beg your lai^ship to excuse me if I deeluo 
all service but Miss Emily’s. 

Lady C. What should enable her to keep a ser* 
vant ? 

Rachel. Then she will stand in the more need of 
me ; I’ll work my fingers to the bone to serve her* 
Your kdysbip may turn me from your doors, but I 
will say that Mr. Earling is a base cruel man, and 
wben Le has driven all yoar relations from you, vpar 
ladyship will find your house a desert, and ootluag 
but a Tillain left within it. 
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Ladff C. Out of my light! bemme! Snob into- 
leooe is not to be endared ; jet, Barling is to blame 
to publish this to all my family. So, wbat comes 
next? * 

Enter Mrs. Dorothy Buckram. 

Mrs. B. Madam, I’ve served your ladyship too 
long to bear the arrogance of Mr. Barling, t beg 
to be discharged; I’llnotlive in the house with one 
who drives Miss Emily out of your doors, tells such 
monstrous lies of Mr. Algernon, and sets your lady- 
ship aninst all your friends and relations. ' 

Juu^ C, Who made you a judge in matters that 
ooncern me only 7 When you are cool. I’ll hear you. 

1 know you have been junketing and caballing with 
Rachel vVilliams, and the rest of them : pr’ythae, 
retire. 

Mrs. B. That’s what T mean to do, and others 
beside me, or I’m mistaken. We respect your la- 
dyship, but we can’t put up with your attorney. 

[£«t. 

Enter Earlino. 

Lady C. There, Mr. Barling, you hear what is 
said against you : murmurs, complaints, invectives 
from ml quarters. 

Earl, rio wpnder, when that Henry Scudamore, 
whom 1 suspect to be a secret agent of your un- 
worthy nepu^w’s, sets, them on to blacken and ar- 
raign me. Madam, he has had the insolence to give 
me the worst of names. 

Lady C. Then give him his dismission ; send him 
away at once. 

Alar/. It shall be done. [Bfit. 

Lady C. Oh ! that Sir Oliver had postponed his 
visit to bis nephew but one hour! * 

Enter ScUD. 

Ah! pr’ythee, pr’ythee, do not plague me now. 
What brings you hither? 

Send. Duty, my lady, duty; want to hear how 
the draughts have agreed. 

Lada C. ’Tis plain how your draughts have 
agreeo^; the operation’s visible; no matter about 

Send. Ob! pardon me, there is great matter: 
spared for no pains — employed the best of drugs — 
bope I have given content — but rumours fly — no 
parrying defamation — a man may be accused be- 
nind bis back, and who can stand it? 

Lady C. Wbat rumours do you allude to 1 Who 
has accused you? 

Scud. I don't know who may have accused me, 
my lady ; 1 wish tg heaven I could say 1 have ac- 
onsed nobody. 

Lady C. What do you mean? 

Scud. Oh dear! madam, 1 am troubled with the 
heart-ache ; I have a lacerated conscience. 

Lady C, You have a loaded head, 1 perceive ; 
more wine in it than wit. 

Scad. True, my lady ; it is so full I can no longer 
bide the truth within it. Out it most come, and true 
it is, I have slandered Mr. Algernou. He saved 
my life, and 1 have stabbed his character. 

Lad^ C. Yon don’t know what yon say : you’re 


■> 2 -. 


1 wish 1 had been tipsy when 1 spoke of 
him ; then I shoflid have told the truth. 

LadyC. Go your ways; get you gone: a man 
that is in two stories should be cr^ited for neither. 
You have made him out to me a compound of all 
vices. 

Scad. That was the very vilest compound that 
eTer came out of iny bands; but Lawyer Barling 
put a lie into my mouth, and like a gilded pill of 
loathsome quality I swallowed it, and now it makes 
jRoiiok. 

C. Begone ! I will no longer be insulted 
with jour apotfaeoary’s jargon. Never enter my 
again. 


Scud. I bope your ladyship will give me leave 
to enter my own. Oh ! honestv, honesty! it’s very 

f ileasant to speak the trntb, but a manjs sure to 
ose bis customers by it. “ [Brif. 

Enter SiMON SINGLE. 

Ladv C. Heyday, Simou ! and you, too — I’ll have 
my cellar-doors walled up, if 1 am to be troubled 
with all the tipsy companions that resort to them. 

Simon. Venerable lady, 1 am not inebriated. 
Wbat I may be, if yon wall up your cellar-doors, 
and me within them, I can’t pretend to say. 1 may, 
in that case drink to support life, as I have now 
been tasting a glass, by your permission, to cele- 
brate this mournful festival. 

Lady C, How can it be a festival and mournful? 
Yon know not what you say. 

Simon. Pardon me, pardon me, most incompar- 
able lady. A festival it must be, because yon are 
pleased to order us to be merry. Mournful it 
surely is, because your attorney makes us sad. 

Lady C. You see he is iu my interest, and you 
• are all in league against him. 

Simon. No, no, no, my lady ; it is not because he 
il in your interest, we are leagued against him ; your 
interest has been ever dearer to me than my own. 
If you turn me out of your doors this night, I can 
lay my band upon my heart, and appeal to the Giver 
oiit, that f never wronged yon or a farthing; and, 
'Plough a poor servant, scorn to cringe and lie and 
vilify an absent man, as he has done. Madam, you 
are abused ; the country would rise up against him 
if they knew what he has said of Mr. Algernon; so 
much is your nephew beloved. 

Lady C. Come, come, I know who tells you so: 
’tis Henry Scudamore, and no one else, 

Simon. Pray, madam, be no more deceived, hut 
bear and judge for yourself. If it were the last 
word I had to utter, [ would say, and say it to hU 
face, that Lawyer Barling is a falsifier and a do- 
famer. 

Lady C. Go, stop him from discharging Henry 
Scudamore; don’t lei him leave the house till 1 
have seen him. . [Bxvtmf. 

Scene HI. 

Enter BarLING. 

Earl. Where is this Henry Scudamore? I’vo 
hunted the whole house over for the fellow. If he 
is not driven out before this night, my post will not 
be tenable to-morrow ; we shall have Algernon 
brought in in triumph upon the shoulders of his 
partisans, and all my labour’s blasted in a moment. 
Ha ! here’s the man of all men for my purpose ; 
this surly fellow has the mastilTs property ; shRw 
him his prey, and be will fasten on it. 

Bn/er Frank. 

Come hither, Frank ; a word with yon. 

Frank. What is your pleasure, master? 

Earl. Do you know aloose fellow, an interloper, 
that came to seek a place, but brought no charac- 
ter; a vagabond it should seem, that calls himself 
Henry Scudamore? 

Frank. Yes, I know Henry Scudamore. 

Earl. Well, honest Frank, you see that be came 
here for no good purpose ; and it is not lit hs should 
be let to stay and take the bread, out of the mouths 
of better than himself. 

Frank. There’s bread enough for all of us, me- 
thinks. 

Earl. What then? what then? you’re not u man, 
we'll hope, to be afraid of such a wafer cake as be 
is, Frank. 

Frank, I’m afraid of no mao. 

Earl. Why, then, iny hearty Frank, I give yon 
orders to tom him bodily out of this house, for 
which I have my lady’s authority. 
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Frank. Wbat hM he done that I shonld torn him 
oatl 

Earl. He has inBoUed me, tradoced my charac- 
ter, and set me at defiance. 

Fratdc. Has lie done this? 

Earl. He has* 

Frank. Then let him stay fpr me: I will not 
toncb him ; 1 honour him for his spirit. Th^ call 
me snriy Frank, and so I am if any roan affronts 
me; bnt 1*11 he no attorney’s catcfipole, lookye* 
And as for turpins out, if that’s your rame, there’s 
hat one man I’ll do that office for, and that’s yonr- 
self, my master. There you have it. [EnV. 

Earl. Impudent varlet! the contagion's general 
if be have canght it. The whole swarm’s upon me. 
and I must stand their buzzing ; as for their stings,. 
I'm not ill fear of them so long as I can keep the 
queen of the hive in my possession. 

Enter Algernon. 

Oh, ho! I have lit upon yon at last. Harkye! sir, 
yon Henry Scudamore, whom nobody knows, de- 
camp, pack up your wallet, and betake yourself 
nobody cares whither. Off I the Lady Cypress warns 
you off, begone! ^ 

Alg. Go back, and say to Lady Cypress, when 
she sends her warning by a proper messenger, 1 
will obey her. 

Earl. Why, who am I? What do yon take me 
for? 

Alg. X wretch beneath iny notice : a defamer. * 
Enter Simon Single. 

Simon. Well met, friend Henry, ’tis my lady’s 
orders that you don’t leave tlie hoasc till she have 
seen yon. 

Earl. Sot! yon arc drunk. You never had such 
orders. 

Simon. 1 had no orders! very well. And I’m a 
sot, I’m drunk ! why, very well. So modi forme, 
now for yonrself : you are no sot ; you're sober, Mr. 
Earlina the attorney ; you're never drunk, for no 
man will drink with you ; you never make mistakes 
about your orders, for you are under orders from 
the old one never to speak the truth, and faithfully 
adhete to your instructions. 

Earl. This to my face? 

Simon, Oh ! yes, I never saw a face better enti- 
tled to the compliment. I only wish to see it face 
to face with Harry Algernon, and then, perhaps, 
yonr face may be promoted, where I may treat it 
with an egg or two. 

Alg. Go, go, unhappy man ; it can’t be pleasant 
to hear yonrself described so faithfuilv* ^ 

Earl. I’ll not go ; I summon you before the Lady 
Cypress; she’ll do me justice; she’ll avenge my 
wrongs. Here comes Sir Oliver, I appeal to him. 

Enter Sir Oliver Montrath. 

Sir O. What is the matter? 

Earl. These fellows have insulted me most 
grossly. 

Sir O. You are a lawyer. You have your 
redress. 

Ercrf. Sir, ’tis above redress by any law. 

^ SirO. Tkien put it up, and seek redress from pa- 
tience. That is a remedy for all complaints. 

Earl. I hope I’ve better remedies inun patience ; 

I warrant I'^II exterminate these insolents. I'll 

E lock ’em root and branch out of this bouse, and 
url ’em to the dunghill that they sprung from. 

Sir O, Go, then, and set abont it. Leave me, 
sir, I’ve business with this gentleman. 

Earl. This geutihmau, forsooth! this gentleman — 

[Exit. 

Simon. Well, he may be a gentleman for me, 
only he lets the bottle stand too long, nnd takes no 
pity pn his company, that wish to ^ve it motion; 
that's not quite like a gentlemao, methinks ; else he 


may be a sober sort of a gentlemao — hot not nlord; 
no, no ; at least, he’ll never be as drunk as a lord, 
^ [Exit. 

9ir O. Now, sir, I've seen my nephew since we 
last conversed. Y|u asked me then if I had been 
informed of the particnlars of that rencontre ; and 
by the motives you assigned for the inquiry, 1 
should suppose yon know some circamstancos of 
that dark affair. 

Alg. The whole correctly. 

Sir O. Indeed ! I should hardly have thought 
that Mr. Algernon would have revealed the whole 
to any bnt his nearest and most confidential friend. 

Alg, Nor has be ; it remains still in bis bosom an 
inviolable secret, though known to me. 

Sir O. You mean to say that secrets in your 
keeping are secure. I have my nephew’s story aa 
you have Algernon’s, and should be glad, with your 
consent, to compare them with each other. 

A Ig. ' They cannot differ, for my acconnt is drawsi 
up by your nephew, and being signed by him, bo 
neither can nor will depart from it? 

Sir O. Yon much amaze me, sir, that Mr. Al- 
gernon should give a paper of sneh consequenoe 
out of his hand. I greatly wish to see it. 

Alg. Woold it relieve year mind at the same 
time to see and talk with Algernon hilhself? 

Sir O. Oh! infinitely, if I could ob^n it. 

Alg. llien with a man of hononr ’twould be mean 
to trifle any longer — I am Algernon. 

Sir O. How ! Algernon! may I believe yon? 

Alg. Yon shall not doubt me. lliere’s yonr ne- 
phew's paper : no eye bnt jour’s has seen it from 
uiy ha/td. 

Sir O. Sir-a-Mr. Algernon, I ask yonr pardon ; 
I am satisfied ; bnt can you be unknown, and in 
this lionse? 

Alg. rhever enteredit before this day, nor, to my 
knowledge ever saw my annt, till I appeared before 
her in this habit, which I shall now pnt off. Bnt 
hark ! we shall be interrupted here. Can’t we re- 
tire to a more private place? 

Sir O. To my apartment, if you’ll be pleased to 
follow me. All ! sir — ah ! Mr. Algernon, how bard 
to find, now at the dose of a long life of services, 
all its enjoyments, all its labours Tost! [Exmmt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I.— 7/ie Castle-hall. 

Enter Jerry Sccd and Jenny. 

• Scud. Well, well, well! fewel Jenny, here we 
arc for the last time: farewell visits, to be snre, are 
melancholy matters ; but we have many good friends 
in the castle still, and though I am thrown out of 
the cabinet, 1 have kept up my interest in the 
kitchen. 

Jenny, Ay, and in the conntry, too, when it shall 
be known that you have forreiled my lady’s favour 
by speaking up for Mr. Algernon ; lie is so mauh 
pitied and cloved by all men, that your neighbours 
will sljam sick on purpose to employ you. 

Scud, To say the truth, 1 have sometimes thought 
that was my lady’s only complaint; but I took care 
my physio should not cure her of it; and my com- 
fort is that nonody of the faculty will profit by mv 
loss ; for when she leaves off my medicines abe’ll 
find herself too well to employ a doctor. 

Jenny. Come, come, Jerry, she’ll not leave off 
you nor your medicines. If you can get to the 
speech of her, a little coaxing and a submissive 
apology, will sot all things right. 

Scud. No, no, jewel Jenny, she’ll hear no apo- 
logy, and, therefore, I have expressed myself more 
at large in my bill. Here it is : it’s a bouncer, isn't 
it? 

Jenny. Yes, marry, if she have patience to go 



FAUB IMFESailOKB. 


thmgli tbii ike’ll M you lia?e eaoagli to iiy for 
yoonelf ; hot I sinpeot, Jerrji thii ergament f i a 
mtJa too mooh on one aide. 

SetuL Torn orer tfae laaf, and joo’U find a grsat 
deal more on tfae other side. ^ 

Enter Simon Single and Mas. Dorothy 
Buckram. 

Ah ! my g^ood friends, my good friends! this is the 
most dolefnl visit 1 ever made to the castle. Jenny 
can witness I have passed a sleepless night : that | 
inoubas of an attorney rude upon me like the night- 
mare. I 

Mn, B, Rode, indeed ! Set a beggar on horse- 
back, and where will he not ride ? 

Scud, I attempted to put a ci acker under his 
tail, hot it burst in m^ hand, and I only burnt my 
own fingers without suiging him. 

Simon, Let him go ; the road he travels is all 
down-hill, and when he comes to his journey's end 
faeil find those that will pul crackers enough under 
his tail, I warrant me. 

Mrs, B, As for me, a jackdaw in a cage has a 
better life of it than I ha\e, for he may cry rogne 
and not be chidden for it. We shall be turned 
away : 1 1^ >ny account to be sent going foy one. 

Simon, Thirty yesrs I have passed within these 
walla, and I Would sooner pass the rest of-my days 
within the walla of a prison than live in a house 
where scurrility is caressed and plain speaking 
turned out of doors. Ha! who comes herel 

Enter Algernon, in his own dtess, o 

Mrs, B, Bless the good mark ' our Henry — No 
—•Yes, sore, ’tis Henry; how comes this to pass? 

Alg, I’m ordered to attend upon my lady, so I 
pot on my best. 

Simon, Harkye ! my friend, if it is not your own, 
bad is your best. Let us have no false feathers. 
Where did yon get this suit? 

Alg, ’Tis Harry Alffernon’s. He and I wear the 
name clothes; one tailor serves os both. Isn’t it 
true, Jerry? 

Send, It is, it is ; and the same measure fits yon. 

Simon. I don’t know what yon mean. 

A^, Then I’ll inform you. Here are but two of 
yon in company thardo not know me ; yon are both 
my friends, my generous, zealous friends, for which 
1 thank you, and come in person hither to convince 
yon that Algernon is not that worthless man which 
oaloinny has painted him to be. 

Mrs.B. ITeaven’s grace light on yon, if, indeed, 
yon are that injured gentleman. 

Sand, Ob! by my soul, he is the very man : you 
may take that npon my word for troth. 

Simon. I saw it; I said it; 1 knew he was a gen- 
tleman. Now we have got that attorney in a trap. 

/eimy. Yes, yes; he’ll make that Earliog shrink 
into fail hole. 

Simon, HaB|; him, polecat; I’ll smoke him out 
of it Oh I the inoonceivable lies that miscreant has 
told of a gentleman he does not know ev^n by sight. 
I pray you, sir, don’t discover yourself to him, till 
we have bad him np before my lady. Methinks I 
hear her say, ** Simon, I am convinced that lawyer 
is a rasoal: torn him out.” r 

Mre.B. Ay, we'll all lend ahelping band to that. 

Send, Yes, or a helping foot. If that be wanted, 
I have one at his service. 

Sknon, Bless you, my worthy master, bless yon 
heartily! I hope 1 have said nothing In affront you; 
1 was a little by the head just now, but that’s over. 

Alg, So is not my remembrance. I shall ever 
pfiie yon as my best of friends. 

Loidlove you, we are all your friends; 
we ere alLAIgernons and anti-Earlings. 

Mre^B, And when the election comes, we’ll wear 

yooreoloiin. 


[Act V, 

£miL Only put na U oSm od tUt At.; Mae 
be snrgeon-gjeneral to the enemy, ud I 7 l eii|ige 
they snail have more freeholders id the boipkal 
than at the hustings. I'll soonr their consoiesoei, 

I warrant me. • 

Alg. Now, my good friends, kdep seoret what 
has passed, and wait the event in silence. Here 
comes one, a gentle advocate, whom I would fain 
speak to apart. 

Simon, We are gone, we are gone. All happi- 
ness befal yon ! [fixemit all hut Alg, 

Enter Emily Fitzallan. 

Emily. Bless me ' yon’ve changed yonr habit. 

Alg, Yes, my charmer: in chase His lawful to 
hang out false colours, but when we are cleared and 
going into action, we must shew what we are. 

Emily. Right, and where truth unfolds her 
standard, victory must follow. 

Alg. And what should follow victorv? What, but 
the glorious prize for which I struggle? that prize 
which fortune, aiming to impoverish, has only made 
-more rich in iny esteem ; that generous heart, that 
sacrificed for me interest, lor which so many saori- 
fi'se theinselves. Now call to mind those words so 
heavenly sweet, which you left with me, whilst the 
ingenuous blush glowed on yonr cheek : — ** Henry, 
I live for yon!” 

Emily. Ah I that was then the only way I had to 
.reinstate 3 on in your property ; and, though it cost 
a blush to say those words, still I could say them, 
for I scorned to rob yon : but to repeat them now 
would be — Oh, heaven' it would be everything but 
false, my Henry. 

Ala. Then let me take that truth into a heart, of 
whicii no human power cun dispossess you. 

Emily, I hope not, Henry; for take that away, 
and I am poor, indeed. 

Alg. ’Tis your’s for ever; and believe me, dear 
one, if my too credulous aunt have not outlived her 
reason, she will see the injustice of her own deci- 
sions and revoke them. For my exclusion she may 
have some plea ; onr families have been at suit for 
years, and law will cut asunder closer ties tlian 
those existing between her and me ; but of her mo- 
tives for discarding you, take my word, Emily, 
she’ll soon repent. 

Emily, It is not that I fear her worthless fa- 
vourite, the wretch has brought a storm upon his 
head, and has already had some heavy shocks ; but 
my worst fears point to another quarter. 

Alg, I anderslaud you. ’Tis Montrath yon 
dread. 

Emily. 1 could not temporize ; I spoke too 
plainly. Indignant of the claim she made upon me, 
1 set her power too boldly at defiance, and chal- 
lenged her to cancel her bequest. 

Alg. Yon must consult sir Oliver upon this : I 
cannot speak upon Montrath’s affair even to you. 

Emily. I see you eitlier cannot or you wifi not, 
tliereture T ask no questions, well persuaded you 
never would take arms against the life of any man 
and know yourself in fault. 

Alg. I hope I sha’n’t be found to have soAme: 
hot look! here comes Sir Oliver. I’ll leave you; 
be may, perhaps, be less reserved than I am. 

Enter SiR Oliver Montrath. 

Sir O, lYos not that Algernon? 

Emily, Yon know him, sir, it seems. 

Sir O, I think 1 do, 1 have canne to know him. 

Emily, Ah! sir, yon speak sp tnournfnlly, I fear 
you have found no comfort in yonr visit to yonr 
nephew. 

Sir O. Small comfort. Yet the danger of his 
wound is much abated. 

EmUy, Then I’m afraid you have, or think yon 
have, some eause of anger against Algernon. 



SirOf IVo^ EmilTt oaumaguoat Urn. Yon 
iBiiot tniiik too wdl of AleonioD, thooirh I could 


with JOB bid not pot your thoogfati in loogoige 
qnite io warm. 

JSmifu, Twin iadiecreet, bat that clefamer urged 
mo, ana pat me off my guard. 

Sir O. Cooldn t you find another and a atronger 
oanse that put joa off jonr guard 1 Is there npt a 
certain passion, whicli our hearts^ are sabjeots to, 
that neither keeps a guard upon itself, nor sufiers 
anj to be kept against it? 

^mily. If I should answer that as truth would 
prompt me, shouldn't expose myself to another 
reproof for want of cantioni 

Sir O. No ; for so far from thinking with my 
lady, that you have chosen ill, I think wiib you 
that you could nowhere make a better choice : and 
more than this — were your brave father living, and 
knew what 1 know of your Algernon, be would 
ap^ove your judgment. 

Emily. As 1 am sure you would not give that 
name hut to a sacred truth, what yon have sgid 
sanctions the character of Algernon; but does it 
warrant me in snffering him to make a sacrifice of« 
interest by marrying a beggar? 

Sir O. Von point the question wrong, and shonlli 
have asked if it exculpates me, your father's friend, 
for suffering yon to call yourself a beggar. No, my 
dear child, it does not, nor will 1 permit it to hie 
said, the daughter of the generous Fitsallan, who in 
the battle found me faint with wounds, and, whils^ 
he covered me, received his death, wanted that 
dro«s which I abounded in. This, Emily, this 
never should be said ; so come with me, and don’t 
oppose one word to my resolves; for in an act of 
honour 1 will pause at no man’s bidding; no, my 
pretty one, nor yet at any woman’s, though graced 
with all the charms that heaven can give her. 

[Exeimt. 

Scene TI. 

Enter EaULINO. 

Snrl. Now, fortune, one kind lift, and I am 
landed. So hr success goes with me : I have no- 
thing more to fear from Emily ; that pert, proud 
miss is silenced and thrown by. It now remains to 
sweep those menial vermin out of my way, those 
insects that annoy me : old Sir Oliver, that blusters 
aboot jnstioe, is a hypocrite; he cannot be a friend 
to Algernon; and yet be troubles me, takes up my 
seat at table, oconpies the ear of the old lady, and 
obstructs m^ suit, which stood so fair, that if I 
could but aeiae one lucky moment,' one fair oppor- 
tunity — Ha ! I have found it : here she comes alone. 
Now, impadeoce befriend me ! 

ErUw Lady Cypress. 

Lady C. So, Mr. Earling, much as I love peace, 

I will not purchase it by mean concessions ; 1 will 
not suffer the gentleman I evteem and trust to be 
affronted by my saucy servants ; they shall atone or 
troop. 

AirL Most amiable, most excellent of ladies, 
whoDL^ith my heart I serve, honour, obey, and 
worslil^ I want words to speak my gratitude. Thus 
at your feet, iff humble adoration, let me seal on this 
dear hand, the pledge, the sacred pledge, of my 
unutterable, my unbounded love— 

Enter Simon Single and Mrs. Dorothy 
Buckram. 

Simon, Look, Dorothy, the devil’s at his prayers. 

Mrs. li, I hope they’re his last prayers. 

Earl, Corse on their coming! what a moment 
lost! (Aside.) Madam, do yon permit yonr menial 
iier' ants thus to break in’ upon youf private mo- 
ments? 

Lad^ C, Why not ? IP you have anything to add 


vAua owaBBoom. w 

to JOB, but ipawb 1 nhtU w>t Vm 

may reaame voar postoiw tad go aa. 

EarL Madam, 1 cannot. 

/mdy C, I can h%lp yonr memory if voa have lost 
the word. Twas '|LoYe, anbonaM /ove/’ When 
you bad gone so far out of all boaadat^ all neosare 
of respect, can the appearance of these silly people 
deter yon from proceeding? 

Earl, Madam, if voa’re offended, 1 have done. 
I’ll bambly take my leave. 

LadyC, No, sir, 1 most insist upon your staying. 
Tbongn yon are foiled to add a mgle word to in- 
solence so perfect and complete, yet you shall not 
be robbed of your just right, that nature gives ^ou, 
to be beard in vindication of yonr own assertions. 
If you have spoken the truth, and nothing but the 
truth, of Algernon, his character cannot be rescued, 
let the fate of your’a be what it may. 

Simon, Anything the matter, Mr. Attorney? 
Afraid yon are not qnite well jost now. Yon look 
a little pale. 

Lady C. Hold yonr tongne, foolish fellow ! you, 
Simon, in the first place, and yon next, mistreas, 
who dare to tell me I am made the dupe of falie 
impressions, are you not both ashamed to look this 
injured gentleman in the face ? 

Simoi^ It ia a face to make a man ij&hamed, and 
we did blush to see him on his kftei^before yonr 
ladyship.* 

Lady Ct That's my affair, fall down on yoor’a 
and ask forgiveness <ff him. 

Simon. Pray, madam, don’t command me to do 
that, for fear 1 never should forgive myself. I ask 
yonr pftrdon for approaching yon when I was tipsy, 
bat you bade^me drink, and I was over eager to 
obey yon. 

Lady C. That’s easily forgiven hot yonr abase 
of this gentleman, whom I roust still call the friend 
of troth, is monstrous. 

Simon. Madam, if that gentleman ia the friend of 
Irnth, he makes very free with his friend, troly. I 
only said be told lies to yonr ladyship, that’s no 
abuse, for here come those that can prove It. 

Enter SiR Oliver Montrath and Emily 
Fitzallan. 

Earl. My evil genius ! what does he do here? 
Sir O. Forgive me, my^ good lady, if I come to 
atone to yon and this fair advocate for my unjnst 
suspicions of yonr nephew. 1 have one here wait- 
ing, who’ll confront that gentleman, his accnser, 
and, 1 trust, remove some false impressions that 
your ladyship may have imbibed from his nnfounded 
clTarges. Come in, sir, if you please. 

Enter Algernon. 

LadyC. How now! who's this? Henry! 

Sir O. I claim yonr promise to give him hearing. 
Earl. I protest against him ; that fellow’s an im- 
postor : we shall not listen to his evidence. 

Lady C. He first came here humbly to aik for 
service, pleaded decay, and said he was a gentle- 
man by^ birth ; I pitiea him, and offered him relief* 
He now has changed his dress, shifted his charac- 
ter, and claims to be an advocate for Algernon. 
These are auspicious circumstances, and 1 ahoaUL 
have some better reasons for believing bim tbvi I 
am yet possessed of. Do you know any anob, Siir 
Oliver? 

Earl. Ay, sir, do yon know who this obampion 
is? 

Sir 0< Sir, give me leave to ask, do yoa? 

Earl. Not 1 ; I know him 
Sir O. Yet you know Algmoa; are iatimate 
wiUi all his habits, frailties, faults, offeaoes ; have 
looked into his heart, and kindly told the aeorets 
you discovered. Oh, thou slanderer! Now look 
him in the face, and prove your obmrge. Well may 
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yoa itart. Mark bit ooafttii(it4 madam. This ia 
joar nephew, thie ii Alj^mon. 

Bmify, Yea, on my honour, and my brave pra- 
aerver. 

« Lady C. 1 am confounded. Where ia that ae- 
fcmerf M 

Sim^ Madam, he haa atept aside to mend a flaw 
in hia indictment. How do you do, Mr. Attorney? 
Come forward, if you please, and get aoqnainted 
with this gentleman’s face. You knew him well 
enough behind his back. 

Zdify C. Peace! let me hear what Algerdon will 
any in hia own oanse. 

Sir O. Speak for yonrself, brave Algernon. 

I am that exiled man, whom, on the word 
of ifaia^ defamer, though unknown to him even by 
eight, it seems, you have proscribed. Despairing 
or admission to your presence, and driven, in selN 
defence, on this resoorce, I took a counterfeited 
character, and saw what 1 had never been allowed 
to approach— your person. Much I wished to speak 
ia mitigation of your prejudice, and give a plain 
recital of my wrongs ; but you had then no ear for 
such discourse, and I was told to wait your better 
leisure. 

Lady C. All this is true : proceed. 

Alg, A friend here present told me I was accused 
to you of vaciora crimes and gross enormities. 1 
plead to failings, to the common errors and indis- 
cretions youth is snbjeot to, bat, I trost, 1 have 
never denuded my onaracter or debased my prin- 
eiples ; i am no gamester, as he makes me to be ; 
no difisipater of my paternal fortune, as be insinu- 
jUes ; no libertine, as he asserts ; and, let me add, 
in the hearing of Sir Oliver Mont'-ath, I am ,no 
nasassin. 

Sir O. It is now my dnly, and a painfol one I 
fleel it, to bring to light, in vindication of on injured 
oharacter, the guilty person, for whose shameful 
not no better palliation can be found than temporary 
madness and intoxication. The moniiter, from whose 
brotal violence the purest of heaven’s creatures was 
preserved by Algernon — bow shall 1 speak it with- 
Ont shamfl and horror !— wan Lionel Montratb. 

LatfyC. 1 am confounded and amazed. Mon- 
trathl This, if not told by you, Sir Oliver, would 
inook belief. 

Sir 0. Yonr nephew was too noble to disclose it, 
Ihongh be has in his hands a written paper signed 
by the offender for his vindication. This, I believe, 
he never has discovered, even to that lady, though 
a parly in it. 

Haiuy. Never ^ but constantly evaded my in- 
quirtei. 

Sir 0, To this, when I shall add that ray rash 
nephew forced the duel on him in consequence of 
blows exehsnged between them, 1 trust 1 may with 
safdy rest his cause upon the facts adduced, un- 
less, tiide^, this gentleman have any other charge, 
which in bis modesty be will prefer. 

JSarL You’ll not draw anything from me, Sir 
Oliverj yda may talk on ; I prefer silence. 

Sir O. You are right ; ’tis time your tongue had 
fowitwppie. ^ 

frrfy V* do not keep him longer in my 

My n^mw does not seem to hold him 
worthy ofatetort 

Ah, laadam, I have nothing to retnm him 
for his malmioas slander, but mj contempt. 

XatdyC, If he can feel, 'tis punishment enongh. 

Sh 0. Betgooe! Tonr infamy go with you; and 
mat 00 part of it adhere to your profession. 

Aiel my profession look to itself. There are 
somo mideiutandiogs in this world made, it should 
eoeii, hy nature me duped. Had yon not been 
eo easy of belief, 1 bad not been so forward to de- 
eeivo you* Now pat what name you will upon my 
conduct, there are such glaring mstanoes in point, 
of dealers in seduction, infamy, and false impres- 


sions on oredulity, as make my shumo lb wonder. 

[Hair. 

Lady C. Now, Henry, you’ve appealed to me 
Tor justice : bear my decree. There is your destiny ; 
that is the prize which yon have so nobly earnra. 
My heart, so long estranged, is now your own. 
Yon are my son, and Emily my daughter } all I 
possess is y oar’s. Have I atoned? 

Afy. Oh Lyon have given me thatwhioh might 
atone for all the pains mortality could feel : beauty 
to oharm me, talents to enchant, and truth to fix 
my bappioess secure. 

JEmtiy, Ob! Henry, bear me to my benefactress, 
and let me kneel — 

Lady C. Yes, I will let }oa kneel, iny child, for 
now then hast a treasure worth thy thanks. Bo 
virtuons, loving, faithful to each other , ape not the 
fashions of this gniltj world ; seek pleasures where 
alone they can be found, in nuptial harmony, do- 
mestic duties, and the sweet reflection which for- 
tone well employed is sure to give. Rise, my 
adopted, rise ! 

Air O. Oh ! let me add a blessing. May you 
be — Well, well, it will not forth; my heart’s too 
fall ; bnt 1 will send it up in thonghl towards hea- 
ven. Here, Emily , my love, I'll put the first <^|in 
on yonr bridal arm ; they are pure pearls, inv child ; 
not spoils of war, bnt gifts of gratitude for life pre- 
served ; wear them for my sake, and wheu 1 am 
dead, cast a kind look upon them, and drop one 
pearly tear, richer than them all, to the memory of 
old Oliver. 

Emily, Oh! sir, sir, sir! my father and my 
friend ! 

Sir O, So, no! no more. Henry, my gallant 
boy, give me yonr band ; a soldier’s greeting 
after viotory — time was 1 oonid have grasped it 
closer. 

Alff> I accept it, and press it to mjr heart. 

Lady C, Where are you all ^ This is a di^ of 
Joy. Simon, I look to you to oil the hinges of my 
castle gates, that they may open freely to the neigh- 
boors, the tenants, and the poor. 

Simon. I'll make ’em swing, so please yon, and 
for one bad man nqw gone out of them, a hundred 
good ones shall come lu, I warrant me. 

Lady C. Yon, Dorothy, must set the girls a 
dancing; and yon, Rachel,, must lead the hall in 
boDonr of your mistress. 

Scud and Jenny who had crept in behiitd the ter- 
confs, come forward. 

Scud, And when the bumpkins caper and kick 
bbins, may they not want a plaister, good my lady? 
I’ll cure them gratis on Ibis happy night. I have 
brought a bill, so please you, that will bear spme 
riders on it, and not break its back. 

Lady C, W e'll have no bills nor bickurings any 
more ; and to out short all reckonings, I’ll establisn 
yon apothecary-general to the castle upon a salary 
fixed. 

Stmon, Then, Jerry, the less physio yon send in 
the better for yonrself. 

Scud, And for all parties, my most honour^ ludy, 
1 hope most heartily, for all your sakes, My^pme 
will he as near a sinecure as possible^j 

Lady C. I bm>c so, too. Yon and your fair wife 
are welcome. She is a child of the castle, and will 
grace our donee. 

Scud, Yes, under fgvoar, Jenny, thongh I sny it, 
has all the steps that now are thought so graceful ; 
she’ll balance on one leg and send the otber upon 
a cruize into her neighbonr’s pocket; noOingnet- 
izing-dootor or dotterel-monger can snvpass my 
Jenny for the fine attitudes. 

Lady C. You’re a strange mortal ; bnt let mirth 
go round, and if the hnnible annals of our oaitle 
can cheer one honebt, ease one heavy heart, our 
barmlesB efforts have not been in vain. [HmoM. 
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ACT I. 

SCENF. 1.— An Apartment in the Seraglio, 

Enter Zara and Selima. 

SeL It moves my wonder, young and beauteous 
Zara, 

Whence these new sentiments inspire your heart ! 
Yonr peaoe of mind increases with your charms ; 
Tears now no longer shade your eyes’ soft lustre; 
You meditate no more those happy climes. 

To which Nerestan will return to guide ydul 
Zara, Since after two long years be not re> 
;;Hums, 

'Tis Iphi Jhis promise stretch’d beyond his 


1 onoe admired the unprofitable zeal. 

But now it charms no lonsrer* 
iSel. Whatifyet, 

He, faithful, should return, and hold his vow; 

• Woold^jjron not, then— 

Zara, No matter : time is past, 

And everything is changed. 

Sel, But whence comes this? 

Zara, Go ; ’twere too much to tell thee 25ara’8 
fate: 

The sultan’s secrets, all, are sacred here : 


But my fond heart delights to mix with thine. 
Some three months past, when thou, and other 
slaves. 

Were forc’d to quit fair Jordan’s fiow’ry bank, 

g eav’n, to cut short the anguish of my days, 
ais’d me to comfort by a powerful hand : 

This mighty Osman — 

Sel. What of him? 

Zara, This sultan. 

This conqueror of the Christians, loves— 

Sel. Whom? 

Zara. Zara. 

Thou blusbest, and, I guess, thy thoughts aoouse 

But ^ow me better : ’twas unjust suspicion. 

All emperor as he is, I cannot stoop 
To honours that bring shame and baibness 
them: . 

He offers mafriage; and its rites now wait ° ' 
To crown me empress of this eastern world, k 
Sel. Your virtue and your charms deserve it 
all: 

My heart is not surprised, but struck to hear it. 

If to he empress can complete yonr h^piness, 

I rank myself, with joy, among yonr slaves. 

Zara, Be still my equal, end enjoy my bles- 
sings ; 

For, thou partaking, they will bless me more. 

Sel. Alas ! but heaven, will it permit this mar- 
riage? 
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Will not thii grandonr, Talselj call’d a Uias, 

Plant bittnrnew, and root it in ^our heart 7 
Have ywk forgot yon are of Clir^tian blood'! 

Zara, Ab me! Wbat beat tfaoa said! Why 
woddat thoD thus f' 

Reoal my may'iing tbongbtsl How know I» 
what. 

Or whenoe I am? Heaven kept it bid in dark- 
ness, 

Conceal'd me fieom myself, and from my blood. 

SeL Nereatan, who was born a Cbristiani^here, 
AMcita that yon, like him, bad Cbristian parents ; 
Besides, that cross, which, from yonr inlant 
years. 

Has been preserved, was found upon yonr bosom, 
As if design'd by heaven a pledge of faith 
Dae to the God yon purpose to forsake. 

Zara. This cross, as often as it meets mj eye. 
Strikes through my heart a kind of awful fear. 

I honour, from my soul, the Christian laws ; 

Those laws, whicn, softening nature by humanity. 
Melt nations into brotherhood : no doubt, 
Christians are happy; and 'tis just to love them. 
Sel, Why have yon, then, declared yourself their 
foe? 

Why will yi^u join your hand with this proud 
Osman's, 

Who owes iliucViuraph to (he Christians’ fuinl 
Zara. Ah! Who could slight the offer of his 
heart? 

Nay, for I mean to tell thee all my weakness, 
Perhaps I had ere now professed thy faith. 

But Osman lov'd me, and I've lost it all : 

I think on none hut Osman : my pleased heart, 
PHl'd with the blessing to be loved liy him, 

Wants room for other liappinehs. Place thou 
Before thy eyes his merit and his fame, 

His youth, yet blooming but in manhood’s dawn ; 
How many conquer’d kings have swell’d his 
pow’r I 

Think, too, how lovely ! how his brow becomes 
This wreath of early glories 1 Ob ! my friend, 

I talk not^f a sceptre, which he gives me; 

No; to be charm’d with that were thanks too 
humble ; 

Offensive tribute, and too poor for love ! 

'Twas Osman won ray heart, not Osman’s crown : 

1 love not in him aught besides himself. 

Thou think’st, perhaps, that these are starts of 

S ission ; 

e will of beav’n, less bent to bless him. 
Doom'd Osman to my chains, and me to hll 
The throne that Osman sits on, ruin and wretched- 
ness 

Catch and consume my wishes ! bat I would, 

To raise me to myself, descend to him. 

Sd, Hark! the wish’d music sounds. 'Tis he! 
he comes ! [JSisn?. 


.Enier Osman, reading a 
Orasman ; AUi 


which he delivers to 
nis following, 

Osm, Wait my return; or should tliere be a 
. cause 

That may require my presence, do not fear 
To enter; ever mindful, that my own 

[Bant Orasman with Attendants, 
Follows my people^i happiness. At length, 

^ Cares kave releas'd my heart to love and Zara. 
Zira* 'Twas not in cruel absence to deprive 
i me 

If your imperial image ; everywhere 
' You reign triumphant: memory supplies 
Bejkictien with your power; and you, like bea* 
ven, 

Are always present, and are always gracious. 

Osm. The sultans, and my great ancestors, be- 
• queath’d 


Their empire to me, but their taste they gave 
not ; 

Their laws, their lives, their loves, delight not 
me: 

I know our prophet smiles on arn’rousi wishes, 

And opens a wide field to vast desire ; 

1 know, that at my will 1 might imssess ; 

That, wasting tenderness in wild profusion, 

I might look down to my surrounded feet. 

And uless contending beauties. 1 might speak. 
Serenely slothful, from within my paface. 

And bid my pleasure be my people^s law. 

But, sweet as softness is, its end is cruel ; 

T can look round and count a hundred kings, 
CJnconquer'd by themselves, and slaves to 
others : 

Hence was Jerusalem to Christians lost ; 

Hence from the distant Euxine to the Nile, 

The trumpet’s voice has waked the world to 
war; 

Yet, amidst arms and death thy power has reach’d 
“ me; 

Tor thou disdain’st, like me, a languid love ; 
iSlory and Zara join and charm together. 
cZara. 1 hear at once with Mushes and with 

joy» 

This passion, so unlike your country’s customs. 
Osm, Passion like mine disdains my country's 
customs; 

fl^know to love yon, Zara, with esteem ; 

To trust yonr virtue, and to court your soul. 

Nobly confiding, I unveil my heart, 

And dare inform you that 'tis all your own. 

My joys must all be year's ; only my cares 
Shall fie conceal'd within, and reach not Zara. 
Zara. How low, how wretched was the lot ol 
Zara! 

Too poor, with aught but thanks to pay such bles- 
sings ! 

Osm, Not so; I love, and would be loved 
again; 

Let me confess it, I possess a soul, 

That wbat it wishes, wishes ardently. 

I should believe you hated, had you power 
To love with moderation ; 'tis my aim. 

In everything to reach supreme perfection. 

If with an equal flame I touch your heart. 

Marriage attends your smile. But know, 'twill 
make 

Me wretched, if it make not Zara happy. 

Zara. Ab! sir, if such a heart as gen’rous 
Osman’s 

Can, from my will, submit to take its bliss. 

What mortal ever was decreed so happy? 

Pardon the pride with which I own my joy ; 

Thus wholly to possess the man 1 love ; 

To know and to confess bis will my fate ; 

To be the happy work of his dear hands ; 

To be — 

Enter OrasmIN. 

Osm, Already interrupted! What? 

Who? Whence? 

Oras. This moment, sir, there is arrive^ 

That Christian slave, who, licens'd on (lisHtai, 
Went hence to France ; and now returned, prays 
audience. 

Osm. Admit him. — Wbat? Why comes he 
not? 

Oras, He waits without. No Christian dares ap- 
proach 

This place, long sacred to the sultan’s piii*icies. 
Osm, Go, bniigf him with thee ; monarcht, like 
the sun. 

Shine but in vain, unwarming, if unseen ; 

With forms and rev’rence let the great approach 
us. 

Not the unhappy ; every place alike 
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Act 1L Scene 1.] 

Givea the dwtretn’d ft privilege to enter. 

rJSvit Oraamhi, 

I think erilh horror on these dreadfol maxims. 
Which harden kings, insensibly, to tyrants. 

Enter Orasmin with Nerestan. 

Ner, Imperial snltan! honour’d even by foes! ' 
See me return’d, regardful of my vow. 

And punctual to discharge a Christian’s duty. 

1 bring tlie ransom of the captive Zara, 

Fair Selima, the |wrtner of her fortune, 

And of ten Christian captives, pris’ners here. 

Yon promised, sultan, hfl should returu. 

To grant their rated liberty: behold, 

I am return’d, and they are your’s no more. 

I would have stretch’d my purpose to myself. 

But fortune has deny’d it; mv poor all 
Suffic’d no further, and a noble poverty 
Is now my sole possession. I redeem 
The promis'd Christians, for I taught them hope ; 
But, for myself, 1 come again your slave, 

To wait the fuller hand of future charity. * 
Oam. Christian, 1 musi confess thy couragg 
charms me; 

But let thy pride be taught it treads too high • 
When it presumes to climb above iny mercy. 

Go, ransomless, thyself, and carry back 
Their unaccepted rausoms, join’d with gifts. 

Fit to reward thy purpose ; instead of ten. 

Demand a hundrea Christians; they are thine: • 
Take iliein, and bid them teach their haughty 
country 

They left some virtue among Saracens : 

Be Lusignan excepted. He, 

Who boasts the blood of kings, and dares lay 
claim 

To my Jerusalem — that claim, his guilt ! 

Such is the law of states, had I been vanquish’d. 
Thus had he said of me. 1 mourn his lot, 

Who mast in fetters, lost to daylieht, pine 
And sigh away old age in griet ana pain. 

For Zara, but to name her as a captive. 

Were to dishonour language ; she^s a prize 
Above thy purchase : all the Christian realms. 
With all their kings to guide them, would uiiilc 
In vain to force her from me. Go, retire. 

Nen For Zara’s ransom, with her own con- 
sent, 

I had your royal word. For Lusignan — 

Unhappy, poor, old man — 

O.VTO. \Vas I not heard? 

Have 1 not told thee, Christian, all my will? 

What, if I prais’d thee! This presumptuous 
virtue, 

Compelling iny esteem, provokes my pride : 
Begone ; and, when to-morrow’s sun shall rise 
On my dominions, be not found too near me. 

Nerestan, 

Zara, retire a moment. 

Assume, throughout niy palace, sovereign em- 
pire, 

While I give orders to prepare the pomp 
That waits to crown thee mistress ot my throne. 

{Leads her ofil, mtd returns, 
Orasmfin, didst thon mark th’ imperious slave? 
What could he mean? He sigh’d, and at he 
went, 

Turn’d and look’d back at Zara. Didst tliou mark 
it? 

Oraa. Alas ! my sovereign matter, let not jea- 
lonty 

Strike high enough to reach your noble heart. 

O^m. Jealousy, saidsttbou? 1 disdain it: no! 
Distrust is poor, and a misplaced suspicion 
( nvites and justifies the falsehood fear’d. 

Yet, at ! love with warmth, so I could liate. 

But Zara is above disguiso and art: 

My love is stronger, nobler, than niy power. 


A 

Jetlont 1 1 was not Jealoat : if I were, 

1 am not — no — my heart— -bat let at dnnvB 
Remembrance of Ihe word : 

My heart is fill’d Jwitli a diviner flame. 

Go, and prepare f|r the approaching naptialt; 

Zara to careful empire joint delight; 

I must allot one hoar to thoughts of state. 

Then, all the smiling day is love and Zara’s. 

[Brit Orasmin, 

Monarclis, by forms of pompous misery press’d. 

In prqud, unsocial misery nnbless’d. 

Would, but for love’s soft influence, eorse their 
throne. 

And, among crowded millions, live alone, [firi?. 


ACT II. 

Scene I. — Another Apartment, 

Enter NeresTAN mtd CflATILLON. 

Chat. Matchless Nerestan! generous and 
great 1 

You, who have broke the chains of hopeless 
slaves ! • 

You, Clirislian saviour, by a Sa^p» sent; 
Appearpbe known, enjoy your duMl^ght. 

The grateful weepers wait to clasp your knees, 
They throng to kiss the happy band that sav’d 
them : 

Indulge the kind imualienoe of their eyes. 

And,# at their head, command their hearts for 
evej. 

Ner. lllastrioiisChatilloo! this praise o’er whelms 
me ; 

W^iiat have 1 done beyond a Christian’s duty 1 
Beyond what you would, in my place, have 
done ? 

Chat. True, it is every honest Christian’s 
duty ; 

Nay, 'tis the blessings of such minds as ours, 

For otheis’ good to sacrifice our own ; • 

Yet, linppy they, to whom heav'n grants the 
power 

To execute, like you, that duty’s call. 

For us, the relics of abandon'd war, 

Forgot in France, and, in Jerusalem, 

Left to CTOw old in fetters, — Osman’s father 
Consign (1 us to tbe gloom of a damp dung^eon, 
W'^here, but for you, we must have groan’d out 
life, 

^nd native France have bless’d our eyes no 
more. 

Ner, The will of gracions heav'n, that soften’d 
Osman, 

Inspir'd me for your sakes. But with our joy 
Flows mix’d a Hitter sadness. I had hoped 
To save from their perversion a young beauty. 
Who, in her infant inuooence, with me. 

Was made a slave by cruel Noradin ; ^ 

When, sprinkling Syria with the blood of Chris- 
^ tians, 

I Cmsarva’s walls saw Lusignan surpris’d,^ 

And the proud crescent rise in bloody triamph. 
From this sgraglio, having young escap’d. 

Fate, three years since, restor'd me to my 
chains ; 

Then, sent to Paris on my plighted faith, 

J flatter’d iny fond hope with vain resolves. 

To ^'uide the lovely Zara to that court ; 

But Osman will detain her— ^et, not Osman, 

Zara herself forgets she is a Christian, 

And loves the tyrant sultan. Let that pass: 

1 mourn a disappointment still more cruel ; 

Tlip prop of all our Christian hope is lost. 

Chat. Dispose me at your will; I am your 
own. 
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Ner, Oh ! sir, great Losignan, so long their cap- 
tive. 

That last of an heroic race of kings ; 

That warrior, whose past fame has liird the 
world, I 

Osman refnses to mj sighs for ever. 

Chat. Na^, then, we nave been all redeem’d in 
vain ; 

Perish that soldier who would quit bis chains 
And leave his noble chief behind in fetters. 

Alas! you know him not as I have known him ; 
Thank heav’n, that plac’d jour birth so tar re- 
mov’d 

From those detested days of blood and woe. 

But I, less happy, was condemn’d to see 
Thy walls, Jerusalem, beat down, 

And our last king, oppress'd with age and arms, 
Murder’d, and bleeding o’er his murder’d sons. 
Then, Lusignan, sole remnant of his race. 

Rallying our fated few amidst the flames. 

Fearless, beneath the crush of falling towers. 

The conqu’rors and the conquer’d, groans and 
dealli ; 

Dreadful! — and waving in his hand a sword. 

Red with the blood of infidels, cried out, 

" This way, y“ faithful Christians, follow me.” 
Ner, How full of glory was that brfive re- 
treffi^ t 

Chat, 'Twas heav’n, no doubt, that sav’d and led 
him on ; 

Pointed his path, and march'd our guardian 
guide: 

We reacird Caesarea ; there the general voic'^ 
Chose Lusignan thenceforth to give us laws ; 

Alas! ’twas vain: Caesarea could not stand. 

When Sion’s self was fallen ! we were betray’d. 
And Lusignan condemn’d to length of life, 

In chains, in damps, and darkness, and despair : 
Yet, great amidst his miseries, he look’d 
As if he could not feel his fate himself, 

Bat as it reach’d his followers. And shall we. 
For whom our generous leader sulTer’d this, 

Be vilely safe, and dare be bless’d without himi 
Ner. Oh I 1 should hate the liberty he shar’d 
not. 

1 know{too well the miseries you describe. 

For I was born amidst them. Chains and death, 
Caesarea lost, and Saracens triumphant, 

Were the first objects which my eyes e’er look’d 
on. 

Hurried, an infant, among other infants. 

Snatch’d from the bosoms of their bleeding mo- 
thers, ^ 

A temple sav’d os, till the slanghter ceased ; 

Then were we sent to this ill-fated city, 

Here, in the palace of our former kings. 

To learn from Saracens their hated faith. 

And be completeljr wretched. Zara, too. 

Shar'd this captivity ; we both grew up. 

So near each other, that a tender friendship 
Endear’d her to my wishes. My fond heart 
[Pardon its weakness) bleeds to see her lost 
And, for a barb’rous tyrant, quit her God. ^ 
Chat. Such is the Saracens^ too fatal polipy! 
Watchful seducers still of infant weakness : 

Happy that you so voung escap’d their bands ! 

But let us think — May not this Zara’s^nt’rest, 
Loving the sultan, and by him belov’d. 

For Lusignan procure some softer sentence? 

The wise and just, with innocence, may draw 
Their own advantage from the guilt of others. 

Ner. What prospect of success from an apos- 
tate? 

On vrbom 1 cannot look without disdain *, 

And who will read her shame upon my brow. 

The hardest trial of a generous mind 
Ji to oourt favours from a hand it scorns. 

Chat. Think it is Lusignan we seek to serve. 


Nor. WeH, it shall be attempted. Hark! wbo^i 
this? 

Are my eyes false, or is it really she? 

Enter Zara. 

Zara. Start not, my worthy friend, I come to 
seek you ; 

The sultan has permitted it ; 

It pleas’d your pity, shall I say, your friend- 
ship? 

Or rather, shall I call it generous charity? 

To form that noble purpose, to redeem 
Distressful Zara; you procur’d my ransom. 

And with a greatness that ont-soar’d a crown. 
Return’d, yourself a slave, to give me freedom; 
But heav’n has cast our fate for different climes : 
Here, in Jerusalem, I fix for ever; 

Yet, among all the shine that marks my fortune, 

I shall with frequent tears remember your’s ; 

Your goodness will for ever soothe my heart. 

And keep your image still a dweller there : 

W, arm’d by your great example to protect 
That faith that lifts humanity so high, 

T’ll be a mother to disfressful Christians. 

Ner. How I You protect the Christians! Yon, 
“ who can 

Abjure their saving truth, and coldly see 
Great Lusignan, their chief, die slow in chains! 
Zara. bring him freedom you behold me 
here ; 

^'ou will this moment meet his eyes in joy. 

Chat. Shall 1, then, live to bless that happy 
hour? 

Zara. See where they bring the good old chief, 
grown dim 

With age, by pain and sorrows hasten'd on. 

Enter Lusignan, led in by two Guards. 

Lus. Where am 1 ? From the dungeon’s depth, 
what voice 

Has call’d me to revisit long-lost day? 

Am I with Chrillians ! I am weak — forgive me. 
And guide my trembling steps. 1^ full of 
years ; 

My miseries have worn me more than age. 

Am I, ill truth, at liberty? {Seating himself.) 
Chat. You are; 

And every Christian’s grief takes end with 
your’s. 

Lus. Oh, light! Ob! dearer far than light, that 
voice ! 

Cbatillon, is it you ? my fellow martyr! 

And shall our wretchedness, indeed, have end? 

Tn what place are we now ? my feeble eyes. 
Disus’d to daylight, long in vain to find you. 

Chat. This was the palace of your royal fa- 
thers : 

’Tls now the son of Noradin’s seraglio. 

Zara. The master of this place, the mighty 
Osman, 

Distinguishes and loves to cherish virtue. 

This generous Frenchman, yet a stranger to you. 
Drawn from his native soil, from peace and rest. 
Brought the vow’d ransoms of ten Chriatun 
slaves, 

Himself contented to remain a captive ; 

But Osman, charm’d by greatness like his own. 

To equal what he lov’d, has giv’n him you. 

Lus, So gen’rons France inspires her social 
sons! 

Thej have been ever dear and useful to me. 

Would 1 were nearer to him ! Noble sir, 

{Nereslan approachss.) 
How have T merited that yon for me 
Should pass such distant seas to bring me bles- 
sings, 

And hazard your own safety for my sake? 

Ner. My name, sir, is Nerestan ; bom in 
Syria, 
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1 wot6 the eliaios of slaverj from mj bitth ; 

Till qaittinz the proad cresoent for the coart 
Where warlike Lewis reigns, beneath his eje 
I learnt the Irade of arms ; 

Yoar sight, nnhappy prince, would charm his 
eye; 

That best and greatest monarch will behold 
With grief and joy these venerable wounds. 

And print embraces where your fetters bound 
you. 

All Paris will revere the cross's martyr. 

Lus. Alas! in times long past, I’ve seen its 
glory : 

When Philip'the victorions liv’d, I fought 
Abreast with Montmorency and Melun, 

D’Estaing. De Neile, and the far*famoas 
Courcy ; 

Names which were then the praise and dread of 
war; 

But what have I to do at Paris now? 

1 stand upon the brink of the cold grave; • 
That way my journey lies; to find, 1 hope. 

The King of kings ; and ask the recompense a 

For all iii 3 f woes, longsufler'd for his sake. 

You generous witnesses of my Inst hour, * 

Wliije jet I live, assist iny humble prayers, | 

And join the resignation of iny soul. ' 

Neresian! Chatillon! and you, fair mourner, * 
Whose tears do honour to an old man’s sorrows. 
Pity a father, the unhappiest, sure, *1 

That ever felt the hand of angry heaven' ' 

My eyes, though dying, still can furnish tears; ' 
Half my long life they flow'd, and still will 
flow : 


A daughter and three sons, my heart’s proud 
hopes, 

Were all torn from mr in their tend'rest years; 

My friend Clialillori knows, and can reniembei* 7 — 
Chat. Would 1 were able to forget your woe ! 
Lwt. Thou wert a prisoner with me in Cicsarea, 
And there heheldst my wife and two dear sons 
Perish in the flames. 

Chat. A captive, and in fetters, 

I could not help them. 

Lus. I know thou couldst not. 

Oh! ’twas a dreadful scene! these eyes beheld 
it— 

Husband and father, helpless I beheld it 

Denied the mournful privilege to die. 

Ob! my poor children! whom I now deplore. 

If ye be saints in lieav’n, as sure ye aie, 

Ijook with an eye of pity on that brother. 

That sister whom you left! If I have yet 
Or son or daughter ; for, in early chains. 

Far from their lost and unassisting father, 

I heard that they were sent, with numbers more, 
To this seraglio; hence to be dispeis'd 
In nameless remnants o’er the east, and spread 
Our Christian miseries round a faithless world. 
Chat, ’Twas true; for, in the horrors of that 
day, 

I snatch’d your infant daughter from her cradle; 
When, fiom my bleeding arms, fierce Saracens 
Fore d the lost innocent, who smiling lay, 

And pointed^ playful, at the swarthj spoilers. 
With her, your youngest, then your only son. 
Whose little life had reach’d the fourth sad year. 
And Just giv d sense to feel bis own misfortunes, 
Was order’d to this city. 

Nsr, I, loo, hither, 

Just at that fatal age. from lost Ciesarea, 

Came in that cloud of undistinguish'd Chris- 
tians. ° 

£tu. Yoo! came yon thenoe? AU»! who knows 
but you 

Might heretofore have seen my two poor children. 

IV I j .. .. (Looking up.) 

Ha . madam, (bat small ornament you wear. 


Its form a stranger to this eonntry’s fuhioR» 

How long has it been yoiir’s? 

Zara. From myMrst birth, sir. 

An! what! you slem surpris’d! why should this 
move youT 

Lus, Would you confide it to ray trembling 
hands? 

Zara, To what new wonders am I now re- 
serv’d! 

Oh ! sir, what mean you? 

jLitt.*.* Providence and heaven! 

Oh ! failing eyes, deceive ye not my hope ! 

Can this be possible? Yes, yes, ’tis she ; 

This little cross— I know it'by sure marks. 

Oh! take me, heav'n, while 1 can die with joy — 
Zara. Oli' do not, sir, distract me: rising 
thoughts, 

And hopes and fears, o’erwhelm me ! 

Lms. Tell me yet, 

Has it remain'd for ever in your hands? 

W^hat, both brought captives from Cmaarea 
hither? 

Zara. Both, both. 

Lus, Their voice, their looks, 

The living images of their dear mother ! 

Oh! God, who see'st my tears, and^know’st my 
thoughts, m 

Do not fJIrsake me at this dawn of hope ; 
Strengthen my heart, too feeble for this joy. 
Madam— Nerestan — Help me, Chatillon; 

{Rising,) 

Nerestan. hast thou on thy breast a scar, 

WhicIt, ere CaDsarea fell, from a fierce hand. 
Surprising usiiy night, my child receiv'd? 

NtfT, Bless’d hand! I bear it, sir; the mark is 
there. 

Lus. Merciful heaven ! 

Zftra. ( Kttevling.) My father! Oh! 

Lus. Oh! my cliildreii! 

My son, my daughter! lost in embracing you, 

I would now die, lest this should prove a dream. 
Chut. How touch'd is my glad heart lessee their 
joy! (Aside.) 

Lus. Again I find you; dear in wretched- 
ness : 

Oh ! my brave son, and thou, my nameless daugh- 
ter; 

Now dissipate all doubt, remove all dread. 

Has heaven, that gives me back my children, giv’n 
them 

Such as I lost them? Come they Christians to 
me? 

Chie weeps, and one declines a conscious eye : 
Your silence speaks — too well I understand it. 
Zara. I cannot, sir, deceive you: Osman’a 
laws 

Were mine, and Osman is not Christian. 

Lus, Her words are thunder bursting on mj 
head ; 

Wer’t not for thee, my son, I now should die. 

Full sixty years I fought the Christian’s oause. 

Saw their doom'd temple fall, their power de- 
^ stroy'd; 

Twenty ,*a captive, in a dungeon’s depth. 

Yet never for myself my tears sought heaven; 

All for my children rose my fruitless prayers. 

Yet what avails a father's wretched joy? 

I have a daughter gain’d, and heav’n an enemy? 

Oh ! my misguided daughter, lose not thy faith; 
Reclaim thy birthright ; think upon the blood 
Of twenty Christian kings that fills thy veins; 
What would thy mother feel to see thee thus ! 

She find tby murder’d brothers L think they eall 
thee ! 

Think that thon aeest them stretch their bloody 
arms. 

And weep, to win thee from their mnrd’rer’ik 
bosom. 


* U3 
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Ef ’n in tb« pLioe where tboa betrer'et thr God, 

He died, my child, to save thee. Tom tOT eyes 
And see ; for thoa art near his racred aepnlohre ; 
Thon canst not move a atep bar where be trod f 
Tbon trembles! — Oh! admit nij to tby soul; 

Kill not tby aged, thy afflicted father ; 

Take not,^ thus soon, again, the life thon gav’st 
bun j 

Shame not tby mother, nor renonnoe thy God. 

'Tis past. Repentance dawns in tby sweet eyes ; 

I see bright troth descending to thy heart, ' 

And now, my long-lost child is fonnd for ever. 
Zara. Oh ! my father. 

Dear author of my life, inform me, teach me, 

What shoold my duty do ? 

Ims. By one short word. 

To dry up all my tears, and make life welcome. 
Say, thon art a Christian. 

Zara, Sir, I am a Christian^ 

Lus, Receive her, gracions heaven! and bless 
her for it ! 

Enter Orasmin. 

Oras. Madam, the sultan order’d me to tell 
you. 

That he expects yon instant quit this place, 

And bid your Jast farewell to these vile Cbris- 

tifiiki. 

Yon, captive Frenchmen, follow me ; for you. 

It is my task to answer. 

Choi. Still new miseries ! 

How 'Cautious man shonld be to say, ** I’m 
happy !” 

Lus, These are the times, my Jriends, to try 
our firmness, 

Onr Christian firmness. 

Zara, Alas! sir— Oh! 

Lus, Oh ! yon — I dare not name you : 

Farewell ! but come what may, be sure remember 
Yon keep the fatal secret ; for the rest. 

Leave all to heaven : be faithful, and be bless’d. 

lExeunt, 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — An Apartment in the Seraglio, 

Enter Osman and Orasmin. 

Osm, Orasmin, this alarm was false and gronnd- 
less ; 

Lewis no longer turns his arm on me : 

The French, grown weary by a length of woes. 
Wish not at once to quit their fruitful plains. 

And famish on Arabia’s desert sands : 

Their ships, ’tis true, have spread tlie Syrian 
seas ; 

And Lewis, Imvering o’er the coast of Cyprus, 
Alarms the fears of Asia. But I’ve learnt. 

That, steering wide from onr unmenac’d ports, 
Hepoints his thunder at tli’ Egyptian shore. 
There let him war and waste my enemies ; 

Their mutual conflict will but fix my throivit 
Release those Christians: I restore ttteir free- 
dom; 

’Twill please their roaster, nor can weaken me: 
Transport them at my cost, to find their king ; 

I wish to have him know me: carry thither 
This Lusignan, whom, tell him, I restore. 

Because loannot fear his fame in arms ; 

But love him for bis virtue and his blood. 

Tell him, my father, having con<^uer’d twice. 
Condemn’d him to perpetual chains; but I 
Hkve set him free, that I may triumph more. 

Oras, The Christians gain an army in his name. 

^ ^ Osm. I cannot fear a sound. 

Oras, But, sir, should Lewis— 


Orm. Tell Lewis and the world— It shall be 
so: 

Zara propos’d it, and my heart approves : 

Thy statesman’s reason is too dull for love. 

But I talk on, and waste the smiling moments. 

For one long hour I yet defer my nuptials; 

But ’iis not lost, that hour; ’twill be all her’s; 

She would employ it in a conference 
With that Nerestan, whom thou know’st — that 
Christian. 

Oras, And have you, sir, indulg’d that strange 
desire ? 

Osm. What mean’s! thou 7 They were infant slaves 
together ; 

Friends should part kind, who are to meet no 
more. 

When Zara asks. I will refuse her nothing : 
Restraint was never made for those we love._ 

Down with those rigours of the proud seraglio! 

1 hate its laws : where blind austerity 
Sinks virtue to necessity. My blood 
Disclaims your Asian jealousy. I hold _ 

The fierce, free plainness of my Scylliian ances- 
tors. 

Their open confidence, their honest hate. 

Their love unfearing, and their anger told. 

Go ; the good Christian waits ; conduct him to 
her ; 

Zara expects thee; what she wills, obey. [Exit, 
I,. Oras, Ho! Christian, enter. Wait a moment 
here. 

Enter Nerestan. 

Zara will soon approach : I go to find her. [Exit. 
Ner, In what a state, in what a place I leave 
her! 

She’s here. 

Enter ZarA. 

Thank heaven, it is not, then, unlawful 
To see you yet once more, my lovely sister ! 

For Lusignan, 

His last sad hoar’s at hand. 

Oh ! let not doubt 

Disturb bis parting moments with distrust; 

Let me, when 1 return to close his eyes. 

Tell him 

You are oonfirm’d a Christian. 

Zara. What, am I not your sister? and shall 
you 

Refuse me credit? You suppose me light; 

You, who would judge my honour by your own. 
Shall you distrust a truth 1 dar’d avow. 

And stamp apostate on a sister’s heart? 

Ner, An ! do not misconceive me* If I err’d. 
Affection, not distrust, misled my fear ; 

Your will may be a Christian, yet not you ; 

Swear, swear by all the woes we all have borne, 
By all the martyr’d saints who call you daugh- 
ter. 

That you consent, this day, to seal our faith, 

By. that mysterious rite which waits your call. 
Zara. 1 swear by heaven, and all its holy 
host. 

Its saints, its martyrs, its attesting angels, 

And the dread presence of its living Author, 

To have no faith but yours : — to die a Cbristiao ! 
Bat, tell me — nor be tender on this point, 

Wliat punishment yoor Christian laws decree, 

For an unhappy wretch, who. to herself 
Unknown, and all abandon’d to the world. 

Lost and enslav’d, has, in her sov’reigo master. 
Found a protector, generous as great. 

Has touch’d his heart, and ^ven him all her 
own? 

Ner, The punishment of such a slave should be 
Death in this world, and pain in that to oome. 
Zara. I am that slave — 

Ner, Destruotion to my hopes! Can it be you? 
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Scene 1.] 

Zara. Tt is : adored by OsmiB, 1 tfdore him : 

This hour the naptial rites will make ns one. 

Ner. What, marry Osman 1 Let the world |prow 
dark, 

That the ektinguish'd son may hide thy shame ! 
Coold it be thus, it were no crime to kill thee. 

Zara. Strike, strike ! 1 lore him j yes, by heav*n, 

1 lore him. 

Ner. Death is thy dne *, bat not thy dne from 
me. 

Yes, I will dare acquaint oor father with it: 
Departing Lusignan may live so long. 

As just to hear thy shame, and die to 'scape it. 

Zrra. Stay, my too angry brother, stay; per* 
haps, 

Zara has resolution great as thine : 

'Tis cruel, and unkind! Thy words are crimes ; 

My weakness but misfortune ! Dost thon suffer? 

1 sufler more. Oh! would to heaven this blood 
Of twenty boasted kings would stop at once. 

And stagnate in my heart! it then no more 
Wbuld rush in boiling fevers through my vein's. 
And ev’ry trembling drop be fill’d with Osman. » 
How has he lov’d me, how has he oblig’d me ! 

I owe thee to him : • 

For me, he softens the severe decrees 
Of his own faith ; and is it just that mine 
Should bid me hate him, but because be loves 
me? 

No ; I will be a Christian ; but preserve « 

My gratitude as sacred as my faith. 

Ner. Here, then, begin performance of thy 
vow ; 

Here, in the trembling horrors of thy soul. 

Promise thy king, thy father, and thy God, 

Not to accomplish these detested nuptials, 

Till first the rev’rend priest has clear’d your 
eyes. 

Taught you to know, and giv’n you claim to 
lieav’n. 

Promise me this — 

Zara. So bless me, heaven, I do ! 

Go, hasten the good priest, I will expect him ; ^ 

But first return, — cheer my expiring father. 

Tell him I am, and wilt be, all lie wishes me : 

Tell him, to give him life, ’twere ioy to die. 

Ner. 1 go. Farewell, farewell, unhappy sister! 

[JSjttf. 

Zara. 1 am alone ; and now be just, my heart! 
And tell me, wilt thou dare betray thy God? 

What am I ? What am I about to be i 
Daughter of Lusignan, or wife to Osman? 

Help me, heaven! 

To thy hard laws 1 render up my sonl ; 

But, oh ! demand it back, for now *tis Osman’s. 

Enter OSMAN. 

0am. Shine out, appear, be found, my lovely 
Zara! 

Impatient eyes attend, the rites expect thee ; 

And my devoted heart no longer brooks 
This distance from its soft’ner ! 

Come, my slow love ! the ceremonies wait thee ; ^ 
Come, and begin from this dear hour my tri- 
umph. 

Zara. Oh! what a wretch am II Oh, grief! oh, 
love! 

0am, Nay, Zara, give me thy hand, and 
come — 

Zara. My lord, my aov’reign ! 

Heav’n knows this marriage wonld have been a 
bliss 

Above my humble hopes : yet, witness, love! 

Not from the grandeur of yonr throne that bliss. 
But from the pride of calling Oaman mine. 

But, as it is,— these Cbrlstiaos— 

0am. Christians! What! 


How atari two imara into thy tboiiq;fats. 

So diatanU-as the Cbriatians and my love ! 

Zara. That good old Christian, rev’rend Lo- 
• signanTl 

Now dying^, endAis life and woes together. 

0am, Well, let him die ! What has thy heart to 
feel. 

Thus pressing, and thns tender, from the death 
Of an old wretched Christian ? Thank onr pro- 
phet, 

ThoD art no Christian ! Educated here. 

Thy happy youth was taught our better faith : 

Sweet as thy pity shines, ’lis now mis-tim’d. 

What, though an aged suiT’rer die ndhappy. 

Why should his foreign fate disturb onr joys? 

Zara, Sir, if you love me, and would have me ^ 
think 

That I am truly dear — 

Oam. Heaven, iff love! — 

Zara. Permit me — 

Oam. What? 

Zara. To desire — 

Oam. Speak out. 

Zara. The nuptial rites 
May be deferr'd till — 

Oam, What ! — Is that the voice * 

Of Zara ? ^ 

Zarot Ob ! I cannot bear his frofirn! (Aaide.') 
Oam. Of Zara? 

Zara, It is dreadful to my heart — 

Pardon my grief— Alas ! I cannot bear it ; 

There is a painful terror in your eye 
Thabpierces to my soul : bid from your sight, 
f go to make a moment's truce with tears. 

And gather force to speak of my deniair. 

[Jaxit, diaordered, 
Oam. I stand immoveable, like senseless mar- 
ble: 

Horror had frozen my suspended tongue. 

And an astonish’d silence robb’d my will 
Of power to tell her that she shock’d my sonl! 
8|H>ke she to me? Sure, I misunderstood her! 
Could it be me she left? — What have Pseen! 

Enter Orasmin. 

Orasmin, what a change is here ! She’s gone. 

And 1 permitted it, 1 know not bow. 

Oraa. Perhaps you but accuse the charming 
fault 

Of innocence, too modest oft in love. 

Oam. But why, and whence those tears? those 
, ^ looks, that flight. 

That grief, so strongly stamp’d on every featore? 
If it has been that Frenchman ! — What a thongfat! 
How low, bow horrid a snspidoii that! 

The dreadful flash at once gives light and kills 
me. — 

But tell me, didst thon mark them at their part- 
ing? 

Didst thon observe the languam of their eyes? 
Hide nothing from me — Is my love betray'd? 

Tell me my whole disgrace : nay, if thon trom- 
^ blest, 

I hear thy pity speak, though thon art silent. 

Oraa. I did, ’tis true, observe some parting 
teA-s ; 

But they were tears of charity and grief: 

1 cannot think there was a cause deserving 
This ngo^ of passion— 

Oam. Why no— 1 thank thee — 

Orasmin, thou art wise. It conld not be, 

That 1 should stand expos'd to such an insult. 
Tina know’st, had Zara meant me the offence. 

She wants not wisdom to have hid it better. 

How rightly didst thou judge ! Zara shdl know 
it. 

And thank thy honest service.— After all, 
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Miftht ihe hot hare ‘some oaaae for teurii whioh 1 
Clum no ooocern in, bat the grief it givea her? 
What an antikeljr f«ar->from a \tpor »ave, 

Who goes to-morrow, and, no foubt, who wishli, 
May, who resolves, to see these^olimes no more. , 
Oras, Why did you, sir, against oar country’s 
custom. 

Indulge him with a second leave to come 7 
He said he should return once more to see her. 
Osm, Return! The traitor! be return! Dares 
he » 

Presume to press a second interview? 

Would he be seen again? He shall be seen. 

But dead. I’ll punish the andacioiis slave. 

To teach the faithless fair to feel my anger. 

Be still, my transports; violence is blind : 

I know my heart at once is fierce and weak. 

Rather than fall 

Beneatli myself, I must, how dear soe’er 
It costs me, rise — till I look down on Zara! 

Away — but mark me : these seraglio doors 
Against all Christians be they henceforth shot. 
Close as the dark retreats of silent death. 

[Exit Oraamin. 

What have I done, just heav’n! thy rage to 
mov*c, , 

That thou shoaliV.t sink me down so low — to love? 

* [Exit. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I . — The Seraglio. * 

Zara and Selima discovered. 

Sel. Ah! madam, how at once 1 grieve yoar 
fate. 

And how admire your virtue ! Heaven permits. 
And heaven will give you strength, to bear mis- 
fortune ; 

To break (iiese chains, so strong and yet so dear. 
Zara. Oh ! that 1 could support the fatal strug- 
gle I 

Sel. To-night the priest. 

In private introduc’d, attends you here : 

You promis'd him admission. 

Zara. Would I bad not ! 

I promis’d, too, to keep this fatal secret: 

Coinpell’d to silence, Osman is enrag’d ; 

Buspicion follows, and I lose his love. 

Enter Osman. 

Osm. Madam, there was a time when my charm’d 
heart 

Made it a virtue to be lost in love ; 

When, without blasbing, I indulg’d my flame. 

And ev’ry day still made you dearer to me. 

You taught me, madam, to believe my love 
Rewarded and return’d ; nor was that hope, 
Methinks, too bold for reason. Emperors, ^ 
Who choose to sigh devoted at the feet 
Of beauties, whom the world conceive their 
slaves. 

Have fortune’s claim, at least, to sure success : 
But 'twere propbane to think of power in love. 
Dear as my passion makes you, 1 decline 
Possession of her charms, whose heart’s ano- 
ther’s. 

You will not find me a weak, jealous lover. 

By coarse reproaches, giving pain to you, 

And shaming my own greatness : wounded deeply. 
Yet ahanning and disdaining low complaint, 

I oome — to tell you— 

Osman, in every trial, shall remember 
That he is emperor. Whate’er 1 suffer. 


’Tis due to hoaetir that Z give up yoo, 

And to ray injur’d bosom take despair. 

Rather than shamefully possess you sighing ; 
Convinc’d those sighs were never meant for me. 

Go, madam ; you are free from Osman's pow’r; 
Expect no wrongs, but see Iris face no more. 

Zara. At last, tis come; the fear'd, the mar-' 
d’ring moment 

Is oome : and 1 am curs’d by earth and heaven ! 

iKneels.y 

If it be true that 1 am lov’d no more : 

If yon— 

Osm. It is too true, my fame requires it ; 

It is too true, that I unwilling leave you; 

That 1 at once renounce you and adore — 

Zara, you weep ! 

Zara. If 1 am doom’d to lose you; — 

If I must wander o'er an empty world. 

Unloving and unlov’d; — oh! yet, do justice 
To the afflicted ; do not wrong me doubly : 

Pqnish me, if't be needful to your peace; 

But say not, I deserv'd it. 

dVIay lieav'n, that punishes, for ever hate me. 

If 1 regret the loss of aught but yon. 

What! is it love to force yourself to 
wound 

The heart you wi<h to gladden ? 

Lovers least know themselves ; for T believ’d. 

That I had taken back the power I gave yon ; 

^’et, see ! you did but weep, and have resum’d 
me! 

Proud as I am, I must confess, one wish 
Evades my power — the blessing to forget you. 
Zara, thy tears were form’d to teach disdain. 

That sonness can disarm it. ’Tis decreed, 

I must for ever love! but from what cause, 

(If thy coiibenting heart partake my fires.) 

Art tliou reluctant to a blessing meant me? 

Speak! Is it artifice? 

Oh ! spare the needless pains. Art was not made 
For Zara : art, however innocent. 

Looks like deceiving; I abhorr’d it ever. 

Zara. Alas ! I have no art; not even enough 
To hide this love, and this distress you give me. 
Osm. New riddles! Speak with plainness to my 
soul : 

What canst thou mean? 

Zara. I have no power to speak it. 

Osm. Is it some secret dangerous to my state? 
Is it some Christian plot grown ripe against me? 
Zara, Lives there a wretch so vile as to betray 
you? 

Osman is bless’d beyond the reach of fear : 

Fears and misfortunes threaten only Zara. 

Osm. Why threaten Zara ? 

Zara. Permit me, at your feet. 

Thus trembling, to beseech a favour from you. 

Osm. A favour ! Oh ! you guide the will of 
Osman. 

Zara. But this day ; 

But this one sad, unhappy day, permit me, 

Alone, and far divided from your eye. 

To cover my distress, lest you, too tender. 

Should see and share it with me: from to-mor- 
row, , 

I will not have a thought conceal’d from you. 

Osm. If it must be, it most. Be pleased, my 
will 

Takes parpose from yoar wishes ; and consent 
Depeni^ not on my choice, but your decree. 

Go ; bat remember bow he loves, who thus 
Finds a delight in pain, because you give it. 

Zara. It gives me more than pain to make you 
I feel it. 

I Osm. And can yon, Zara, leave me? 

^ Zara. Alas, mv lord ! [Exit, 

Osm. It should be yet, nethioks, too soon to 
fly me ! 
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SOUNE 1.] 

Too SOOD, 8S yet, to wrong my eaiy faith. 

The more I think, the leas 1 can concei?e 
What hidden canae ahonid raiae anch atrange de- 
apair ! 

Now, when* her bopea have winga, and every 
wiab 

la uoorted to be lively ! when love. 

And joy, and empire, preaa her to their bo- 
aom ! 

Yet, was I blamelessl No; I was too rash : 

I have felt Jealonay , and spoke it to her ; 

I have distrnated her, and still she loves : 

Generous atonement that ! 

I remark’d, 

Ev’u while she wept, her sool, a tbooaand times, 
Sprung to her lips, and long’d to leap to mine, 

With honest, ardent utt’rance of her love. 

Who can possess a heart so low, so base. 

To look such tenderness, and yet have none? 

Enter Melidor and Orasmin. ^ 

Mel, This letter, great disposer of the world! ^ 
Address’d to Zara, and in private brought. 

Your faithful guards this moment intercepted, • 
And humbly oiler to your sov’reign eye. 

Osm, Come nearer; give it me.«-To Zara!*— 
Rise ! 

Bring it with speed — Shame on yonr flattering dis- 
tance! — « 

(Advancing t and snatching the letter,) 
Be honest ; and approach me like a subject. 

Who serves the prince, yet not forgets the man. 
MeX, One of the Christian slaves, whom late 
yonr bounty 

Releas’d from bondage, aonght, with heedful 
guile, 

Uniiotic a, to deliver it. ^ Discover’d, 

He waits, in chains, hia doom from yonr de- 
cree. 

Osm, Leave me. — [Bjnl Melidor,'\ — I tremble, as 
if something fatal 

Were meant me from this letter — Should I read 
it ? 

Oras, Who knows bat It contains some happy 
truth. 

That may remove all doubts, and calm your 
heart '! 

Osm, Be it as ’twill, it shall be read. 

’Tis done : and now, ( Opens the letter,) 

Fate, be thy call obey’d. — Orasmin, mark : — 

(Beads.) 

** There is a secret passage toward the mosque; 
That way you might escape; and, unperceiv^d, 

Fly your observers^ and fulfil our hope: 

JJespise the danger, and depend on me. 

Who wait you, out to die, if you deceive,** 

Hell ! tortures 1 death ! and woman ! — ^What, Oras- 
min! 

Are we awake 7 Heard’st thou ? Can this be 
Zara? 

Oras, ’Would I had lost all sense: for what 1 
heard 

Has cover’djny afflicted heart with horror! 

Osm, Thou see’nt how 1 am treated ! 

Oras. Monstrous treason ! 

To an affront like this you cannot, most not. 
Remain insensible. You, who but now. 

From the most slight suspicion, felt snob pain. 
Must, in the horror of so black a gnilt. 

Find an effectual cure, and banish love. 

Osm. Seek her this instant ! go, Orasmin, fly ! 
Shew her this letter ; bid her read, and tremble ; 
Then, in the rising horrors of her guilt. 

Stab her unfaithful breast, and let her die. 

Say, while thou strik’st— Stay, stay; return, and 
pity me ; 


I will first think a moment : let that Chriirtiw 
Be straight confronted with her— Stay; 1 will, 

1 will— I know .not what!— ’Would 1 wiiw 
• dead ! t 

'Would I had dieq onoonscions of this shame! 
Oras, Never md' prince receive so bold a 
wrong ! 

Osm, See here detected this infernal secret ! 
This fountain of her tears, which my weak heart 
Mistook for marks of tenderness and pain ! 

Why, what a reach has woman to deceive ! 

Under how fine a veil of grief and fear 
Did she propose retirement till to-morrow 1 
And I, blind dotard! gave the fool’s consent. 
Sooth’d her, and sufferd her to go. She parted. 
Dissolv’d in tears ; and parted to betray me ! 

Oras. Coold you, my gracious lord, forgive my 
zeal. 

Yon would — 

Osm. 1 know it— thou art rieht — I’ll see her— 
I’ll tax her in thy presence — 1^1 npbraid her — 

I’ll let her learn — Go ; find, and bring her to me. 
Oras. Believe^ me, sir, your threat’oiiigs, your 
complaints, 

What will they all produce, but Zara’s tears. 

To quench this fancied anger ? Youriost heart. 
Seduc’d* against itself, will searclv^t reasons 
To justify the guilt, which gives i^lm/f 
Ralher conceal from Zara this discovery ; 

And let some trusty slave convey the letter. 
Redos’ll, to her own hand; then shall you learn. 
Spite of her frauds, disguise, and artifice. 

The figmness or abasement of her soul. 

Osm. Thy counsel charms me ! 

Here, take thfs fatal letter; choose a slave, 

Whom yet she never saw, and who retains 
His tried fidelity. Despatch — begone ! 

[Exit Oromtn. 

Now, whither shall 1 turn my eyes and steps. 

The surest way to shun her, and give time 
For this discovering trial ! — Heav’n! she’s here. 

Enter Zara. * 

So, madam ' fortune will befriend my cause. 

And free me from your fetters. You are met 
Most aptly, to dispel a new-ris’n doubt. 

That claims the finest of your arts to gloss it. 

Unhappy each by other, it is time 

To end our mutual pain, that both may rest. 

You want not generosity, but love ; 

My pride forgotten, my obtruded throne. 

My favours, cares, respect, and tenderness, 
'ronching your gratitude, provok’d regard ; 

Till, by a length of benefits besieg’d. 

Your heart submitted, and you thought 'twaa 
love : 

But you deceiv’d yourself, and injur’d me. 

There is, I’m told, an object more deserving 
Your love than Osman : I would know his name. 
Be just, nor trifle with my anger : tell me. 

Now, while expiring pity straggles faint ; 

While 1 have yet, perhaps, the power to pardon. 
Give if;«. the bold invader of my claim, 

And let him die to save thee. Thou art known : 
Think and resolve. W'hile I yet hpeak, renounce 
him J 

While yet the thunder rolls suspended, stay it : 
Let thy voice charm me, and recall my souf. 

That turns averse, and dwells no more on Zara. 
Zara. Can it be Osman speaks, and speaks to 
Zara? 

If my heart 

Deswve reproach, ’tis for, bnt not from, Osman. 
Osm, What, does she yet presume to swear sin- 
cerity ? 

Oh ! boldness of nnblnshiug perjury! 

Had .{ not seen, had 1 not read snoh proof 
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Of her ligkt Miebood ns oxtumnieh'd donht, 

I could not be a man^ and not believe her* 

Zortfi Alas! roy loid, what^ emel fears have 
seiz'd you? jb • 

What harsh, mysterious woffia were those I 
heaid? 

Om. What fears should Osman feel, since Zara 
loves him? 

Zanu I cannot live and answer to your voice 
In that reproachful tone ; your ant^ eye 
Trembles with fury while you tslk of love. 

Om, Since Zara loves him ! 

Zara, Is it possible 
Osman should disbelieve it? 

Can it be kind, can it be jnst to doubt me? 

Om, No; I can doubt no longer. You may re< 
tire* [Exit Zara, 

JBttter Orasmin. 

Orasmin, she’s perfidious, even beyond 
Her sex’s undisoover'd power of seeming ; 

She’s at the topmost point of shameless artifice ; 

An empress at deceiving ! 

Say, hast thou chos’n a slave? Is be intrncted 1 
Haste to detect her viletiess and my wrongs. 

Oras, Ponutual 1 have obey’d your wliQle com- 
m«nd* 

But have you arm’d, my lord, your injur’u heart 
With coldness and indifference? Can yon hear. 

All painless and nnmov’d, the false one's shame 1 
Osm. Orasmin, 1 adore her more than ever. 
Oras, My lord! my emperor! forbid it, hea- 
ven! 

Om, I have discern’d a gleam of 'distant hope; 
This hateful Christian, the ligbt growth of France, 
Proud, young, vain, amorous, conceited, rash. 

Has misconceiv’d some charitable glance. 

And judg’d it love in Zara : he alone, 

Then, has offended me. ^ Is it her fault. 

If those she charms are indiscreet and daring? 
Zara, perhaps, expected not this letter; 

And I, with rashness groundless as its writer's. 
Took fire^ at roy own fancy, and have wrong'd 
her. 

Tfow, hear me with attention. Soon as night 
Has thrown her welcome shadows o’er the pa- 
lace; 

When this Nerestan, this ungrateful Christian, 
Shall lurk in expectation near our walls. 

Be watchful that our guards surprise and seize 
him; 

Then, bound io fetters, and o’erwhelm’d with 
shame. 

Conduct the daring traitor to my presence : 

But, above all, be sore you hurt not Zara; 

Mindful to what supreme excess 1 love. 

Oramin, 

On this last trial all m\ hopes depend ; 

Prophet, for once thy kind assistance lend. 

Dispel the doubts that rack roy anxious breast ; 

If Zara's innocent, thy Osman’s bless’d. [Exit, 


ACT V. 

o 

Scene l^The Seraglio, 

Zara and Selima ^covered, 

Zara, Soothe me no longer with this rain de- 
, sire; 

To a recluse, like me, drho dares henceforth 
Presume admission? the seraglio’s shut; 

Barrid and impassable— as death to time. 

My brother ae’er most hope to see me more. 


£b?er Melidor. 

Mel, This letter, trusted to my bands, receive. 

In secret witness 1 am wholly your’a. 

(Zara reads the letter,) 
Sel, Thou everlasting Ruler of the world, 

(Aside,) 

Shed thy wish’d mercy on our hopeless tears ; 
Redeem ns from the band of bated infidels, 

And save my princess from the breast of Os- 
man ! 

Zara, I wish, my friend, the comfort of your 
counsel. 

Sel, Retire ; yon shall be call’d: wait near. Go, 
leave us. [Exit Melidor, 

Zara, Read this, and tell me what I ought to 
answer : 

For I would gladly hear my brother’s voice. ^ 

SeL Say, rather, you would bear the voice of 
^ ^ heav’n: 

''Tie not your brother calls yon, but your God. 

( Zara, I know it, nor resist his awful will ; 

Thou know’st that I have bound my soul by 
oath ; 

But can 1 — ought I to engage myself. 

My brother, and the Christians, in this danger? 
t Sel, ’Tis not their danger that alarms your 
fears; 

Your love speaks loudest to your shrinking soul ; 
This tiger, savage in bis tenderness. 

Courts with contempt, and threatens amidst soft- 
ness; 

Yet, cannot your neglected heart efface 
His fated, fix’d impression. 

But talk no more of this unhappy passion : 

What resolution will your virtue take? 

Zara, All things combine to sink me to de- 
spair : 

From the seraglio death alone will free me. 

I’ll send ray brother word he may expect me. 

Call in the faithful slave. God of my fathers ! 

[Exit SeUma, 

Let thy hand save me, and thy will direct ! 


Enter Selima and Melidor. 

Go, tell the Christian, who entrusted thee. 

That Zara's heart is fix'd, nur shrinks at danger; 
And that iiiy faithful friend will, at the hour, 
Expect, and introduce him to his wish. 

Away ! [Exit tcilh Selnna, 


Enter OsMAN and Orasmin. 

Osm, Swifter, yo hours, 'move on; my fury 
glows 

Impatient, and would push the wheels of time. 
How now! What message dost thou bring? Speak 
boldly : 

What answer gave she to the letter sent her? 

Mel, She blush’d and trembled, and grew pale, 
and paus’d ; 

Then blush’d, and read it, and again grew pale; 
And wept, and smil’d, and doubted, and resolv’d: 
For after all this race of vary’d passions. 

When she bad sent me out, and call’d me back, 

*• Tell him,” she cried, who has intrusted 
thee. 

That Zara's heart is fix’d, qor shrinks at danger; 
And that iny faithful friend will, at the hour. 
Expect and introduce him to his wish.” 

Om. Enough— begone— I have no ear for more. 

[ExU Melidor, 



SOEMB h} 

Leave me, thou* too, OfwmiD. Leave me, lift; { 
For ev’ry mortal aapect movea my hate : 

Leave me to my distraotion. I grow mad. 

And caDDOt bear the vieage of a friend. 

Leave me ito rage, despair, and abame and 
wrongs ; 

Leave me to seek myself, and shan mankind. 

[Exit Oratmm. 

Who am It Heav'n! Who am I? What resolve 
I? 

Zara* Nerestan! sounds the words like names 
Decreed to join? Why pause I? Perish Zara! 
Would I could tear her image from my heart ! 
’Twere happier not to live at all, than live 
Her soom. 

Enier Orasmin. 

Orasmin ! Friend, return ; I cannot bear 
This absence from thy reason. *Twas unkind, 
Twas cruel to obey me, thua distress’d, 

And wanting power to think, when I had lost 
thee. ^ 

How goes the hour? has he apprar'd, this rival? 
Perish the shameful sound! ^is villain Ghri^ 
tian! 

Has he appear'd below 1 
Oras. Silent and dark, 

Th’ unbreathing world is hush’d, as if it beard. 

And listen’d to your sorrows. « 

Ostn. Oh! treacherous night! 

Thou lend’st thy ready veil to ev’ry treason. 

And teeming mischiem thrive beneath thy shade. 
Heardst thou nothing? 

Oras, My lord ’ 

Osm. A voice, like dying groans? 

Oras. I listen, but can bear nothing. 

Osm. Again ' look out — he comes ! 

Oras* Nor tread uf mortal foot, nor voice I 
hear; 

The still seraglio lies profoundly plung’d 
In death-like silence , nothing stirs. The air 
Is soft as infant sleep, no breathing wind 
Steals through the shadows to awaken night. 

Osm. Horrors a thousand times more dark than 
these 

Benight my snfiering soul. Thou dost not know 
To wnat excess of tenderness I lov’d her . 

I knew no happiness but what she gave me ; 

Nor could have felt a misery but for her. 

Pity this weakness : mine are tears, Orasmin, 

That fall not oft, nor lightly. 

Oras. Tears! Ob, heaven! 

Osm. The first which ever yet unmann’d my 
^es. 

Oh ! pity Zara->pity me, Orasmin. 

These but forerun the tears of destin’d blood. 

Oras. Oh! my unhappy lord! 1 tremble for 
vou. 

Osm. Do, tremble at iny sufferings, at my 
love ; 

At my revenge, too, tremble; for ’tis doe, 

And will not be deluded. 

Oras. Hark ' 1 hear 

The steps of^en along the neighb’ring wall. 

Osm. Fly-— sei//) him — ’tis Nerestan ! Wait no 
chains, 

But drag him down to my impatient eye. 

[£«l Orasmm. 

Enter Zara and Selima, in the dark. 

Zmra. Where art thou, Selima? Give me thy 
band. 

It is BO dark, I tremble as I step. 

With fears and startings never felt till now. 

[Extl wkh Selma, 
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Osm. Damnation! *tia her voico; the wolL i aai t r B 
sound. 

That has so often obnrm*d me into baseness ! 

Oh! the perfidious hypocrite! she goes 
To meet th’ inviting infidel! now now, 

{^Drawing a daggar^'^ 

Revenge, stand firm, and intercept bis wishes! 
Revenge! on whom? No matter: earth and hea- 
ven 

Would blush, should 1 forbear. Now , Zara, now ! 

, (Dr^s the dagger.} 

I most not, cannot strike; the starting steel 
Unwilling flies my band, and shuns to wound her. 

Eater Zara and Selima. 

Zara. This is the private path; come nearer, 
lead me. 

Are we not notic’d, think’st thou? 

Set. Fear not, madam; 

It cannot now be long ere we shall meet him. 

Osm. That word has given me back my ebbing 
rage. (Escoeers the dagger.} 

Zara. I walk in terror, and my heart tore* 
bodes — 

Who’s \here? Nerestan' Is it yoirt Obi wel- 
come — ^ ^ 

Osm. ffStabbing her.) This to tny heart! 'Tis 
not the traitor meets thee, 

’Tis the betray’d^who writes it in thy blood. 

Zara. Oh! gpraoions heaven! reoeive my parting 
soul, 

And trike thy trembling servant to thy mercy. 

• (Dies.) 

Osm. Soul !” then revenge has reach’d thee. I 
will now 

Haste from this fatal place. I cannot leave her ! 
Whom did I strike? Was this the act of love? 
Swallow me, earth ! She’s silent— Zara’s dead ! 
And should I live to see returning day, 

’Twill shew me but her blood ! shew me, left joy- 
less : 

In wide, empty world, with nothing round me 
But penitence and pain. And yet, Twas just ; 
Hark ' Destiny has sent her lover to me. 

To fill my vengeance, and restore my joy ! 

Enter Orasmin with Nerestan. 

Approach, thou wretch! thou more than curs’d! 
come near: 

Thou, who, in gratitude for freedom gain’d. 

Hast given me miseries beyond thy own ! 

Thou heart of hero with a traitor’s soul' 

Go; reap thy due reward ; prepare to suffer 
Wbate’er inventive malice can inflict. 

To make thee feel thy death, and perish slow. 

Are my commands obey’d ? 

Oras. All is prepared. 

Osm. Thy wanton eyes look round in search of 
her, 

Whose love descending to a slave like thee. 

From VAjf dishonour’d hand receiv’d her doom. 

See, where she lies ! 

Ner. Oh ! fatal, rash mistake ! 

Osm. Dost ihou behold her, slave? 

Ner. Unhappy sister ' 

Osm. Sister! Didst thou say, “sister?” If thou 
didst. 

Bless me with deafness, heaven ! 

Ner. Tyrant, I did. 

She was my sister. All that now is left thee 
Despatch. From my distracted heart dn^ next 
The lemuant of the royal Christian blood : 

Old Lusignim, expiring in my arms. 

Sent lis too wretched son, with his last blessing. 
To his now murder’d daughter. 
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Omu Thy lister! Losignan hw fiiUier! Selina, 
CSan this be troel 

Sd, Tby lore was all the oload, 'twixt her and 
hear’n. a 

OtHh Be dumb I for thon ar( base, to add ois* 
traction ' 

To my already more than bleedin^eart. 

And was thy lore sincere ? what then re- 

mains? 

Ktr, Wh^ should a tyrant hesitate dn mnr- 

Tbere now remains but mine of all the blood 
TVUob, through tby father’s eruel reign and 
thine. 

Has nerer ceas'd to stream on Syria’s sands ! 
Restore a wretch to his nnhappy race ; 

Nor hope that torments, after such a scene, 

Can force one feeble groan, to feast th^ anger. 

1 waste my fmitless words in empty air ; 

The tjrrant, o’er the bleeding wound he made. 
Hangs his nomoring eye, and heeds not me. 

Osm. Oh, Zara! 

Oraa. Alas! my lord, return; whither would 
grief 

Transport your generous heart? This Christian 
dog— 

Osm, Take off his fetters, and obse.ve mj 


LAW V. 

To him and all bis friends gite instant liberty : 
Pour a profusion of the rionest gifts 
On these unhappy Christians ; and when heap’d 
With varied benedts, and charg’d with riohes. 
Give them safe conduct to the nearest port. 

Oras, But, sir — 

Osm, Reply not, but obey : 

Fly ; nor dispute thy master’s last command ; 

Thy prinoe, who orders, and thy friend, who loves 
thee. 

Unhappy warrior! yet less lost than 1, 

Haste from our bloody land ; and to thy own, 
Convey this poor, |^e object of my rage. 

Tliy king, and all his Christians, when tliey hear 
Thy miseries, shall monrn them with their tears ; 
But, if thou teH’st them mine, and tell’st them 
truly. 

They, who hate my crime, shall pity me. 

Take, too, this poniard with thee, which my 
hand 

Has stain’d with blood far dearer than my own ; 
Tell them, with this I murder’d her I lov’d ; 

The noblest and most virtuous among women! 

^he boul of innocence, and pride of truth ! 

Tell them, I laid my empire at her feet; 

Tell them, I plung’d my dagger in her blood ; 

Tell them, I so ador’d— and thus reveng’d her. 

(^Stabs himself,) 




Act IV. — Scene 1. 


CHAHACTEltS. 

ionT» vidratf. 

SIR Gr;oR(jF vriis^TCir 
IIK. GOS'IURMAN 
DEI.AVAI. 


THOMPSON 1.ADY VIBRATE 

WILLIAMS LADY JANE 

HARRY MARIA 

SERVANTS I.UCV 


ACT r, 

Scene I.— 7’A<» TIall of an hoiei, With a spacious 
staircase. 

Enter the Master anrf Jenkins meeting. 
Master. Whv, where nro sill the fellows, Jenkins? 
Don't vo« Ix’nr bell No. t)? 

Jenk, Toni iti gone up to answer it, sir. 

Master. Who occupies that aparlnieiitl 
Jenk. The handsome joulh and girl that arrived 
late last night. 

Master. Just as I was going to hedi 
Jenk. Yes, sir. 

Master. He is quite a boy. 

Jenk. Raxor has never robbed him of a hair. 
Master, Some stripling, perhaps, that has run 
away with Iqs mother’s maid. 

Jenk. They ordered separate beds. 

Master. Well, see what they want. 

Jenk. Yes, sir. 

Master, And, harkye ! be attentive the moment 
you bear Lord and Lady Vibrate, or their daughter, 
stirring. People of quality must never bo neg- 
lected. 

Jenk. Ob ! no, sir. Here is Doctor Goslerman. 

[Exti. 

JBfnter Doctor Gostkrman. 

Master* Good morrow, Doctor. 

Doctor. Coot morgen, my tear friend. Is de 
Piprate family fisible to see? 


Ma.ster. Not yet. 

Dor for. My lordtship und my latyship vas sharge 
me to mil deni hetiine. 

Meister. \ ou are a great favonritc there. Doctor. 

Detetor. Ya, sair. I)at I am eferyvliere. 

• Master. You act in a doable capacit y : physician, 
and privy-counsellor. 

Doctor. Und 1 am as better in de von as in de 
Oder. 

Master. Why, ay, Doctor, you hate a smooth 
pleasant manner. 

Doctor, Ya, sair. Dat is my vay. I mix do * 
syrup mil all my prescription. 

Master. Ay, ay, you are a useful person. 

Doctor. Ya, sair. Dat is my vay. I leave 
Yarifl'r'ny, und 1 coin at Riiglaiidt init little money, 
und gr&fct cunning in de art iind de science. I shsdl 
nf de essence, und de cream, und de balsam, and 
de syrup, un \ de electric, und de inagnelio, and de 
mineral, und de vegetable, und de air, und de earse, 
und de sea, and all dat vas suhiect under my com- 
mand. So I make de nation benefit, and myself 
rish. Dat is my vay. 

Master, Yes; you can tickle the gaineas intot' 
your pccket. 

Doctor, Ya, sair. Dat is my vay. ' 

Master, You have had many paiientSt > ' ^ ’ 

Doctcr. Y a, sair. I af cure toosand dod tdii- 
sund. Dat is my vay. . 

Mastir. And how many have you killed, INglor? 

Dortor. Der,teafel, sair! Kill! Venmyj^ttit 
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[Act f. 


HE’S SIU€H fa B14BIE. 


▼as yas nature dat was kill. Yen dej vas 

eure> dat vas Doctor Von Goitermaoit. Dat la tnr 
Taj. No aair ; Doctor You Gostermans raa kill 
hiinaelf, dat oder people may liv ^ 

Master, How do von mean kil) yourself, Doctor? 

Doctor, Der teufel, sair! Vas I not be call 
here? Yas 1 not be call dere? Vas I not be call 
eferjyhere? I af liundert and tousand patient dat 
die eferj day till I ras com. So I vas drive to de 
oitj; and dere I vas meet mv beaten friend, de 
gout, de apoplea j, und de astumatica : un^ den I 
vas drive to de inn of court, and de lawyer; und 
dere I vas find more of m j besten friend ; de hj- 
dropica, de rheumatica, and de paralytica. 

Master, What, Doctor, the lawyers and inns of 
court paralytic? 

Doctor, Ya, sair. 

Master, I wish th^ were, with afl my soul ! 

JDoctor, Und den I vas drive and make my re- 
TOldnoe mit de lordt, und mit de duke, and mit de 

C dee; nnd dere I vas meet mosh oder of my 
en friend ; de liypochondrica, de spasmodioa, 
de hysterica, de marasnia, de morbid alfection, 
tremor, und de mist before de eye. 

Master, Morbid affections, tremors, and miaU 
before the eyej, the diseases of the great? 

Doctor, ya, sair. Und dey vas grow v<ft*se und 
vorse eferydayV f 

ilfoalgr* Weil, well, they have chosen a skilful 
doctor. 

Doctor, Ya, sair. I shall do all deir business, 
efery von. Dat is my vay. 1 sliall af de essence, 
ond de cream, und de balsam, und de syrufi, und 
de elecipic, und de magnetic, und de mineral, und 
de vegetable, und deair, undde earse, und de sea, 
nnd all dat vas subject under my command. Dat 
is my vay. Bote dat is aa noting at all. Ah ! sair, 
my liebste; you vas my besten friend. You make 
me acquaint myself mit all de patient dat vas come 
to your bouse ; and so 1 vas your besten friend, und 
J vas dr de physic for yourself, und de physic for 
your sTiile, und de physic for your i^e. 

Master, For which my wife will never more 
thank you. Doctor. 

Doctor, No ; your vife vas die, uud you vas tank 
me yourself. So now you tell me : af you any new 
customer dat vas coin? 

Master, Yes; a youth, and a girl that looks like 
a waiting-maid, arrived late last night. 

Doctor. Vhich it vas a person of grandeur? 
Master, Oh! no; wholly unattended. 

Doctor. Ah, ha! Yliich it vas a lofing couple, 
den? 

Master. It seems not. 

Doctor. A poy and a vaiting-vomans! Dere 
shall be someting mysterv in dat. 

Master, So I think. Here comes the girl. 

Doctor. Ah, ha ! Let me do. I shall talk to her. 
*1 shall begin by make acquaintance mit her. 


Enter LuCY. 

Lucy. Fray, sir, desire the waiter to make baste 
with breakfast. ^ 

Master, Here, Jenkins ! Breakfast to N</^. Be 
quick. 

Jenk. ( Without,) Yea, sir. < 

Master. Tea or edflTee, madam? 

Lucy. Tea. 

Doctor, How do you do, my tear? Yon vas 
pretty young frau; fery pretty girt, my tear. Per- 
^.JiqMyou vas stranger, my tear? 

1 am. 

e!-: IKoRor. Ab ! Vat is your name, my tear? 

which ro^ godmother gave me. 
Mjftontor. Your raaistair af made de long yourney. 

Has be? 

From vat country you com, my tear? 



Lucy. Hem ! 

Doctor, 1 ask, from^ vat country yoa com, my 
tear. 

Lucy. Ask again. 

Doctor. From de town of— eh! 

Lucy. How do you call it? 

Doctor. Dat is vat 1 vant you shall tell. 

Lucy. I see you do. 

Doctor. Your mastair is fery young, my tear. 
Lucy, Thank you, sir. 

Doctor, For vat you tank me ? 

Lucy, For your news. 

Doctor, Ah, ha! You are feyy vitty and pretty, 
my tear. 

Lucy, More news. Thank you again. 

Doctor, Yat vas you call de young yentleman’s 
name ? 

Lucy. I will ask, and send vou word. 

Doctor. How long shall he be stay in town? 
Lucy, Till he goes into the country. 

Doctor. Vat is your oapacity^ my tear? 

Lucy. Like your*s, little enough. 

Doctor, You not understandt me, my tear. Yat 
*18 your post, your office 7. 

< Lucy, To answer rode qoestioDS. 

Doctor, Your mastair is a roau of family ? 

Lucy. Yes. He had a father and mother, and 
uncles and aunts. 

Doctor, Uud tey vas lead? 

' Lury, I am not'a tombstone. 

Doctor, Com, com, my tear, let you make im* 
answer. 

Lury. Anan! 

Enter Waiter. 

Waiter, Here is the breakfast, madam. 

Lucy, Take it up stairs. [Exit with Waiter, 
Doctor, Der teufel ! A canning yipsey ! She has 
make me raise my cariosity. My tear! My tear! 
Com pack, my tear! — [Lucy retunw.]— D o my 
fMimpliment to your mastair, and I shall make me 
mosii happy if I shall af de honneur to make me 
acquaintance mit him. My name is call Docteur 
Von Gostermans. 1 shall af de essence, und de 
cream, und de balsam, und de syrup, und de elec- 
tric, und de magnetic, und de mineral, und de vege- 
table, und de air, und de earse, und de sea, und all 
dat vas subject under my command. 1 sliall af de 
best recommendation for de honest docteur dat vas 
possible. My Lordt and my Laty Fiprate vas my 
besten friend. 1 vas practice mit all de piggest 
family in de uniferse. Docteur Von Gostermans 
vas know eferypody; nnd eferypody vas know 
Docteur Von Gostermans. You tell him dat, my 
tear. 

Lucy. Tell bim that ! I cannot remember half of 
it. Are you, sir, acquainted with Lord Vibrate’s 
family ? 

Doctor, Ya, my tear. I vas make friendship mit 
dem more as many year. 

Lucy, And do you know where they are? 

Master, To be sure he does. They are in this — 
Doctor, Hush! Silence your tongue! Dere is 
something mystery, (ilsids to Master,) If you 
shall make me introduce to your mastair, iiiy tear, 

I shall tell him eferyting und more as dat, my tear. 
Vill you, my tear? 

Lucy, I will go and enquire. 

Doctor, Tank you, my tear. You are fery pretty 
girl, my tear; fery vitty, pretty — Ah! you are so 
sly, cunning, little yipsey, my tear. Ab, ha! 

[ Exeunt, 

Scene II.— J Chamber. 

Maria discovered, in nuaCs clothes, with a letter in 
her hand, and walking with anxiety. The Waiter 
enters and leaves breakfast, 

Maria, {Reading the Utter.) “ Dear sister, •--‘The 
letter Dnmo write is almost neediest, for I shall Ufwe 
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Itafyandfottom H immediaiely; hmmg tdUuiob- 
imMdwMEfftncBitflfom’Mtdw Imwt. / mi •orry 
to inform you that, in addUion to your wfurdonable 
wrongs, I haos my own to mndtcaU* But I hove 
threatsnsd too long. You haos heard of ths Earl of 
Vibrate. He ana his famUy are by this arrwed m 
England; your betrayer aiceoesyamu them, and I am 
in close pursuit, Paul Delaval.** Io what will 
this endK Most they meet! Mast they fi^ht'l 
Mast one or both of them fall? Oh, horror! Shall 
I he the cause of murder? And whose blood is to 
be spilled? That of the most generous of brothers, 
or of the man on whom mj first and last affections 
have been fixed. Is there no safety ; no means! 

£fifer Lucy. 

Zsicy. Why, look here now, madam, you are 
letting the breakfast grow cold. ^ You have been 
reading that letter again. I do believe I shall never 
get you to eat any more. Come now, pray, do take 
some of this French roU; and I'll poor out the ^ea. 
Do, pray, do pray, do. 

maria. 1 cannot eat, Lucy; I am eaten. Terron 
and despair are devouring me. 

Lucy. Dear, dear! What will all this come t51 
Did not you promise me that as soon as you had 
got safe to London in your disguise, you would be 
better? 

Maria. Can it be? My kind, my gentle, my true- 
hearted George ! * 

Lucy, True-hearted! No, no, madam, he was 
never true-hearted ; or he conld not so soon have 
changed, because [his ill fortune changed to good. 
Everybody knows true love never changes. 

Maria. What have 1 done? How have I of- 
fended ! His caresses, his protestations, his tender 
endearments ! Is, tbrn, the man io whom my soul 
was wrapt, a vil— Oh ' 

Lucy. 1 declare, madam, if you take on this ,way« 
you wui break my heart as well as your own. Be- 
side, you forget all the while what you put on this 
dress and came up to Lundon for. 

Maria. Oh ! no. It was, if possible to prevent 
mischief-— murder ! They have never met ; they do 
not know each other. But how shall 1 discover Sir 
George? Of whom shall 1 inquire? 

Lucy, If you would but eat your breakfast, I do 
think 1 could put you in the way. 

Maria. You? 

Lucy. Yes. 

Maria. By what means? 

Jjucy, Will you eat your breakfast, then? 

Marim I cannot eat. Speak. 

Lm. Why, I have just been talking to an out- 
landish comical Doctor, that says be is acquainted 
with Lord Vibrate. 

Maria. Indeed! Where is this Doctor? 

Lucy, He is waiting without ; lor I knew you 
would wish to speak to him. 

Maria. Shew nim in immediately. 

Luey. I’ll tell him you are not well ; which is but 
too true ; though you must remember, madam, yen 
are a man. So, dry your eyes, forget your misfor- 
tuoes, and, l)iere, cock your hat o’ that fashion, and 
try to swagger a little, or you will be found out. 
Yon stand so like a statue, and look so pitiful ! 
Lord ! that's not the way. If you are tiraorsome, 
and ailent, and bashrnl, nobody on earth will take 
you for a youth of fortune and fashion. 

Maria. If they should meet— Heavens ! They 
must not. 

Re-enter LuGY with Doctor Gosterman. 

Luey, My master is not very well : he eats nei- 
ther breakfast, dinner, nor supper; and gets no 
sleep. 

ifoctor. He nodereat, noder drink, noder^sleep 
Dat is pad ; fery pRd. But dat is as noting at all. 


toy tear. Let me do* You shell see prise»tly» py 
and oy, vat is my vay. 

Maria. Your Mrvaot, sir. 

% Doctor. Sair, dras your mosh oblisbe fery omple 
sairfant, sair. M^ name is call Docteur Von Gea- 
termans. I aball af de best recommendation for de 
honest Docteur dat vas possible. I vas practice 
mit all de piggeat family in de uniferae. Docteur 
Von Gostermans is know eferypody ; und eferypody 
is know Docteur Von Gostermans. De pretty 
ooquiee young frau tell me dat you net fery fell. 
You not eat, you not drink, yon not sleep. Dat is 
pad ; fery pad. Bote dat is as noting at all. You 
tell me de diagoostie und de prognostic of all vat 
yon vill ail *, und I shall make you prescripe for de 
BDodyue, oder de epipastic, oder de balsamic, oder 
de narcotic, oder de diaphoretic, oder de expector^ 
Stic, Oder de restoralil, oderde emulsif, <mer de 
incisif; vhich is eferyting so shveet und so delec- 
table as all vat is possible. 

Maria. Your pardon, sir, but I wish to see you 
on business of another natnre. 

Dt^or. All, ha! Someting of de prifate affair? 
Dat is coot. I shall be as better for dat as for de 
oder. I vas know de vorl. 1 vas know eferjpody, 
und efqrjpody vas know me. Datfs my vay. 

Marut. Perhaps, then, you bapgen«to know Sir 
George Versatile? ^ 

Doctor. Oh! der teufel, sair! Ya, fti Sair 
Sliorge is my beaten friend. Vhich it vas six month 
dat he vas succeed to his title und estate; und den 
I VQB make acquaintance mit him. Dat is my vay. 

MAria. But ne has been abroad since. 

Doctor, Ya, sair. Ven he vas poor, he vas fall 
in lofe mit fery pretty young frau. Bote so soon as 
he vas pecome risb paronet, dat vas anoder ting. 
So, bis relation und his friend vas sent him to make 
de gran tour. 

Maria. And he was easily persuaded. 

Doctor. Ya, sair. He vas vat you call fery coot 
natnre; be vafjUvay comply. ^ 

Mar, Compliance with nim is more than a weak- 
ness ; I fear it is a vice. 

Doctor. So, lie vas make acquaintance mit Lordt 
and mit Laty Fiprate ; und den he vas tick do more 
of de pretty young frau, pecause bv vas fall in lofe 
mit anoder. 

Maria. Sir! Another! What other? 

Doctor. Vat ^ou shall ail, sair! You sbauge 
colour. 

Maria, With whom has be fallen in love? 

, Doctor. Mit te tauglitpr of Lordt Fiprate. 

Maria. With Lad^ Jane? 

Doctor. Ya, sair; mil Laty Shane. My Cot I sair, 
vat you shall aill You not make fall in lofe your- 
self mit Laty Shane? 

Maria. No, no. They are, no doubt, to be mar- 
ried. , 

Doctor. My Cot' sair, you so pule as deaths 
My Cot ! you shall faint. 

Lucy. Faint, indeed ! Bear up, madam. (Aside.) 
My master is too much of a iiiau to faiut. I'll ran 
for a g!<ys of water. [Exit. 

Maria. Tlie charming Lady Jane! Where is 
she? . 

Doctor, hfy Lordt und mv Laty Fiprate und my 
Laty Shane vas all in de house here. 

Maria. In this house? 

Doctor. Ya, sair. 

Maria. And is Sir George here, too? 

Doctor, lie is com und go alvay sometime ofery 
tay. ^ 

Maria. Are tliey to be married? * . 

Doctor. My Cot ! sair, you af de agdfi'llt. 

Maria. Are they to be married ? 

Doctor. My Laty Fiprate vas mosh incline to 
Sair Shorge ; und my lordt vas sometime moRh in- 
cline too ; und den he vas sometime not mosh in- 



1 


.[Act T, 


HE’S MUCH TO BLAM: 


oline-; ond den be ▼as doubt; und deti he vas do 
ine de bonnebr to consalt mil me. 

Maria, And what is yoar advice t 

Doctor. My Lordt Fiprate vas ftiy beaten friends, 
nnd 1 vas adhce dat be shall do ap as vat he please ; 
ond Sair Shorge vas my beaten friends, too, and I 
vas adiice dot he shall do all as vat he please; und 
my Laty Fiprate vas petter as my beaten friends, 
ond. den I vas more adfioe dat she shall do all as 
vat she please. 

Maria. But Lady Jane had another lovcr.c 

JDocfor.' Ya, sair. Mr. Delafal vas make lofe mit 
her. He yas com from de East Indie, und be vas 
lofe her fery mosh; nod she v«s go mit de family 
to Italy, utid my Laty Fiprate vas make acquaint- 
ance mit Sair Shprge, pecause he vas so mosh plea- 
sant nnd coot humeur, und be say all as vat she 
say : vhioh vas de vay to alvay make agreable. 

. jKorio, Could you do me the favour to introduce 
mellb Lady Jaiiel 

Doctor. Ya, sair, I shall do all as vat shall make 
agrdable. Dat is my vay. 


Be- enter LUOY hastify. 

Lucy. (Aside to hor mistress.) Oh! madam, don't 
be terrifled, but I declare I have spilled almost all 
the water. «. 

Maria. AVhatis the matter'! « 

Lucyl^He is come. 

Maria. Who? Sir George? 

Lucy. No; don’t be frightened: Mr. Delaval, 
from abroad. 

Maria". My brother! Heavens! Did he setvyon ? 

Lucy. No. I had a glimpse of himpaiid whisked 
away just as he stepped out of the post-chaise. 

Maria. Should he meet me in this disguise, what 
will he say? 

Lucy. Send away the Doctor, and let us lock 
ourselves up. 

Maria. (To the Doctor.) I must beg you will 
excuse me, air ; but it is necessary, at present, I 
ahould be alone. With your permiSnion 1 will see 
you again in the afternoon ; and, in (he meantime — 
( Gives him money.) 

Doctor. Oh ! sair, I vas your mosh oblishe fery 
omple sairfant, sair. I shall make yon mosh more 
fisit; und den you shall tell me de diagnostic und 
de prognostic of all vat you villail, 

Lucy. Yes, yes ; another time. 

Doctor. Und I shall af de essence, and de cream, 
nnd de balsam, and de syrup, und de electric, und 
de magnetic, und de mineral, nnd de vegetable, 
und de air, and de earse, und de aea, and all dat 
vas subject under my command. 

Lucy. You have told us all that before. 

Doctor. Und I shall make you prescripe for de 
anodyne, oder de epipastic, oder de balsamic, oiler 
de soporific, oder de narcotic, oder de diaphoretic, 
Oder de expectoratic, oderde restoratif, oder de 
emnisif, oder de incisif, vliicli is efery ting so shveet 
und delectable as all vat is possible. 

Lucy. Was ever anything so provoking? (A^ide.) 
Pray, sir, make baste. y 

Doctor, Y ou shall make remembrance of Dootenr 
Von Gostermans. I am practice mit all de piggest 
family in de unifef^. Sairi 1 vas yoor'inosb oblishe 
fery omple sairfant, sir. [Exewit. 

Scene III.— TAs Hall of the hotel. 


Dei. AVAL, Williams, Master, and Je'skins. 
Jkf. Is the portmanteau safe? 

‘ Wil* Yes, sir. 

Del. And the trunks ? 

f iMl.rigbt. 

Have you paid the postillions ? 

Yuis, sir. 

* (To Del.) This way, if you please, sir. 


Jenk. Coming, sir. 

Master. Shew the damask room. What will you 
please to have for breakfast, sir? 

Del. Nothing. 

Master. Sir? 

Del. Anything. 

Master. Bring tea, colTee, and new laid eggs. ^ 

Jeuk. In a minute, sir. 

Del. (To WU.) Observe the directioiit I gave 
you. Inquire immediately, and find if the'' Vibrate 
family be in town. 

Wd. I will be careful, sir. Eb ! Sir, sir! 

Del. Well? 

Wil. Look ! Here comes Lord Vibrate’s secre- 
tary. 

Enter ThoMTSON. 

Del, Mr. Thompson ! 

Thom. Ah I Mr. Delaval, I am heartily glad to 
■ee you in England. 

pel. Thank yon, my good friend. But how is 
this? Where is the family ? Where is Lady Jane? 

Thom. I thought that would be your question. 
They are all in this house. 

Del. Indeed! 

'Thom. I knew, when Ijady Jane left Italy, your 
stay there would be short. 

Del. Ay, ay ; the follies and frenzies of the mad- 
man are visible to all eyes except his own. 

Thom. I see you are dissatisiied. 

^ Del. Tortured, till iny thoughts and temper are 
so changed that 1 am almost ns odious to myself as 
the world is become hateful to me. 

Thom. I own you have some cause. 

Del. Would my injuries were all! But there 
are other and still deeper stabs. It is not yet ten 
months since I returned from India; iny heart how 
light, iny eye how cherrful, and iny hand prompt 
at any eommendahle act. I could then be moved 
to joy, and sorrow, and every sympathising pas- 
sion. Smiles and mock courtesy passed current on 
me; the word of roan and woman was taken on 
trust, and I lived in the sunshine of an open, nn- 
snspecting soul. But I am now otherwise taught. 
I am changed. My better part is brutalized ; and 
the wrongs that lie rankling here have stripped me 
of human ufleetions, and made me almost savage. 

Thom. What can be said? Patience is the — 

Del. Talk not of patience: I must act. I may 
then, perhaps, inquire whether 1 have acted rightly. 
But I must first see Lady Jane, and Lord Vibrate. 

Thom, Shall I inform bis lordship of your ar- 
rival ? 

Del. By no means. Having injured, be may wish 
not to see me; and I would not afibrd him time to 
invent excuses, and avoid giving me a heoring.' 
Though niy wrongs must be endured, they shall be 
told. 

7'hom. I own they are great. 

Del. Those that yon know are heavy; yet, se-* 
vere as the struggle would be, ’tis possible they 
might be hushed io rest ; hut there arc others which 
blood only can obliterate; which can only sleep in 
death. Such is the road I must travel. Not long 
since nature was jocund, the a/.ure heavens were 
bright, and pleasure was in every paih ; but now^ 
dal'Kness, fathomless gulphs, guilty terrors, and all 
the dreadful phantoms of meditated desolation, lie 
before roe. [Exeunt, 

ACT II. 

Scene I. 

Lord Vidrati: discovered at a table, reading a book. 

Lord V. The ancient sceptics doubted of every- 
thing, allirmed nothing, and kept the judgment 
always in suspense. All things, said they, are 
eouatl^ indiffeient, uncertain, apd indeterminate. 
The mind ' is never to assent to anything ; that it 
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maj never be aatoiiished, or disturbed, but enjoy a 
perfect calm. (/Zwer, wUh important tniadbm tn his 
looks. ) Such were the maxims of l^yrrho, and^ his 
disciples; those renowned sages of antiquity ! 
Well ! Amf such, too, havebeen my maxims, prac* 
ticaliy. All my life have 1 been wavering, uncer- 
Kin, and indeterminate. A sagacious sceptic without 
kiiowinff ii ; and, as it were, by iustinct. It was but 
lately l^iscovered what a wise man I am. And 
yet, it seems to me as if 1 were scarcely half wise 
enough, for I nm told that T am to doubt of eVery> 
thing which f tind rather diflicult. For example : 
tHbt my t^fe Lady Vibrate is an extravagant, rack- 
etiy, raritipole woman of fashion; can I doubt that'* 
No. That she squanders my money, disturbs my 
peace, and contradicts for contradiction's sake ; can 
1 doubt lliut ? No. Then, have I not a daughter to 
marry, a law-suit to begin, and a thousand perplex- 
ing iiniiirs, 80 that 1 do not know which way to 
turn? Why, all this appears true to me; but the 
sceptics teach that appearances deceive, and Jhai 
nothing is certain. 1 inav be Lord Vibrate, or I 
may be the (Jrand Turk. These doctrines are prtO- 
digioiisly deep. (Cunsidets.) "But I must think of 
something else just now. I have a thousand things 
to do, and know as little where to begin as where 
they will end. Ay; all is uncertainty. (Rings.) 
Harry, Edward ! 

Euler JkNKiNS. 

• 

J filth. Did your lordship call ? 

Lord V* Where are my servants ? I want some 
of my plagues. 

Jeitk. They are ready at hand, luy lord. Here 
is your lordship’s secretary. [Eai/. 

En/cr Mr. Thompson. 

Lord V. WMiat U the reason, Mr. Thompson, 
that nobody waits? Here am I, fretting myself to 
U inuniiuy mr the good of my family, while every 
body hI)OuI me is as drowsy as the court of cninmon- 
«oiiiiuil after diiiner. Have they taken laiidauuiii? 
Are they in a lethargy ? Are they ail dead ? 

Thom, If they were, your lordship would have 
tlie goodness to raise tlieiii. 

Lord V, Don't you know liuw many people 1 
have to see, and places 1 have to go to? 

Thom. No, my lord. 

Lord V. Why, did not I tell you? 

Thom, Yes, my lord. 

Lord V, Then how oau you say you don’t 
know? 

Thom. Because I venture to presume, my lord, 
you do not know yourself. 

Lo/d V, I am distracted with doubts. Harry ! 

Enter Harry. 

. Harry, Did your lordship call? 

Lord V. Where are you all? WMiat are yon 
about? I think yon have lived long enough with 
me to know niy way. 

Harry. Yes, my lord ; we know it very well. 

• Lord V. If you are not more attentive, I'll dis- 
charge you^very one. 

Harry^ Oh! lio; you will not do that. 

Lord V, What are you nmltering, sirrah? 

Harry. Only, my lord, that wc know your way. 

• Lord V* Order the coachman at eleven. 

Harry. Yes, my lord. 

Lord V, No. Order it at one. 

• Harry. Yes, my lord. 

' Lord V. Come back. Order it in ten minutes, 
Mid remember 1 am not at home. Come back. 
Don’t order it at aU.j^ 

Harry. Must visifofs be admitted? 
c Lord V, Ves — NdL-I cannot tell. I will consi- 
der. Be within call. Thompson! [Exil Harry. 
TAow. Mylord? 


Lord V. Step to tbfft picture-dealer, f will bote 
the Cuido. Yet, ’tis a great sum. No— It is^n 
master-piece. I must have it. Why don’t yon go? 

• Thom. The picture is sold, inyJoVd. 

Lord V, Sold!* Gone! Have 1 lost it? This 
is always the way. I am for ever disappointed. 
Harry 1 

Be-enfer Ha Ary. 

Harry. My lord. 

Load V, Did yon go with the mesiage to the 
stable-keeper, last ni^t? 

Harry. Yes, my lof&. 

Lord V. Let me know when he comes. 

Harry. He will come no more, my lord. 

Lord V. Come no more? 

Harry. No, my lord. 

Ijord V. Why so? 

Harry. He says you never know your own mind, 
my lord. * 

Lord V. Insolent fellow! 

Harry. Doctor Gosterman is below. 

laird V . Admit him. — Stay.— 1 cannot see him 
yet. Ill liHlf-un-liour. In ten iriiiiutes. By-aod-by. 
[Exit Harry.'l I must not waste my time in these 
trifles^ I must attend to this law bflsiiiess. I wish 
1 could determine. What am I to dc^ Thompson? 

Thodt. In what, my lord? * 

Lord V. The afluir of the ejectment. I once 
embroil myself in law, t^re will be no end; and if 
1 do not, the consequents are stM worse. 

Thom. Then they are bad, indeed, niy lord. 

L%rd V. ’Tis strange that I can come to no reso- 
lution on this subject. 

Thom. {Aside.) Nor on any other. 

Lord V, I must decide this very day, or the time 
will be elapsed. 

Thom. A lawyer, I should suppose, my lord, 
would give vou the best advice. 

laird F. ilow? Are you mad, Thompson? A 
lawyer give good advice! 

Thom. The present possessor has beid the estate 
twenty years. 

Lord V, Not till to-morrow. I have lime still to 
make niy claim. How shall I act ! Shall 1 never 
leave this hotel i Has the builder been bere? 

Thom. No, my lord. 

Lord V. 1 can get nothing done. My whole life 
long I have been distracted with the multiplicity of 
my atluirs. 

Thom. And so, I am afraid, my lord, yon always 
will be. 

Lord V. WMiy so, sir? 

I'hom. Because }our lordship undertakes so 
much, ami does so little. 

laird V. So, he has not been here? 

Thom. No, iny lord. 

laird V. Nor the lawyers? 

Thom. No, iny lord. 

Lord V. Nor my steward? 

Thom. No, my lord. 

V. Nor Sir George? 

Th(,m. No, iny lord. 

lau'dV. Where is Lady Vibrate? Where is 
Lady Jane? Are they all in their graves? Have 
none of them .shewn signs of life yet? 

Thom. Not one. Your lordship is the only per- 
son in the family who begin your miseries so soon 
in H morning. 

Lord V, The crosses and cares that prey upon 
me are enough to make any man on earth mis ei i wl e. 

Thom. Pardon me, my lord, but if you would 
care less, both yourself and your servants would 
sleep the more. My lady cares for nothing t and 
she can sleep when she is in bed ; and sing, and 
dance, and laugh at your lordship's cares and feOH 
when she is up. 

Lord V, She will drive me mad. 
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Thom, Ah! Iiera the ii, «■ it were, for the 
paipofe. 

iMrd F. Tell Harry to admit (lie Doctor— No; 
notjuHtyet. Yes. In five minutes. I don't knov 
e[£dnf Thompson, 


when. 


Enter Lady Vibrate. 


Lady V, Upon my hononr, m^y lord, yon are the 
most insupportable person ima{;inable. Yon voci- 
ferate worse tbau the man who calls when mv car- 
riage stops the way. Is anybody dying? ts the 
house on fire? Is the world^at an end? 

Lord V, By the life jour ladyship leads, I shoold 
suj^ose it is pretty near. 

Lady V, You always give me such shocking 
head-ache-i of a morning. 

Lord V, You always give me such shocking 
heart-aches of an evening. 

Lady V, Did not I send to yon last night, to 
request your lordship would not disturb me? 

Lord K. It has been your ladyship's amusement 
to disturb me all your life. 

Lady V, Your lordship knows I love amuse- 
ment. 

Lord V. I have not slept a wink since. ^ 

Lad^ V, '^011 had slept quite enough before. 
Pray, bow lon^ are we to remain in this hotel? 
Your lordship shnuld remember, it is degrading for 
a man of rank to doze away life in the style of a 
colonel reduced It half-pay. 

Lord V, Your ladyship should remember, it b 
degrading for a woman of rauk to riot away life, 
and reduce her creditors to live withouit pay. 

Lady V, Pshal That is the old story. 

LordV, But it is a very true story. It is a 
great misfortune that persons so opposite should 
pair. 

Lady V, A terrible one, indeed. I am all gaiety 
and good buiiioor; you are all turmoil and lamen- 
tation. I sing, laugh, and welcome pleasure wbere- 
eyer I find \t ; you take your lantern to look for 
misery, which the sun itself cannot discover. 

XfOra V, I am ovei whelmed by crosses and vex- 
ations ; and you participate in none of them. 

lAidy V, No. Heaven be praised I 

Lord V, 'Will yon attend to me, my lady, for 
half-an-bour? 

Latfy V. Meroy ! Attend to yon for half-an-hour! 
You, my lord, may think proper to be as miserable 
as Job ; but 1 am not Job's wife. 

Lord V, I insist. Lady Vibrate, on a serious 
answer. How ought I to act? AYbat should I do, 
iu this law aflair? 

Lady V, I cannot tell what yon ought to do; but 
1 know what yon will do. 

LordV, Do you? What? 

Lady V. Nothing. 

Lord V, The recovery of this property would 
enable me to give my daughter a portion suitable to 
her rank. If it be lost, she will be almost destitute 
of fortune. ,, 

Lady V, Yon should have thought of that before, 
my loiS. 

* LordV, Before! Why, I have thought of nothing 
else for years. 1 have asked everybody’s advice. 

Lady r. And followed nobody’s. 

Lord F. It shall be so. The ejectment shall be 
served : proceedings shall commence. 

LadyV, Ha, ha, ha! 

Lam I My they shall. I am detefmined. 

Lady V, Ha, ha, ha! I knew you, my lord. 

Lord V, You know ! I say they shall, if it be 
rndja Improve that you know nothing of the matter. 

^ K. Ha, ha, ha! A pleasant motive! But 

Ifaat will not be strong enough. 

LoM V, But it will, my lady. 

F. Bat it won’t, my lora* 


EaOr Doctor GomRMitif, 

Lord F. I say it will, my lady. 

Lady F. I say won’t, my lord. 

Doctor, Coot morgen, to my coot lordt und my 
coot laty. 

Lord F. For heaven’s sake. Doctor, stop mv 
lady’s tongue. w 

Lady V, For heaven’s sake. Doctor, give my 
lord a quieting draught. 

Doctor, I shall do eferyting as vat yon desire, 
my coot lordt und my coot laty. 

Lord V, Can nothing silence you, Lady Vibrate? 
Shall I never have a quiet bearing? I wanted to 
talk with you and the Doctor on a thousand ihiugs. 

Lady v. Yes; you wish to have all the talk to 
yourself. 

Lord F, On the marriage of our daughter. 

Lady F. Oh ! with all my heart. A marriage, at 
least, begins with music, feasting, and dancing. So 
say on. 

^ Lord F. I am not yet deterniined in favour of 
Sir George. 

*\Lady V, But I am. ( Whih they speak, the Doctor 
gesticulates in favour tf each , ) 

Lord V, Mr. Delaval is an unobjectionable gen* 
tieman ; and he was the first suitor. 

Lady F. Sir George can sing ; Sir George can 
dance; Sir George has air, grace, fashion, and 
fortune. 

Lord F. Pslia! His best qualities are prndence, 
and attention to bis own concerns. Ask the 
Doctor. 

Doctor, lie has fery mosh prudence, mj coot 
lordt. 

Lady V, Ha, ha, ha! I vow, Sir George is the 
most airy, thoughtless, pleasant person living, 
except myself. 

Doetor, Ya, Sir Shorge is fery mobh pleasant; 
und my lalybhip is ferv mosh more pleasant. 

Lord V, Absurd. His humour is calm, cold, and 
serious. 

Doctor, Fery serious, inteed. 

Lady V, WiiitnsioBl, animated, delightful. 

Doctor, Fery animate, fery telightful, upon my 
vordt. 

Lord F. I never met a more discreet, sensible 
man in my life. 

Lady V, True: for be thinks of nothing hot his 
pleasures. 

Lord F. His afiairs, you mean. 

Lady V, I tell yon, my lord, be is exactly what 
I wish . the very soul of levity, whim, and laughter. 

Lord V, 1 tell you, my lady, be is exactly like 
myself; prudent, and full of sage hesitation. He 
considers before be acts. Does he not. Doctor? 

Doctor, Dat vas all yust as vat you say, my coot 
lordt. 

Lady V, He never considers at all. Does be. 
Doctor? 

Doctor, Dat vas all yust as vat yon say, my coot 
laty. 

Lord F. How so? We cannot both be right. 

Doctor. You shall please to make me parton, 
my coot lordt. Sair Stiorge vas all aa vat you say ; 
und all as vat my coot laty say. Mit my laty, he 
vas merry ; mit my lordt be was sad. Mit my laty 
he vas laugh, und vas siug, und vas tanoe ; nnd be 
vas make melancholy, und misery, nnd vas do all 
dat shall make agr^able mit my lordt. 

Lord V, Is be so variable? 

Doctor. Ya, be vas fery mosh comply ; fery mosh 
coot bumeur. He vas alvay make agrdable. Bote 
vas my lordtship und my latysbip nnow dat Mr. 
Delafal vas com from Italy? 

Lady F. Come where? To Eoglan^? 

Doetor, He Tis in de hoodh beloWt 1 fat tee 
und apeak mit his falet. 

Lord V. In tbit hotel? 
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Doctor > He vae yaet arrire, ond m demandt dat 
he bIirII see my lordtship ; oder my latyship. 

Lady V. 1 am Tery sorry he is here. He is a 
dau ot* the most disan^reeable kind, and shall not 
see me; and, I hope, my lord, you will no longer 
permit his addresses to Lady Jane. My word is 
given to Sir George. Come with me. Doctor. 

[^Exit with the Doctor, 

Enter Mr. Delaval. 

Del, Pardon me, ray lord, if I intrude with too 
little ceremony. Something, I hope, will be allowed 
to a mind much disturbed, and a heajt deeply 
wounded and impatieiit.to ease its pangs. 

Lord V. Wliicb way deeply wounded, Mr. De- 
JavaH 

Del. Gan your lordship ask? Was it not with 
your permisMion I paid my addresses to Lady Jane ? 
And was the ardour of my ailection or the extent 
of my hopes unknown? 

Lord r. Why, I did permit, and I did not. I 
had my doubts. * 

Del. My visits were daily, their purpose wi|^ 
declared, and I should imagine I suoke more re- 
spectfully to say, that you perraittea, tlian tliat ^u 
connived at them. 

Lord V, True : but still I had my doubts. 

Dol. Those doubts have stung me to the soul ; 
and 1 could wish you had expressed them more 
decidedly. * 

LordV, Impossible! Doubts here, doubts there, 
doubts everywhere. No rational man can be de- 
cided on any point whatever. My doubts are my 
continual plagues ; my whole life is consumed by 
them. 

Del. It appears, my lord, you have conquered 
them on one subject. i 

Lord V, Ay, indeed. I wish to heaven 1 had! 
What subject is that? , _ 

Del, You have alKanced your daughter to Sir 
George Versatile. 

tjordV, Humph! Yes, an^no. I have and I 
have not. 1 cannot determine. Sir George is a 
prudent man, his estate is large, and the Versatiles 
are an ancient race. But your family is ancient, 
^ou are prudent, and the wealth left by your uncle 
IS at least equal. What can I say? What can I 
do? I don’t know which to take nor which to re- 
fuse. I am everlastingly in these difficulties. I am 
harassed night and day by them ; they are the night- 
mare, they sit upon my bosom, oppress me, sulib- 
cate me. I cannot act. I cannot move. 

Del. This, my lord, may be an apology to your- 
self, but the consequence to me is misery. Your 
daughter lived in my heart; with her 1 had pro- 
mised myself ages of happiness; and had cherished 
a passion, impatient, perhaps, but ardent and pure 
us her own thoughts. Tlii« passion your conduct 
authorized. My fortune, my life, my soul, were 
devoted to her. * Mine was no light or wanton dal- 
liance; nor did 1 exiiect a light and wanton conduct 
from the noble family of which your lordship is the 
head. 

Lord F. JVbat do you mean, Mr. D4hval? I 
told you I was umlecided ; and so 1 am still. My 
lady, you know, was never much your friend. Sir 
George is her favourite. 

He?. And is Lady Jane equally changeable? 

Lord V. I don’t know. She is my daughter; and, 
judging by myself, I should suppose she is per- 
plexed and doubtful. She never, i believe, declared 
in ^ur favour. 

Del, Not expres^, my lord. She referred me 
to time and you. "ns true, 1 flattered myself her 
afleotions.were wholly mine. Should she prefer 
Sir George, or any other mao, be my feelings what 
they will, I am then silenoed. My heart could not 
be Hulisfied with cold compliance; oh! no; *ti8 of a 


different stfunp. I am told she is not at home. "'Z 
hope, however, ahe will not have the cruelty to 
deny me a last interview : till when 1 take my leave* 
Qnly sulTer me tef remark that, had you discovered 
in me any secret ^ice, any defects dangerous to the 
happiness of the woman I adore, you then were 
ju.slitied in your present conduct. But, if yon have 
no such accusation to prefer, 1 must do my feelings 
the violence to declare I cannot but think it highly 
unworthy of a man of honour. [HztL 

Loi^V. Mr. Delaval! Insolent! Highlv unwor- 
thy of a man of honour ! I will challenge him. He 
shall find whether I am a man of honour, or no. 1 
will challenge him. Harry ! 

Enter Harry. 

Harry. My lord. 

Lord V. Run, tell that Mr. Delaval— Hold — Yes, 
fly; tell him — Slay ; get me pen, ink,'end paper: 1 
will teach him to insult — No ; I will not do biofe'the 
honour to write. Order him back. 

Harry. Order who, my lord? 

Lord V. He shall give me satisfaction. In that, 
at least, I am determined. He shall give — And 
what is satisfaction? Is it to be run through m 
body 4 shot through the head? A^an may then, 
indeed, be said to be satisfied. I had ^rgotten mr 
doubts %n duelling. Tell my Iady*l wish to speak 
toiler. No- 

Horry. She is here, my lord. [Ezif* 

Hnter Lady Vibrate and Doctor Gosterman* 

• 

Lady V, JVhat is the matter, my lord? You 
seem to he even in a worse humour than usual. 

Jjord V, Mr. Delaval has treated me disrespect- 
fully* 

Lady V. Have not I a thousand times told you 
he is a disagreeable imperiiiient person? 

Lord V. Why, God forgive me, but I really find 
myself of your ladyship’s opinion. ’Tis a thing, I 
believe, that ne\er happened before. 

Lady V. And a thing, I believe, thSt will never 
happen again. I hope, my lord, you are now deter- 
mined in favour of Sir George. 

Lord V, Positively. Finally. I pledge my 
honour. 

Lady V. You hear, Doctor? 

Doctor. Ya, my cootlaty ; I vas hear. 

Lord V. I say, I pledge my honour. I autboriso 
yon, my lady, to deliver that message to the baro- 
net; and, that I may not have time to begin to 
Mould, L will instantly begone. £Rjn‘f. 

Lady V. This it> fortunate. 

Doctor, Oh! fei^ mosh fortunate; fery mosh.'’ 

Lady F. Had ^lr. Delaval married my daughter, 
we should have had a continual sermon on reason, 
common sense, and good order. Aud these imd 
such like antediluvian notions must have been in- 
troduced to our family. 

Doctor. Ah! dat shall be pad ; fery pad, inteeL 
my coot laty. 

Lady F. Now that Sir George is the man, the 
daugei^ia over. 

Doctor, Dat is oreat plessiug. 

Lady V. 9iit what, think yon, are my'daughter's 
thoughts? I fear she has a kind of esteem for De- 
laval. He was her first lover. 

Doctor. Ya; she vas fery mosh esteem Mr. De- 
lafal, my coot laty. 

Lady V* But I observe she listens with putt 
pleasure to the gay prattle of Sir George. 

Doctor. Ob! Fery oreat, inteet, my coot laty. 

Lady V. We must second the rising passion; for 
we must get rid of that solemn sir. 

Doctor. Dat vas all ynat aa vat you say, my coot 
laty. 

Lady V. Go to her, Doctor; convinee her how 
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intolerable it will be to bare a husband whom she 
cannot quarrel with nor reproach. Paint, in the 
most livelj^ colours, the stupid Ijfe she must lead 
with so reasonable a man. 

Doctor, I shall do efe^tin;; as vat shall make 
agreable, iny coot laty* >ny vay. ^ My laty, 

I vas your mosh oblishe fery ompie aairfaut. my 
laty. [Exeunt, 

ACT III. 

( 

• Scene 1,’^The Hall of the hotel. 

Lucy discovered, speaking to the Master of the hotel. 
Enter WiLLiaMs and Harry. 

Vrt/.«A11 yon say is very trae, Mr. Harry. Our 
masters suppose we have neither sense nor feeling , 
yet^exact everj'tbing that requires Che five senses 
in perfection. They expect we should know their 
meaning before they open their lips, yet won’t al- 
low we nave common understanding. 

Harry, More shame for them. 1 warrant, for 
all^hat, we can game, run in debt, get in drink, 
and be as proad and domineering us thcy,{tre for 
their lives. 

tVil, Yes, yc!s: let them but change plaices, and 
they would soon find out we could rise to their 
vices, and they could sink to ours, with all the ease 
imaginable. 

Harry, They have no such notion though, Mr. 
*Wiliiams. ’* 

ITi/. That is their vanity, Mr. Ha-ry. I have 
lived with Mr. Delaval ever since he returned from 
India ; and, though he is a good — {sees Lucy) — Eh ! 
surely, it must be her. Do you know that young 
woman, Mr. Harry? 

Harry, No; but I have heard a strange story 
about her. 

. WU. Ay, It is. — What — I am sure it is Lucy. — 
What strange story have you heagd? 

Harry. W hy, that she came here late last night 
with a young gentleman, now above, pretending to 
be his waiting-maid. 

WU, With a gentleman! {Aside,) Oh! the jilt! 

< Waiting-maid to a man ? 1 never beard of such a 
‘ thing. 

Harry, Nor anybody else. 

WU. {Aside.) The deceitful hussey I 

Harry. {Bell rings,) That's my ford’s bell: I 
told you he is never easy. I must go. 

wU, {Aside.) 1 am glad of it. By ail n^eaiis, 
Mr. Harry. Good day ! [Exit Harry,} Run away 
with a gentleman ! Oh! 

Xi^. {Coming forward.) 1 declare, there is Mr. 
Williams. 

WU, {Aside.) What a fool was 1 to believe she 
loved me I 

* Lucy, {Aside.) How my heart beats! Dear, 
dear! 1 could wish to speak to him; but then, if 
any barm should come of it! 

WU. (Aside.) She shkll nut escape me. 

Lucy, (Aside.) 1 should like to asft him how be 
does. But 1 must not betray my dear lady. 
(Going.) 

Wii. {Placing kimaelf in herway.) 1 beg pardon, 
madam. 

Lun, (Aside.) Does not be know me? 

WU. 1 thought I had seen you before ; bat 1 find 
rWEPtmistakeo.- 

Lum. (Aside.) What does be mean? 

W^ Von are very like a young woman I once 

ksevr. 

Zsira. (Aside.) How angry he looks ! 

*WiL But she was a modest, pretty behaved per- 
son ; and not an arrant Jilt. 

JGiiqp. Who is a jilt, Mr. Williams? ' 


WU. One Lnoy Langford, that I oonrled and 
promised to marry ; but I know better now. 


Lucy. You do, Mr. Williams? 
Wif. 1 1 


do, madam. 

Lucy. It is very well, Mr. Williams; it is very 
well. Pray, let me go about my basiuess. 

WU. Oh ! to be sure. 1 have no right to slop 
yon. 

Lucy. You have no right to speak to me as you 
do. Air. Williams. 

WU. No, no. Ha, ha, ha! I dare sny, 1 have 
not 

Lucy, No, YOU have not ; and so I beg you will 
let me pass. My niistress^-l mean — 

WU, Ay, ^ ; you mean your master. 

Lucy. Do If sir? Well, since you please to think 
so, so be it. 

WU. All the servants know it is u man. Would 
you deny it? 

Lucy. 1 deny nothing, Mr. Williams; and, if you 
are.niinded to make this an excuse for being as 
treacherons as the rest of your sex, yon are very 
/elcomc, Mr. Williams. 1 shall neither die nor 
cry at parting. 

I dare say not. The young gentleman above 
stairs will comfort you. 

Lucy. (Bursts into tears.) It is a base, false 
story. I have no young gentleman above stairs, nor 
below stairs neither, to comfort me ; and you ought 
fb know me better. 

Wit. Did you or did you not conic here last 
night? 

Xuc^. What of that? 

Wit. With ayoung gentleman? 

Lucy. No — Yes. Don’t ask me such questions. 

Wii. No. You are ashamed to answer them. 

* Maria appears above. 

Maria. Luef! 

Lucy. Ma’am — Sir? Coming, sir. 

Wit, There, there ! 1 will see what sort of a spark 
it is, however. • 

Lucu. (Struggling.) Be quiet, then. Keep away. 
You sha’n’t. 

Maria, (Descending.) What is the matter? Who 
is molestii^ you ? 

Lucy. (To Maria.) Go back, sir; go back. 

Wii, I will see, I am determined. 

Delaval appears at a room-door, 

Del. Williams! 

WU, I tell you, 1 will. (Looking at Maria.) Eh ! 
Bless me ! 

Maria. Why, Lucy— Mr. Williams! 

WU, My young lady, as 1 live! 

Del, Why do not you answer, Williams? 

WU, Coming, sir. 

Maria. Mercy ! It is my brother’s voice : what 
shall I do? 

Lucy. Hide your face with your handkerchief, 
madam. Pull down your hat. 

Maria, Pray, do not betray me. Air. Williams. 

Lucytfdt you do, I will never speak to you as 
long as 1 have breath to draw. 

Wit. How betray ? 

Lucy. Don’t say you know ns. Mind! Not for 
the world. [Exit with Afarta. 

Del, What is it you are about, Williams? 

WU. Nothing, sir. 

Del, W hat do you mean by nothing? Whom 
were yon wrangling with? 

Wit Me, sir? Wrangling, sir ? 

Del. Why are yon so confused? 

WU. Why, sir, 1—1 committed a Bmi^ mistake. 
1 was asking— asking after a gentlemaiiahat — ^that 
proved not to he a gentleman — that is, uot^not the 
gentleman that I aupposed. • 
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Dtl Wby did jroa not oome back with toar 
inessag;e ? Have you learut the addreaa of Sir 

OeoFTO? 

WiL Y^, sir; he lives in Upper Grosvenor- 
street ; his name on the door. 

Del. Well, be in the way. The day shall not 

? »ass before I see him. My own wronijrg I could 
bririve. He, it seems, is preferred ; and, perhaps, 

I have no right to complain : but for his injuries to 
my sister he shall render me a dear account. 

Wil. What can be the reason of Miss DelavaCs 
disguise 1 

Lucy, (Above.) Hist, hist! Mr. Williams! 

IViL Is it you? Oh! now I shall know. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. 

Lady Vibrate and Lady Jane discovered. 

Lady V, Really, daughter, I cannot understand 
you. • 

Lady /.No wonder, madam ; for 1 do not half 
underAland myself. * 

Lady V. Is it possible yon can hesitate? The 
good-hnmour and complaisance of Sir George might 
CB|)ttvute any woman. 

Ijady J. They are very engaging, but they are 
dangerous. 

J^ly V. Which way? 

Lady J. His character is too pliant. If otheTs 
are merry, so is he: if they are sad, lie is the same. 
Their joys and sorrows play upon his countenance ; 
but, though they may slightly graze, they do not 
penetrate his heart. Even #bile he relieves, be 
scarcely feels them. 

Lady V, Psha! He is a delightfnl man. 

Lady J. I grant he does his utmost. But it is 
a folly to be the slai e even of an endeavour to 
please. 

jAuly V, Ha, ha, ha! Upon my honour, you are 
a whimsical young lady. Afraid of marrying a man 
because of his assiduous endeavours to please ! As 
if that were a husband’s failing! You can prefer 
no such accusation against Mr. Delaval. 

Lady /. I own he is of a very diflerent charac- 
ter. Firm and inflexible, he imagines be bakes vir- 
tue his rule and reason liis guide. 

Lady V. Firm, indeed! No, no: ferocious, ob- 
stinate, perverse. Sir George tries to be agreeable, 
and is successful ; Mr. Delaval has no fear of of- 
fending, and does not miss his aim. 

iMdyJ. Heaven help os! We all have fanlts and 
follies enough. 

Lady V, Mr. Delaval never was approved by 
me ; and this morning he has insnlted your father. 

iMdy J, Insulted ! How do you mean, madam ? 
Mr. Delaval is abroad. Has be written I 
Lady V» No. He is here. 

Lady J. Here! And bas lie noi thought proper 
to let me know of his arrival ? 

Lady V. No, no. The haughty gentleman has 
only thought pro|)er to reproach Lord Vibrate for 
Admitting the pretensions of Sir George. He ^s too 
proud to ^iidure a competitor. 

Lady/. Indeed ! Such pride is the very way 
to insure his competitor success. Insnlted my 
btW! 

Lady V. I will leave you to judge bow deeply, 
when I tell you that, fluctuating and undecided as 
Lord Vibrate always is, be was so ofl’cuded that be 
pledged bis honour in favour of Sir George. 

Lady V. Insult my father, and not deign to let 
me know of his arrival. 

Lady V. I hope, when Sir George comes, you 
will adn^ him. 

Lady J. Certainly, madam; certainly. 

Lady V. And that Mr. Delaval will ue denied. 
La 4 AMd glTt inyitir bo aooetra 


about that; the genUomon will sot even take the 
trouble to send np I& name. 

Lady V. f ambled you feel it properly. 

* Lac^ /. Pardon me, madam, I will not oonde- 
scend to feel it iif the least. It shall not allect me ; 
no, not for a moment. I had, indeed, conceived a 
very diflerent opinion of Mr. Delaval. I am glad 
I have discovered my error before it is too late. I 
could not have believed it possible. Bui R shall 
not disturb me. It shall give me no uneastrtesa. I 
will keep myself perfectly cool and unconcerned, 
and — ungenerous, unfeeling man ! [Exit. 

Lady V. She is delightfully piqued, and Sir 
George will succeed. 

Sir O. ( lYitkoui.) Are the ladies above? 

Foot. ( JVitAout.) Yes, sir. 

Lady V. I hear him. The very sound of hia 
voice inspires mirth. ^ 

Enter StR GeOROE VERSATILE. 

Sir G. Ah ! my dear lady. 

Lady V. I am infinitely glad to see you. Sir 
George ; you are come at a lucky moment. 

Sir G. Is, then, my fate decided? ^ 

Lady V. It is, it is. ^ 

Esrjfr. Happy tidings! * 

LaduV. Biiriirst tell me — » 

Sh' G. An V thing — everything. Speak. 

Lady V. Are you not of my opinion? 

Sir G. To be sure I am. What is it? 

Liuly V. Tint pleasure is the bnsiness of Ufa* 

Sir G. Oh! beyond all doubt. 

J^y V. That inspecting acconnts-^ 

Sir G. la vulgar drudgery. 

Lodfj^ V. And looking after oar affairs — 

Sir G, A vile loss of time. 

Lady V. That care in the face denotes — 

Sir G. The owner a fool. 

Lady V. And that sorrow is a vwrj ridionlow 
thing. 

$Sir G. Fit only to excite langhter. 

Lady V. Why, then. Sir George^ I ani ydkr 
friend. 

Sir G. Ten thousand thousand thanks ! Bolt 
what says mv lord ! 

Lady V. Would you believe it? He consents, 
has pledged bis honour, and sent the message by 
me. 

Sir G. Rapture, enebantmeut! 

Lady Y, Yes. The reigo of pleasure is about to 
begin. 

Sir G. Light, free, and fantastic; dancing oa 
eternal round. 

Lady K. No domestic troubles — 

Sir G. No grave looks. 

Lady V. No serious thoughts — 

Sit' G. We will never thuik at all. 

Lady V. N-o cares, no frowns. 

Sir G. None, none, by heavens, none ! It shall 
be spring and sunshine all the year. 

Lady V. Then our appearance in public ! 

^ir G. Splendid, dazzling! Driving to the 
opera! 

Loify F.'^Bressing for Ranelagh. 

Sir O. A phaeton to-day. 

Lady F.*A carriole to-morrow* 

Sir G, Dash over the dowQS of Piccadilly, de- 
scend the heights of St. James’s, make the tour of 
Pall-Mall, coaht Whitehall— 

Lady V. Back again to Bond-street — 

Sir O. Scour the squares, ihundor at the 4oora. 
Lady V, How do yoa do? How do you do? 
How do you do? 

Sir O. And away we nttle, till atone walls are 
but gliding sligdows, and the whole world a galaoty 
shew. 

Lady V. You are a cbamiDg maa^ Sir Geqrfai 
andj^ Jaaa if yofr*f» V< 
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Sir <7. My dear lady,*yoafjrordfl inspire roe : T 
am all air, spirit, sonl! I trdllt the milky way, and 
step open the stars. * , 

Laay V. Bnt yoo must not, before the marriage, 
talk thos to Lord Vibrate. Silly man I He and yon 
will never agree. 

Sir G. On! yes, bat we shall. like his 

hninour. 

LasMV. Do yoa? 

SirO. Prodigiously. Whenever I am in liis 
company, I am as grave as Good Friday. 

Lady V, Indeed! 

Sir G. He is full of sage reflection : so am I. 
Doobtful of everything: so am I. Anxious for the 

S resent, provident for tho future: so am I. Over- 
owing with prudential maxims ; s^teniious, sen- 
timental, and solemn : so am I. 

^ Lady P. Yoo Benliineniall 

fir G. ,As grace before meat in the mouth of an 
alderman. 

Lady V. You solemn! 

Sir &. As the black patch on a judge's wig. 
Lady V. I must tell you, Sir George, I hate sen- 
tbimt. 

air G. Oh ! .so do I. 

Lady V, Solemnity is all a farce. 

Sir G. And Uiose that act it biifloons. know 
it. 

/lorfy V. I love mirth; pleasantry — 

Sir G. Humour, whhii, wit, feasting, revelry, 
abdut, song, dance, and joke. So do I, so do I, so 
do„I ! , 

Lady V. The very mention of duties and cares 
makes me splenetic. ' 

Sir G. Curse catch duties! I hate them. Give 
me life, the wide world, the fair sun, and the free 
air. 

Lady V. I say, give me midnight, the rattling 
of chariot-wheels, and the light<^d flambeau. 

Sir G. Ay, n rout ! A crash of coaches — a lane 
offootmen — a blazing stair-case — a squeeze through 
the antichamher — card- tables — wax -lights — patent 
lamps — Bath stoves and suflbcation! Oh, lord! 
oh, lord! 

Lady V. Exquisite ! You are a delightful man. 
Sir G. Am I ? 

Lad^ V, You entir perfectly into all my ideas. 
SirO. Do I? 

Lady V. And describe them even better than I 
hiyseir can. 

Sir G. Oh ! my dear lady. 

' Loify V. Yes, yon do. 

Sir G. No, no. 

Lad^ V. Bht, then — Ha, ha, lia!— That yon 
should be able to fall in with my lord’s absurdities 
so readily ! 

Sir Q. Nothing more easy : I have one fnfallible 
role to please all tempers. 1 learnt it of our friend 
the Dtmtor. 

, jLmly V. Sore! What is that? 

Sir G. I prove that everybody is always in the 
right. 

Lt^ V. Prove my fansband to be w tbe^rigbt. 
Do, if yon can. ^ 

Sir G. My lord loves to be restless,^ and doubt- 
ful, and distressed; he delights in teasing and tor- 
menting himself; and why should 1 interrnpt his 
pleasures? 

Lady V, Ha, ha, ha ! Very true. 

Sir G. I fall in with his humour. I shew him 
fabWsttl^al it is; aflbrd him new arguments of 
l|i|flODtent, and encourage him to be miserable. 
^Lndy V. Ha, ha, lia! Oh ! you malicious devil! 
SirO, My dear lady, you mistake : I do it from 
pure compassion. It makes him happy. Every 
obUd^e|i|niiNfl the squeaking of its own trumpet; 
abA ahaniykanFe the cruelty to break the toy ? A 
weR-bisfl^tiifOB is eantiohs'siiever to contradict. 


It ig become a very essential requisite to say ay 
and BO in the most complying manner possible. 

Lady V. Ah 1 Sir George, you are one of the dear 
inimitable few. ^ , 

Sir G. Only a copy of your charming self. 

Lady V, Vou and I must totally reform our 
stupid family. Amusement shall be our perpetual 
occupation. 

Sir G. Day and night. 

Lady K, We will commence with your marriage. 
It shall be a splendid one. 

i^tVG. A rete, a concert, a ball! The whole 
town shall ring with it. 

Lady V. I hate a private wedding. A small se- 
lect party is my aversion. 

Sir G. Ob ! nothing is so insipid I Pleasure can- 
not be calm. 

Lady V. I wish to be seen, and heard — 

Sir G, And talked of, and paragraphed, and 

f trai'^ed, and blamed, and admired, and envied, and 
audied at, and imitated! 

Lady V. I live but in a crowd. 

Sir G. Give me hurry, noise, embarrassment — 
Lady V, Confusion, disorder — 

Sir G. Tumult, tempest, uproar, elbowing, 
squeezing, pressing, pushing, squeaking, squalling, 
fainting I 

Lady V. Exquisite! transporting! 

0 ,Sir G. Y’ou remember 1 receive masks this 
evening. 

Lady V. Can I forget? 

Sir G. You will be there? 

Lady V. There ! ^y ; though I should come in 
my coffin. 

Sir G, Ha, ha, ha! An excellent idea! I never 
yet saw a mask in the character of a memeftto ntori. 

Lady V, Ah ! Turn about, and you will see a 
memento mori without a mask ! 

Sir G. What, my lord ? 

Lord V, ( Without.) I cannot tell. I will consi- 
der, and send an answer. 

Lndtf V. Here he comes, to intermpt onr de- 
lightful dreams ; a very antidote to mirth and plea- 
sure. He will give you a full dose of the dismals. 
But you ipust stsiy and speak to him. Reinemher, 
his honour is pledged : insist upon that. I pity, 
but cannot relieve you. 

Enter Lord Vidrate. 

Lord V, I have been too sudden. I ongiit not 
to have pledged my honour. This is the conse- 

S ueuce of hasty determination; of not doubting 
efore we decide. Shall I never correct myself of 
that fault? {Sees Sir George, They look full at 
each other, tilt Sir George catches the same ^iamdl 
kind of countenance,) Ah! Sir George, here am 
I, brimful of anxiety and turmoil ! 

I Sir G, Alas ! man was born to trouble. 

I Lord V, Perplexed on every side ; thwarted in 
I every plan : no domestic comfort, no friend to 
grieve with me, no creature to share my miseries. 
Sir G. Melancholy case ! 

Lord V, One crossing mo, UDOthcr blaming me, 
and niy wife driving me mad! 

Sir G, Distressing situation! 

Lord V, My cares laughed at, my vigilance 
mocked, my sufterinra insulted ! And why? Be- 
cause I am cautious ! because I doubt ! because I 
am provident ! What is man without money ? 

Sir G. A foontain without water. 

Lord V, A clock without a dial. 

Sir G, What is it that buys respect, and honour, 
and power, and privilege, and booses, and lands, 
and wit, and beauty, and learning, and |||fds, aod 
commons, and — 

Lord V, Why money!— TiMR the manners of 
ibis diesipated age— ' X. ' ' ' 
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Sir O, They are frnlj shocking! They-Hfcbej— 
they are absurd, ridiculous, odious, abominable. 
lA>rd K. And to nvhat do Ihejf lead ? 

Sir O. To everything that is horrid ! To loss of 
peace, loss of property, loss of principle, loss of 
respect ; bankruptcy, ruin, contempt, disease, and 
death ! 

Lord V. (Aside,) Yes, yes: he’stheman! I do 
not think I repent. Heaven be praised ! Sir George, 
you are a man of understanding; an economist. 
You will regulate your family and affairs to my 
heart’s content. 

Sir G. Oh ! it shall be my study; my daily prac- 
tice, my duty, my delight! 

Lord V, You make me happy. And yet I can- 
not but wonder, being so rational a man, how you 
and my lady should agree so well. 

Sir G. Dear, my lord, why so ? Women are the 
most manageable good creatures upon earth. 

Lord V. Women good ? 

Sir G. Indubitably ; when they are pleased/ 
Lord V, So they say is the devil. ^ 

Sir G. The sweet angels deserve to be hu- 
moured. Their smiles are so enchanting ! Asid, 
should they fiown, who can be angry when we 
know the dear wayward sirens will only look the 
more bewitching, as soon as they are out of their 
pouts '! 1 1 is so delightful to see the son breaking 
from behind a cloud. • 

Lord V, Psha ! When a woman begins to grow 
old — 

Sir G. Hush! The sun — the snn never grows 
old. I grant you that, formerly, there used to be 
old women ; but there are none now ! 

Lord Then you think me a fool for being 
wretched at iny wife’?, thoughtlessness, caprice, 
and impertinence ? 

■ Sir U, No, 1 don’t. Every body tells us that 
wives were born to be the plague of their liuslmndn. 
/.ord V, And mine is the greatest of plagues! 

Sir G, Wliat is a wife’s duty ! To obey her lord 
and master. ’Tis her marriai^e promise, and the law 
binds her to it. She i^ the minister of his pleasures, 
the handmaid of his wants, bis goods, bis chattels, 
his vendible property. 

Lord V, Ay ; we find the husband may take the 
wife to market in a halter. 

Sir G. In which 1 should hope he would after' 
ward hang himself! 

lAJrd V, My lady thinks of nothing but revelling, 
and racketing, and turning the world upside down ! 
.Vir G, ’Tis a great pity. j 

Lord V, Her tongue is my torment. | 

Sir G. The perpetual motion! It never ceases. 
Lord F. Then how can you like her company? 
Sir G, She is nut my wife. 

Lord V, No, or you would not be sneh good 
friends. Did she say anything oooceriiiog the 
marriage ? 

Sir u. Oh * yes. She delivered your lordship’s 
kind message. 

Lord V, Wlint, that I had pledged my honour? 
Sir G. Irrevocably. 

Xord V, I was very rash. Hasty resolutions 
bring long repentance. She insists that the nuptials 
shall be public. 

Sir G. Does she, indeed ! 

Lord V. For my part, I hateany display of vanity. 
Sir G. It is extremely ridicnlous ! What would 
our ostentation, pomp, and magnificence be, but 
advertising ourselves to the world as fools and 
coxcombs? 

Lord V. Is that a rational use of money? 

Sir G. Should it not be applied to relieve the 
aged, coinfbrt the poor, succour the distressed — 
Lord V. What? 

Sir G, Reward inerU* encourage industry, and 
promote the public gooift? 


Lord V, Promote ft farce! 

Sir G, Very true^ the public good is a farce ! 

. Lord V, The true use of money is to defend our 
rights— 

Sir G, Reyen|;e our wrongs, purchase for tlio 
' present, provide fqr the future, secure power, buy 
friendii, bid defiance to enemies, and lead the world 
in a strii^! 

Lord Y. Ay ; now you talk sense, ift, if I 
Bfaou|jd consent, the wedding shall be private. 

Sir G. Calm ; tranquil ! 

Lord F. No feasting. 

Sir G. No dancing, no music, no pantomime 
pleasures ; but all silent, serene, pure, and undis- 
turbed. 

Lord F. We will just invite a select party. 

Sir G. A chosen few. 

Lord V, None but our real and sincere friends. . 

Sir G. Aud then we shall be sure the house will 
bold them. 

Enter IIarry. 

Harry, My lord, the builder desires to know if 
yon will sec him ? f > 

Lord F. 1 am coming. I will be with him in ivo 
niinul4>i». * 

Hairy, He says he can stay no Jon^r. 

Lor^ V, Then let him go. ‘ 1 will be with him 
presently. 

Harry, The lawyers have sent word they ase' 
wailing for your lordship, at Counsellor Denmr’ft 
chatiihers. 

LBrd F. Very well. There let them wait. The 
law is slow, Band every man ought to be slow who 
is going to law. Come with me. Sir George; I 
liav€' huiiie papers to consult you upon. 

Harry. The tradespeople, too, are below. * 

Lord V. Thus it is: I am eternally besieged 5 I 
never have a moment to myself. 

Harry, This is the teiitli lime they have been 
here, by your lordship's own appointment. 

LotdV, What of that? . 

Harry, They are become quite snrly. They all 
abu-e me : and some of them don’t spare yonr 
lordship. 

Ldtrd V, Do yon hear. Sir George? 

Sir G. Oh, shocking ' Your tradespeople are a 
.sad, unreasonable set. Yoo cannot ooovinoe them 
that, if we were to keep our own appoinlinenta, be 
punctual ill our payments, and know what we da 
want, and what we do not, we should no longer be 
persons of fashion. 

£nfer Thompson. 

Thom. T am just come from the lawyers, nj 
lord. The courts arc sitting, their clients waiting; 
and if yonr lordship do not go immediately, they 
will be gone. 

Lord V, Very true ; and this last opportuaitj 
of serving an ejectment will be lost. 1 have ft 
thousand things to attend to. AVould you be kind 
eiioagli, Sir George, to go and — Hold ! no ; I doo’t 
know wjiat to do! The estate is valuable : but law 
is damnable. I may lose the cause : it may cost 
even more \|ian it is worth. AVrits of error!— 
Brought into Chancery ! — Carried up to the Lords! 

Sir G, Then the stupidity of juries ; the fietioos 
of law; tlie chicanery of lawyers, their triokiog, 
twisting, torning, lying, wrangling, browbetUng^ 
cajoling ! 

Lord V. Their frauds, conusions, peijuries, reb^ 
beries— 

Sir G. Ay ! Detinue, replevin, plea, imparfanoe^ 
replication, rejoinder, rebutter, surrejoinder, sur* 
reoullcr, demurrer — 

Lot'd F. Take breath! We ought both to demur: 
for it is the devil’s dance, and both idftfoUff and 
defebdani are obliged to pay the piper. H &tiftuf . 
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ACT IV. 


Scene I.— Tfte Aparimuds o^Lord Vibrate. , 

Lady Jane, her Woman, Doctor Gosterman, 
and a Footman, discovered, 

LadpJ, {To Footfoan.) Tell the yonng genlle- 
nan I wait his pleasure. [Exit FootuMiH.] It is 
▼erj siogular ! men, I believe, do not often Iravel 
attended by waiting-maids ! 

Doctor, Dat is de mystery, my Laty Shane. 

Lady J, What can he want to say to me ? 

Doctor, Dat is de more mystery, my Laty Shane. 
He vas fery mosh young, und fery ihosh handsome, 
ond he hai fery mosh make fall in lofe mit you, my 
LaU Shane. 

Nonsense! 

Dot^or, Hy Laty Shane was so full of de beauty, 
dat you vas make sliarm efery (fody, my Laly 
Shane! Und as your name vas make mention, iny 
Lot? Shane, hs vas all so pale as deaths ! 

'^bady J. (Aside to her Woman,) You are sure, 
|ton say, Mr. Delaval made inquiries, and sent up 
his name 1 * t 

Woman, ^Ayart to Lady J.) La! iny lady, 
eonld yon think he would not? I saw him before 
' ten o’clock*, just as yooeent me where I was kept 
long. And, goodness! had you beheld what a 
jAdting he was in ! 1 warrant you, my lady, he 
a hundred and a hundred questions in a 
breath, and all about you ! * 

' Lady J, Well, go how where I desired you. 
Woinaa. Yes, my lady. ££jri/. 

Enfir a Footman, who introduces MariA, and exit. 


. (Aside,) Why do I tremble thus? 

Latfy J, (To Doctor.) What a charming coun- 
tenance ! 

Doctor, Oh ! fery mosh sharraing ! 

Lady J, How prepossessing bis appearance ! 

Doctor, Ya; be vas fery mosh possess. 

Re-enier Footman, 

Foot, Sir George has sent this domino and mask 
to know if they meet your ladyship’s approbation. 

. Lady J, Ha, ha, ha! Italian refinement, copied 
lifter some Venetian cioisbeo. Put them down. 

Maria, (Aside, Regarding the domino and mask,) 
Here bis presents, and here his affeciions are now 
directed ! How shall I support the scene? 

Lady J, Yon wish, sir, to speak to me. 

Maria. (Faltering.) Embarrassed by the liberty 
1 have taken — 

Ladu J, Let me request you to waive all apology, 
and tell me which way I can oblige or serve yon. 

Maria, Yon are acquainted with Sir George — I — 
jrou — Pra^ pardon me. 1 am overcome. My spirits 
ore so agitated— 

LadyJ, (Reaching a chair.) Sit down, sir. JTou 
ore unwell. Bless me! Doctor — 

Doctor, (To Lady J,) I was tell my Laty Shane 
va't it vas. — Here, sair, you shroell mit dat elixir ; 
und I shall make your neck-bandt tid loose und — 
(Going to loosen her neckcloth.) 

Maria, (Alarmed.) Pray, forbear! 

Doctor. (Aside. Imitates a woman.) Ah, ha! 
Der teufel ! he vas a vomans! 

Lady J. Are you better? 
y JHaria. A moment’s air. (Goes to the window,) 

Dociw, (Aside.) Dat vas de someting mystery! 
' Maria, (To LadyJ.) If yon would indulge roe a 
few minutes in private — 

Lady By all meons. Doclor— ( Whispers.) 

Doctor,' Ya, ya; my Laty Shane, 1 vas nnter- 
rtondU^liod 1 ym do efery ting as vat shall make 


arable. Dat is myr Tay.--Sa]r, I vas your mosh 
oblisbe fery omple sairfant, sair. I vas nnterstandt. 
My Laty Snane, I vas your mosh oblishe fery om- 
ple sairfant, my Laty Shane. — (Aside.) Ha, ha! 

[Exit. 

Lodjf /. Take courage, sir. 

^ Maria, I am unequal to the task. This disguise 
sits ill uTOn me. 

Lady J, What disguise? 

Maria. I am not what 1 seem. I — 

Lady J. Speak! 

Maria, I am a woman. 

LadyJ, Heavens! 

Maria, Distressed— 

ZndyJ. By poverty? 

MSria. Oh ! no ; 1 come to olaim your ooonstl. 

Lady J, In what way ? ^ 

Maria. To prevent mischief— the shedding of 
blood. 

Ltriy J, The shedding of blood ? 

Sir G, ( Without.) 1 will be with you again pre- 
sently, my lady. 

* Marta. Mercy ! it is Sir George! What shall I 
do^? He must not see me! This way — (Puts on the 
domino and mask.) Aid me, dear lady, to conceal 
myself ; and excuse conduct which 1 cannot now 
explain. ( Retires. ) 

Lady J. Depend noon me, madam. — (Aside.) 
I^his is as unaccountable as it is alarming ! 

Enter Sir George Versatile. 

Sir G. I come, my charming Lady Jane, flying, 
and full of business, to consult you on a thousand 
important affairs ! 

Lady J, Surely ! What are they ? 

Sir O. Upon my soul, I don't know! 

LadyJ. Heyday ! 

Sir G, They have every one slipped my memory. 

l. 4 idyJ. Miraculous! 

Sir G. Whenever I have the inexpressible plea- 
sure of enjoying your smiles, I can think of uotbing 
else. 

Maria. (Aside.) Perjured man! 

iMdyJ. My smiles! Ha, ha, ha! What if I 
should happen to frown? 

Sir G. Impossible ! No lowering clouds of dis- 
content dare ever shade the heavenly brightness of 
your brow. 

Maria. (Aside.) Oh ! 

Lady J.^ Very prettily said, upon my word. 
I learn it? 

tis pore inspiration, and you 


Where did you learn it? 
Sir G. FrooLyou: ’tis 


are my mase. 


^ J. No ; !|is a flight beyond me. I love 
plain prose. 

Sir O. So do I. A mere common-place, matter- 
of-fact man, I ! The weather ; the time of the day ; 
the history of where I dined last ; the names and 
titles of the company ; the dishes brought to table ; 
the health, sickness, death, birth, and marriage, 
of my Boonaintance ; and auch like toothpick topics 
for me! I am as literal in my narratives as any 
towm-crier, and repeat them as often. 

Lady J. Yeti suould wish to talk a little com- 
mon sense. * 

Sir G, Ob ! so should I, I assure you : I am for 
pros and cons, and whys and wherefores. Your 
Aristolles, and Piatos, and .Senecas, and Catos, are 
my delight; I honour their precepts, venerate their 
cogitations, and adore the length of their beards I— 
which luckily reminds me of the masquerade. Is 
my domino to your taste ? 

LadyJ, Ha, ha, ha! Antlent sages, domiiioB^ 
and taste ! 

Sir G. Did you not notice the oolonv? 

latdyJ, Ob! the taste of a dotnino is in its 
colour ? 

Sir G. Why, no; b«t tlM i»ay be meaniog. 
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Lady J, Explain. 

Sir O, Mine Ih saflron* 

LadyJ. Whatof thnl? 

Sir (r. Cruel question !— Hjmcn and his robe. 
Lady J- Oh ! oli ! 

Maria, {Aside,) She is pleased with his perfidj. 
Lady J, A very significant riddle, truly ! 

Maria. {Admmces.) Are you so soon to be mar- 
ried, sir? 

Sir G, Bless me! Lady Jane, what frolicsome 

g entleman is this? In masquerade so early, and niy 
omino I 

Maria. Permit me once more to ask, if you are 
soon to be married I 

Sir G, Your question, .sir, is improperly ad- 
dressed. Put it, if you please, to that lady. 

Maria. {Asida to Sir G.) Is that the lady to 
whom the question ought to he put? 

Sir G. {Aside.) What does he mean ’ Will you 
indulge me, sir, by taking otf that mask ? 

Maria. No, sir. * • 

*S'ir G. "'I'is mine; and I am induced to claim it, 
from the great curiosity T have to see your face. ' 
Maria, Do you not adore this la<ly ! 

Sir G. (Asid‘'.) An odd question ! —More tiran 
lauguai^e can express. 

Maria, (Aside.) Oh, falsehood! — Then I put 
myself under her protfxiion. 

Sir G. You know guardian angels when von se^ 
them. Pray, however, let us become acquainted. 
Maria. For wliat reason? 

Sir G. ’Twould gratify me. 1 should like you. 
Maria. Oh ! no. 

Sir G. I certainly should. There is something 
of^athos and music in your voice, which — which — 

1 never lieaid hut one to o'qual it. 

Jlfarm. And whose voue wa.s that.' 

Sir G, Oh ! that— that wa> u voice so ingenuou;i, 
so affectionate, so fascinating — 

MariSh Bui whose voire was it? 

Lady J. (Aside.) What does this menu? 

Maiia. Tell me, and you shall sec iiiy face. 
lAidyJ, (A Aide.) Astonishing! 

Sir G. 1 must not, J dure not — I shall never 
hear it more ’ 

Maria. (Aside.) My feelings so overpower me, I 
shall betray myself. — (To Lady J.) Permit me to 
retire. 

Ludy J. You have alarmed and strangely moved 
me ! 1 hope you will return? 

Maria. Oh 1 yes ; and most happy to have your 
permission. 

Sir G, M’liy do they whisper? — ( To jl/oria, go- 
ittg.) Will you not let me know who you are ? 
Maria, No. 

SirG. Why? 

Maria. Because — I am one y ou do not love. 

Sir G. One f do not love! 

LadyJ, (^Aside.) This is iiicomprebeustble ! 

Re-enter M a ill a, hastily. 

Maria. {AjmiI to Lady J.) Oh, madam! 

Lady J. What more is the mailer 1 
. Maria, l^r your life, do not mention Uie names 
of either of these gentlemen to the other! 

Lady d. W' hat genllcmcn'l ' 

Maria, lie is coming ! They do not personally 
know each other: if they should, there would be 
murder! 1 dare not stay. For the love of God, 
beware ! 

Enter Di:laval. 

. Str O. (Colling.) Harkye! sir, come back ! My 
domino! I shall want it in an hour or so. — W'ho 
have we here ? 

Del. (Agiiaied.) Your ladyship's very humble 
servant. 

' Lady J, Oh! How do you do ? How do you do ? ' 
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(Aside.) Who oan that lady be? She knows them 
both, it seems ; and knows their rivalship ! Her 
terror is contagiofis ! Is their- hatred so deadly? 1 
stiall certainly betray them to each other. 

Del. (Aside. ) What a strange behaviour she pats 
oil! Does she affect to overlook me? (Seeing Sir 
Gcorye.) Who is this? 

Lady J, Arc you just arrived? 

Del, This very morning : sooner, 1 feir« than — 
than was desired. 

LadyJ. Do you think so? fTo SirQ.) Why 
don't you go to Lady Vibrate? She is waiting. 

Sir G. ’Tis the fate of forty. 

LadyJ. What? 

Sir tr. To wait. — (Looking at Delaval. — Aside.) 
Who can this suark be, that she wants me gone?— 
Pray, what is the name of the youtf^ that has made 
BO free with niy domino and mask ? 

Lady J. I really don’t know. 

Sir G. Don’t know ! 

LadyJ. 1 can’t answer questions at present. 1 
am flurried ; out of humour — 

Del, I fear, at my iiilrasion. 

lAuiy'J. I wish you had come at anuther time. 

Del. I expected my visit would he unwelcome: 
let mesrequest, however, to say a few words. 

Lady^. Well, well; another tyne,^! tell yon: 
will 11 1 am alone. 

SirG. (Aside.) Oh! ho! 

Del. 1’hey were meant for your private ear. > 

SirG. (Aside.) Were they so? 

D^. (/Iside.) By her confusion and his manner, 
I suspect this to be the base betrayer of my sister’s 
peace : the ffian, whose bare image makes my heart 
sicken, and my blood recoil. 

LadyJ. Will neither of Uiem go? — 

Whv do you loiter here, Sir Ge— (Coughs.) 

SirG. I must stay till the gentleman brion back 
my domino and mask, you know. — (Aside.) I’ll 
not leave them. 

Dtl. (.45ide.') 1 am persuaded it is he.«-£xoase 
me, sir; would you indulge me with the favour of 
your name? 

Sir G. My name, sir ! My name is — 

Lady J. ( Aside to Sir G.) Hush \ don’t tell it. 

Sir G. ( To Lady /, ) W by not ? 

Lady J. I insist upon it! * 

Sir G, Nay, then — My name, sir, is every pretty 
name. Pray, what is yours? 

Del. (Aside.) Yes, yes; it must he he. — Have 
you any reason to be ashamed of it ! 

• Sir G, Sir i Did you please to speak? Upon my 
honoui, yon are a very polite, pleasant person. 

Del. (Aside.) If I should be mistaken. — I ac- 
knowledge, sir, there is but one man, whose name 
1 do, but whose- person 1 do not know, to whom 
that question would not have been rude in the ex- 
treme. Should you not Be the fum, I ask jonr 
pardon. 

Sir G, Should 1 not ! Sir, that I may be sure 1 
am not, allow me to ask his name. 

Del. His naiiie.i.s — 

LadyJ. (Screams.) Oh! 

Del, Good heavens ! 

Sir G. W^hat has happened ? 

Del. Are you ill ? 

Sir G. I.S it cramp, or spasm ? 

Del. Surely, vou have broken a blood- v esstd ? 

Sir G. Shall t run for a physician? 

LadyJ, Instantly. 

Sir Cr. 1 fly ! Yet I mast not leave yon. 

Lady J. No delay, if von value my life. 

Del. Voiir life! 1 will go. 

LadyJ. (Detaining him.) No, no. 

Sir G. 1 fly! I fly! [£!v»f» 

Enter Lady Jane's Woman. 

IFomoa. Dear, my lady, what ie the matter? 
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Jdtiy /• Lead me direotlj to mj own room. 

Jle/. Shall 1 carry yoal 

'LadyJ, No; only.ffive me yoerarm, end come 
with me. I want to talk to you. 1 wish to herr 
what yoa have to say. — {Aaid^^io her Woman,) 
'When Sir George comes back, tell him I am partly 
recovered, but iimst not be disturbed. It is my 
positive order. 

Del, (Aside.) What does she whisper? 

LadyJ, Stay ! The doctor may come in; but not 
Sir George. Mind, on your life ! not Sir Geo*ge. — 
Come, sir. 

Del. (Amde.) This sadden change is mysterious. 

. Lady J, Come, come. [ mith Delaval. 

Woman, 1 purtest, it has pot me in such a flus- 
ter, that 1 am quite all of a twitter ! 

Enter Sir George Versatile, followed by 
Doctor Gostluman. 

Sir O, Gome along, Doctor U Make haste ! — 
Where is Lady Jane? 

Woman. In her own room. 

Sir G. Is she worse? 

IToman. No, sir ; much better. But she mast 
nbt be disturbed. 

Sir G. Nay, nay ; 1 must see her. * 
Woman, fiideea, sir, I can let nobody iihbut the 
Doctor. 

Sir G, 'Why so ? Is not the gentleman I left here 
now with her? 

Woman, I suppose so, sir. 

Sir G. And I not admitted? 

Woman. On no aooonnt whatever. 

Sir O. He allowed, and I excladed ! Indeed, 1 
shall attend the Doctor. 

Woman, Upon my honour, sir, you must not. 

Sir G, Upon my honour, I will ! My rival shall 
not escape me ! 

Docfor. Ha, ha! De rifal ! Ha, ha, ha ! Dat is 
coot ! De young fer dat vas mit La^ Shane vas 
make yob slieulousy ? Ha, ha, ha ! Dat is coot ! 
Bote dat fs as noting at all. I shall tell you de 
aometing mystery. He vas no yentlemans. Ha, 
ha ! He vas a vomans ! 

Sir G. A woman I 

Doctor. Ya, sair. He vas make acquaintance 
mit me, nnd I vas make acquaintance mit him ; und 
be vas make faint, and I vas tie loose de neck- 
bandt, and den, ha, ha! I was discober de maos 
▼as a vomans ! 

Sir G. 'You astonish me ! 

Doctor. Ya, sair ; I vas make astonish myself. • 
Woman. Won't you go to my lady. Doctor? 
Doctor, Ya, my tear. Let me do. Laty Shane 
is fery pad ; und I shall af de essence, und de 
cream, und de balsam, and de syfup, and de elec- 
tric, nnd de roametic, and de mineral, and de ve- 
getable, und dcldr, und de earse, and de sea, und 
all, &c. lExit, talking. 

Sir G. I should never have suspected a woman ! 
A stoat, tall, robust figure! And for what purpose 
disjgnise herself? That may be worth inquiry* I 
wilt, wait; and, if possible, have another .look at 
the ladfu 

^ < 

Enter LofiD Vibrate and Mr. Thompson. 

^ Lord V. Two hundred and forty pounds ! 'Tis a 
▼e^ large sum, Mk Thompson. 

Thom, So large, m'|y lord, that 1 have no means 
.of paying it. 1 mast languish out my life in a 
'tmson. 

Lord V. No, Mr. Thompson, no ; you shall not 
da that. I will — And yet, two hundred — A prison — 
1 don't know what to say. If I pay this money for 
^og, I Bholl bat eoconrage all around me to ran in < 

Them, It is a favour too great for nfre to hope. 


[Act IV. 

Lord y. You are a worthy man, and a prison is 
a bad place. I— you — Pray, wbat is your opinion. 
Sir George ? Is it not dangerous for a man to have 
the character of being charitable ? 

Sir G. No doubt, my lord. It is the very cer- 
tain way for his house to be besieged by beggars. 

Lord y. The master who pays the debts of one 
domestic, makes himself the debtor of all the rest. 

Sir G. He changes a set of servants into a set 
of duos. H,e first encourages them to be extrava- 
gant, and then makes it incumbent upon himself to 
pay for their follies and vices : he not only bribes 
them to be idl6 and insolent, but to waste his pro- 
perty as well ns their own. 

Lord V. It is, as you say, a very serious case. — 
I — 1 am sorry for your misfortune, Mr. Thompson, 
very sorry ; but really — 

Sir G. Misfortune! Wbat misfortune? 

Lord y. He has foolishly been bound for his 
sister’s husband, and must go to prison for the 
debt. • 

Air G. To prison ! 

<• Lord V. You have shewn me how dangerous it 
would be for me to interfere. 

*Sir G. Very true, very true, lie has lived with 
yonr lordship several years ? 

Lord V. tie has ; and I esteem him highly. 

Sir G. A worthy man, whom it would be no dis- 
grace to call your friend? 

Lord V. None. Still, however, consequences 
must be weighed. I must take time to consider : 
His folly to act in a huri^. 

Sir (r. Very true. Caution, oaniion. Is it a 
large sum ? 

Lord V, No less than two hnndred and forty 
pounds ! 

Sir G. Caution is a very excellent thing — Two 
hundred and forty — A fine virtue — Two— I wonld 
advise your lordship to it by all means — hundred 
and forty — (Looks round.) ^'i\\ you permit me just 
to write a short memorandum ; a bit of a note? 
(Goes to a table.) I must send to a certain place. 
( WrUes.) Excase me a moment. 

Lord V. Wbat can be done in this Blfair, Mr. 
Thompson? 

Thom. Nothing, my lord. I am resigned. When 
I assisted my brother, I did no more than my dutv. 

^ Those who look me op in a prison, may, for aoght 
I I know, do theirs ; yet, though they are at liberty, 
I and 1 shall be confined, 1 would neither change 
duties nor hearts with them. (Going.) 

^ Sir G. Harkye ! bark ye ! Mr. Thompson, will 
you just desire this to be taken as it is directed ? 
(Apart.) Don’t say a word; His a draft on my 
banker. Discharge your debt, and be silent. — 
You are very right, my lord ; we caunot be too 
considerate, lest, by mistaken benevolence, we 
sbonld encourage vice. 

Thom. Sir George— My lord — 

Sir G, Why now will you not oblige me,^ Mr. 
Thompson ? Pray, let that be delivered as it is di- 
rected. You, surely, will not deny me such a fa- 
vour. — For you know, my lord, if we give — 

Thom. Indeed, I — 

Sir G. Will you b^one? Will you begone? 
(Pushes him kindly off .) — If we give wilboot — 
without — 

Lord y. Poor fellow ! I suppose he is afiraid of 
being taken. 

Sw G. Oh ! Is that it ? — If we give, I say, with 
too — Psha ! I have lost the thread of my argu- 
ment. 

Lord V. I mast own, this is a dubioAfe case. 
Perhaps I ought to pay the money. (Calls.) Mt, 
Thompson ! — I don’t think I ought to let him go to 
prison. What shall I do. Sir George? 

Sir G. Whatever your lordship thinks best. 
Lord V. Bat there is the ^Aoa)ty.--Mr. Thonp- 
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HB'S BIUCH TO BLAKB. 


■on! He is me! Hew foolish this is now ! (il« 
Ac it going off,) Utrrr! Ran after Hr. Thompson, 
and call him hack. One would think a man going 
to prison, would, like me, be wise enongh to doobt, 
ana take time to consider of it. [Rnit. 

Enter LadY Vibratb. 

La^ V, I Bssare yon. Sir George, I am very 
angry. I have been waiting an age, expecting yon 
would come and give }onr opinion on my masquer- 
ade dress. 

Sir G, Why did not yonr ladyship put it on ? 
Lady V, On, indeed ' It has been on and off 
twenty times. I have sent it to have some altera- 
tion. Besides, it is growing late ; masks will be 
calling in on yon, in th^eir way to the Opera.hon8e, 
and you not at home to receive them ' 

Sir G. I ask ten thousand pounds ; but you 
know I am the most thoughtless creature on earth. 

Lady V. So I would have yon. Were yon like 
the sober, punctoRl Mr. Delaval, 1 should hkte 
yon: but then— 

Re-enter Dklaval. 

Lady V, (Aside,) Here the wretch comes ! 

Sir G, ( Aside.) So, so ' Now I shall interrogate 
the lady. She has a very msaonline air ! (Delavai 
bows to Lady V.) A tolerable bow that for a 
woman ! 

Lady V, (Aside.) He wishes, I suppose, to ser- 
monise me ; but I shall not give him an opportu- 
nity. — Are you coming. Sir Georgel 
l)eL (Aside.^ Ha! 

Str G, 1 will follow yonr ladyship in a minute. 
Del. (Aside.) I was right* it is he* 

Sir G, (A fide.) She eyes me very ferocionsly* , 
Lady V. I shall just call in upon you ; or, if not, 
we shall meet afterwards. 1 expect you to be very 
whimsical and satiric upon all my friends; so, 
pray, put on your best huiuoor. Grave airs, you 
know, are my aversion. [Rxil. 

Del. (Aside.) That was intended forme. Now 
for my genllenian. 

SirG. (Aside.) She really has a very fierce 
look 1 a kind of threatening physiognomy, and 
would make no bad grenadier ! 

Del. 1 understand your name is Sir George Ver- 
satile ? 

Sir O. (Aside.) A bass voice, too* — At your ser- 
vice, sir, or madam ; 1 really cannot tell wfaic^ 
Del. Cannot! 

Sir G. No, I cannot, u pon my soul ! — (Aside.) 
A devilish black chin* 

DeL I have an account to settle with you, sir. 

S^ G. Have you? — (Aside.) What the plague 
can she mean? 

Del. When can 1 find you at leisure, and alone? 
SirO. Alone? 

DeL Yes, sir; alone. 

Sir G. Most this account, then, be privately set- 
tled, madam? 

Del. Madam 1 

Sir G. I bpg your pardon ; sir, since you prefer 
it. 

Del. If you know me, sir, yonr insolence is but 
a confirmation of the baseness of your character! 

Sir O, 1 beg a million of pardons ; 1 really do 
not know you. 

Del. Then, sir, when you do, you will find oause 
to be a little more serious. 

Sir G. (Aside.) What a Joan of Arc H is I There 
is danger she should knock me down. 

Del, Be pleased to name your time* 

Str O. (Aside.) Zounds ! She insists upon a 
lfte-fi-ljte/—l hope you will be kind enough to ox- 
ensp me; but I am just now so pressed for time, 
that I bare not a moBNot to spare. Company is 


waiting. Imnstbemotothenaaqvendo. Yhiif 
I presume, are for the same place, and are roa^J 
dressed. I im yimr most obeilient — 

^DeL (Seizing Amu.) Sir, I insist opon year 
naming an hour, t<f-morrow ; and an early one* 

Sir G. Why, what the plague ! Here most bo 
some mistake! Permit me to ask, do you know 
Dr. Gosterman ? 

Del. Yes, sir. 

Sir 6. Was yon not jost now in danger of faint- 
ing? 1 

Del. Faint! I faint* 

SirG. It would, I think, be a very extnordinaiy 
thing * But, so he told me ; with other partionlara. 

DeL Absurd! Doctor Gosterman baa not seen 
roe for several months. 

Sir G. He said, air, yon were a woman ; and, 
perhaps, from that error, f may have, unconscionaly, 
provoked you to', behaviour, which would else have 
been rather strange. Have I gi>en you any other 
offeooe? 

DeL Yes, sir; a mortal one. 

Sir G. Mortid ' 

DeL And mortal must be the atonement. 

Sir G. Jf BO, the sooner the better. Let it bo 
immed^tely. ' 

DeL No: I have serions conceeps to settle, so 
have you. 'Tis time you should think of things 
very diflereut from masquerading. Name yonr 
hour to-morrow morning; then, take an enemy’s 
advice, retire to yonr closet, and make yonr wilL 
Str G. To whom am I indebted for tliis high me- 
nace, %n(l this hanghty warning? Yonr name, air ? 

DeL That yon ahaJl know when next we met ; 
not before. 

Sir G. What age are yon, sir? 

Del. Age! 

Sit G. Such peremptory heroes are not usaally 
long-lived. 

Del Y on are right, sir ; my life is probably 
doomed to be sbort. But this is triffing: naase 
your hour. > 

Sir G. At ten to-morrow morning. 

DeL The very time 1 ooold wish. I will be with 
jon at }our own bouse; inform you who 1 am; 
and, then — 

Sir G, So be it. [JSsmat. 

Scene II. — The House of Sir George Vertuiikr^ 
A suite of Apartments richlg wcoratsd, 

^iR George Versatile, Lady Vibrate, mti 
numerous Jlieuks, discovered. 

Ladg V. What is the matter with you. Sir 
George? You are suddenly become as duU, and 
almost as intolerable, as roy lord himself. 

StrO. I own, I had 8omeUiin||on my apirita; 
bnt it is gone. Yonr ladyship’s vivacity is ao ao- 
tidote to splenetic fits. 

Lady V. Oh ! if you are subject to fits of the 
spleqp, I renounce yon. 

Sir G. No, no! Heigho! Ha, ha, ha! Let md 
go merrily down the dance of life! 

La^ y. Av ; or 1 will not be yoL partner. 

Sir tr. Am Tor recollections, retrospective anx- 
ieties, and painful thoughts, I— I— 1 bate them. 
They shall not trouble me. For, if a man, yon 
knew, were to be sprung on a mine to-moiTOW,-~ 
ha, ha, ha !— it were folly to let that tronUe him 
to-day. 

Lr^ V. Sprung on a mine I You talk wildly* 

Sir G. True. 1 am a wild, nnaoooanUble aon- 
desoript. I am anything, everything, tad seen 
may be— 

V. What? 

Sir O Nothing. Strange events are poaiilihM| 
and possible events are atrauge. 



Ill 
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(Act iv: 


. Ladff V, €ome» oome ; cut off this dfsagreeable 
hjunoor, and join the muks. 

Sir Gm With all my heart. muk is an «x- 
oellent olensil, and may be ivorn with a naked faoo. 

LadyV* (Retiring,) Why dor/ 1 yon come? yon 
used to be all compliance, 
t Sir G, So 1 fear 1 shall always be. ’Tis my 
worst virtne. Call it a vice, if you please; and 
perbaos it is even then my worst. . 

- V. I really do not comprehend you. 

Sir G, No wonder. Man is an incoinprdiensi- 
ble animal ! But no matter for that ; we will be 
merry stilly' say T — at least, till to-morrow. 

. Ladg V, (Joins the masks,) Yonder is Lady 
Jane. 

Sir G, Nay, then, I am on the wing! 
n Maria, (Advancing,) Whither? 

, Sir G. Ah I Have I found yon again ! So much 
the better. I have been thinking of you this half 
hour. 

Maria. Ay? That must have beew a prodigious 
effort ! 

Sir G, What ? 

Maria. To think of one person for so great a 
lengih'of time. 

Sir G. True. Were you my bitterest enemy, 
you could sat bi^ve uttered a more gulling truth. 1 
am glad 1 have met with you, however. * 

• Maria, So am 1. 'Tis my errand here. 

Sir G, You now, I hope, will let me see your 
face? 

Maria, I might, perhaps, were it but possible to 
see your hearL 

AwMff. No, no j'that cannot be : 1 Lave no heart. 

Jlfuria. I am sorry for it. 

iS'ir G, Stf am I. But come, I wish to be better 
aoouainled witii yo'b. 

Maria. And 1 wish you to be better acquainted 
with yourself : you know not half your own good 
qualities. 

' Sir O. Ha, ba, ha! My good qualities ! Heigho! 

Maria. Your fame is gone abroad. Your gallan- 
try, your free humour, your frolics in England and 
Paly, your — Apropos: 1 am told. Lady Jane is 
captivated by the ardour and delicacy of your pas-« 
sion ! Is it true? 

. Sir G. Are you an inquisitor? 

Maria. Are you afraid of inquisitors ? 

. SirG. Yes. . 

Maria . 1' believe you. 

SirU.'^a may. Keep me no longer in this 
ahiMQBe. ILet me know who you are? 

Maria, An old acquaiutancel 

Sir G, Of mine ? 

* Jfaria..Of one who was formerly your friend. 

dltrO. 'whom do yCu mean? 

Maria. You must have been a man of uncoin- 
VilqliB worth; have heard him bestow such 

l&a&ses upop" gam, that my heart has palpitated if 
jbur name was but meutioned. 
c' 'Of Whom are you talking? 

Maria. Lord ! that you should be so forgetful ! 
That can bnfy have happened since you became a 
person of fiashion ; for no maq once remembered 
his friends better. It is true, they vvere then use- 
ful to you. 

Sir G. Sir, I— Be warned 1 Pursue this no far- 
er. 

Maria. You little suspected, at that time, you 
were ou the eve of being a wealthy baronet. Oh, 
ho 1 And to see how kind and grateful you were 

those who loved you No one would have be- 
you could so soon have become a perfect 
man of the mode; and, with so polite and easy an 
indifference, so entirety have forgotten all your old 
acqaaintance ! 1 dare say you scarcely remember 
the late Colonel Delaval. 

Sir A Sir! 


Marw, His daughter, too, has utterly s1ip^>ed 
your memory? 

Sir G, I insist on knowing who yon are! 

Maria, How different it was when, your merit 
neglected, your spirits depressed, and your po- 
verty despised, yon groaned under the oppression 
of an dnjust and seltish world! How did your 
drooping spirits revive by the fostering smiles of 
the man wlib lirst noticed you, took yon to his 
house and heart, and adopted yop as nis son ! — 
Poor Mana ! Silly girl, to love as she did! Where 
is she? 

Sir G, This is not to be endured I 

Maria, Wbat was her offence? You became a 
baronet! Ay ; true, that was her crime. Yet, when 
your fortunes were low, it was not imputed to you 
as guilt. — 

SirG, (Aside.) D— n! 

Maria, Are your new friends more iiflectionate 
than your old? Fortune smiles, and so do they. 
Popr Maria ! Has Lady Jane everJieard her name? 
Will you invite her to your wedding? (Her voice 
MntinuaUy faltering.) Du. She should have been 
your bride; then let her be your bride -maid. She 
is'greally altered — she will be less beautiful, now, 
than her lair rival. Her birth is not quite so higl) , 
but if a heart — a heart — a heart — (Struggling with 
her feelings, sinks into Sir George's arms, and her 
mask falls off.) 

Sir G, Heaven and earth ! — *Tis she I— Help I — 
'Tis Maria 1 — Who waits? 

Enter LaDY JJtNE. 

LaduJ. What is the matter? 

SirG, Help, help! — Salts, hartshorn, water !— 
Help! 

Ladg J, Bless me ! this lady again. 

Sir G. Is she, then, known to you? 

LadgJ, No. Who is she? 

SirG. Quick, quick! 

Lady J. Nay, but tell me ? 

Sir G. 1 cannot, must not! 

Lady G, Must not! 

SirG. Dare not! — She revives; and, to iny 
confusion, will soon tell you herself. Maria! Are 
you better, Maria? 

Maria, 1 am very faint. 

Lady J, My carriage is at the door. Will you 
trust yourseli to me? 

Maria. Oh! yes. 1 am weak; very weak, and 
very^oolisb! Bui I shall not long disturb your 
happiness ; I hope soon to be past that. 

SirG. Past! Oh! Maria, I have no utterance. 
Lady Jane, you will presently know of me what to 
know of myself is — Ob! — No matter. Not, then, 
for iny sake, bnt for pity, for the love of suQering 
virtue, be. careful of ibis lady; whom, when you 
know, as soon you must, you will despise and 
abhor the lunatic, tho wretch, that could — Maria — 
I— I--. lExit. 

Elder Delaval. 

Del. Wbat is the matter? Any accident? Was 
not that Sir George ? — Good God ! my, sister ! 

Lady J. Y our sister 1 

Del. How comes this? Why this dress ? And 
with that apostate ! that wretch ! Speak, Maria! 

Maria. 1 cannot. 

LadyJ. Mr. Delaval, be more temperate. Yonr 
sister’s spirits and health ought not to be trifled 
with by your violence. I do not know, ' though I 
thi^k J gue^, her story. I hope yon have a bro- 
ther’s tenderness for her ? 

Del, That «hall be shortly seen. A few hours 
will shew bow dear she is to my heart. 

Lady J. I fear yoii cherislr had passions ; such 
as I never can love, and never will Share. 

Del, Well, well, Lady JlMie, that is not to be 
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argned dow. I am a man, and snbject to the roia- 
talces of man. There are feelingg which can, and 
feelings which cannot be^subdued. I moat rnn 
ny coarse, and take all consequences. 

Maria, Ob. God ! in what will they end? * 

Lady /. No more of tiiisfjillr. Delaval. Come 
with me : lead your sister to my carriage. She 
shall be under my care. She can inspire tliose sym- 
pathies, which your too stubborn temper seems to 
deMpise. 

VeL Indeed, indeed, you wrong me I [Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — Maria in her own dress. Lady Jane, 

and Lucy, discovered at breakfast,. Footmen 

waiting, 

LadyJ. Remove those things. We have done. 

[Exeunt Footmen. 

Maria. What is it o’clock ? 

Lucy. Just struck ten, ma'am. 

LadyJ. Lady Vibrate is a sad rake! She did 
not leave the masquerade till live this inorniug. 

Morin. And Sir George not there! 

Lady J. After the discovery of last night, could 
you suppose he would be seen revelling at such a 
place? 

Maria. I dread another and more horrible cause ! 
My brothor! 

Laiiy J. Mr. Delaval, you know, slept in this 
house. 

Maria. But he has been out these two hours. 

Lucy. What then, ma’am? Is not Mr. Williams 
on the watch? You know, ina’aiu, you may trust 
Mr. W'illiams with your life. 

Moria. If all were safe, he would be back. 

Lady J. Pray, calm your spirits. 

Mar. Nay, nay — But Mr. Williams must haYe 
been here before lliis, if something fatal had not 
happened. 

Lucy. 1 am sure, ma’am, you frighten roe to 
death ! 

LadyJ, (Aside.) Her terrors are but too well 
founded ! 

Maria. (Footsteps without.) What noise is that? 

Luev. Bless me ! 

yuTyj. See who it is. 

Lucy. (After opening the door.) La! ma’am, I 
declare it is Mr. Williams. 

Enter WILLIAMS. 

Lucy. WelUMr. Williams; everything is right; 
is not it? All is as it should be? 

IVii. That is more than 1 know. 

Maria. Why, then, the worst is past. 

WU. No, ma’am ; I can’t say that, either. 

Ixidy J. Nay — But what news do you bring? 
Speak. 

WU Why, you know, my master, last niglit, 
made inquiries how to find the chambers of Coun- 
sellor Demur; so, when he went out this morning, 
I observed your .directions, and followed him. He 
1 went to the aounsellor’s in Lincoln’s Inn, and there 
I left him, and hurried away to Sir George’s, to 
inouire and hear all 1 could ; though it was rather 
nnlucky that I was not acquainted in the family. 

Lady J. Did not you make use of my name? 

WU. Oh ! yes, my lady. Besides, servants, 
your ladyship knows, nre not so suspicious as their 
masters ; they soon become friendly together ; so, 
in live minutes. Sir George’s valet and 1 were on 
os intimate a fooling ns we could wish. 

Maria. And what did he say 1 Tell me. 

Wtln Why, ma’am, he said, that Sir George did 
not leave his own liouse last night, hfter the faint- 
ing of the yonng genUoman. 


TO BLAME. 

Lucy. That was you, you know, ma’am* 

ITi/. And,** what is more, that he did not go to 
bod ; 4»nt walked up and down the room till day^ 
light in the iridmin^V and then called, I don’t know 
how often, to warn the servants tha^be should not 
be at! home to abybody whatever, except to a 
strange gentleman. { 

Maria. My brother ! 

WU. Why, yes, ma’am ; according to the de- 
scription, it could be nobody else. 

Ladu J. And at what hour was Mr. Delaval to 
be lliere? 

Wil. (Aside.) Zooks! I forgot to ask* — That — 
that, iny lady, I did not learn. So, ibis being all 
the servants told me, I ran post haste to make my 
report to you. 

Maria. *The worst I foreboded wiU^faappen ! 

LadyJ. What can be done? 

WU. Perhaps it will be best for me to go back 
to Sir George’s ; wait for the arrival of my master; 
and, if he shonld come, hasten away as fast as 1 can 
to inform vou of it. 

Lucy. That is a good thought, Mr. Williams. Is 
not it, madam? A very good thought, indeed 1 
Don't yon think it is, my lady? 

Lofly J. I know not what we can do belter. 

Maria. Nay, but while Williams is bringing ns 
the iutevligence, everything we i..ost dread may 
happen. 

Lucy. Dear I so it may. 

Wit. Suppose, then, madam, 1 should stay at 
niy post, and despatch Sir George’s valet to yon 
with ‘Jie news? 

lAicy. Well, that i«< the best tbooght of oJI,! I 
am sure yon will own it is, madam. 

Maria. I know not what to think* 

Lady J. We must resolve ; or, whilO we are de- 
liberating — 

Maria. Merciful God! Run, Williams! Jlyf 
Save iiK’ brother ! Save Sir George! 

LmlfJ. Succeed but in this, and command all 
we have to give. 

Wil. I will do my best. * 

Lucy, That I am sure be will. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — An Apartment in the house qf Sir 
George Versatile. 

Sir George Versatile discovered walking, and 
greatly agitated. 

Sir G. (Looking at his watch.) He will soon be 
here. Five minutes, but five minutes, and then — 
( Walks again ; throws himself on a sofa; takes up a 
hook, throws it away, and then rises.) Wl^at is man’s 
first duty? To be happy. Short- si glited fool! The 
happiness of this hour is the misery of the uU'Mtl 
( IVttlks again, and looks at his watch.) What iglke? 
A tissue of follies! inconsistendles !^ Joyo tbit 
make reason weep, and soriwws at which wludoin 
.sinile.s. Psha ! There is not between ape and oys- 
ter so ridiculous or so wretched a creature as man! 
( Wdlks.) Ob, Maria! — (Looking at his watch.) I 
want but a few seconds : my watch, perhaps, is too 
fast. (Rings.) 

Enter a Footman. 

Sir G. Has nobody yet been here? 

Foot. No. sir. 

Sir G. ’Tis the time to a minnte. (Loud knock- 
ing.) Fly! If it be the person I have described, 
admit him. [Exit Footman. 

Sir 6. Now let the thnnder strike! 

Enter Delaval. 

Sir G. Good morning, sir ! 

Del. V ou recollect mo 7 

Sir G. Perfectly. 
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Del ’Ti« wdL 

SirO* I have been anxions (br your oombg. 
Your menace H? ei in my memory ; end I ebnll be 
glad to know the name of him who baa threatened 
anch mortal enmity. 

Del A little patience will he neccBsary. I maat 
preface my proceedings with a short story. 

Sir O, I shall be all attention. Please to be 
leated. Waive ceremony, and to the snbjeot. — 
(7Aey sif.) Now, sir. 

Del, About six years ago, a certain yonth camo 
op from college, poor, and unprotected. He was 
a scholar, pleasing in manners, warm and generous 
of temper, of a respectable family, and seemed to 
possess tlje germ or every virtue. 

5ir a Well, sir? 

Del Hear me on. My praises will not be te* 
dions. Chance made him known to a man who 
desired to cherish his good qualities; and the 
pnrae, the experience, and the power of his bene- 
lactor, such as they were, he proffted bylo the 
ntmost. Received as a son, he soon became deai 
to the family; but most dear to the daughter of 
bis friend, whose tender age, and glowing aneotions. 
made her apt to admire the virtues she beard her 
father so araertly praise and enooorage. Yon are 
uneasy ? 

Sir O, Be pleased to continue. 

Del The assiduities of the youth to gain her 
heart were nnabating; and his pretensions, poor 
and unknown us he then was, were not reiected. 
The noble nature of his friend scorned to make his 


poverty his orimu- Why do you bite you lip? 

WasitnotgensMMM? 

SirO. Sir! 

Del Was Knot? 

Sir G» Certainly I Nothing coald-~eqaal the — 
genorpsitv. 

Hsl. The health of his benefactor was dedining 
Ikst ; and the only thing required of the youth was 
that be should qualify himself for the cares 1>f life, 
by some profession , he. therefore, entered a stu- 
dent in tbe^Temple ; and the means were furnished 
by bw protector.^ till the end was obtained, Was ; 
not this friendship 1 

Sir CL U was. 

JM. The lady, almost a child when first be knew 
her, increased in grace and beauty faster than in, 
years. Sweetness and smiles played upon her' 
oonnteoance. She was the delight of her frieiids, 
the admiration of the world, and the coveted of 
•very eye. Lovers of fortune and lasliion con- 
tended for her hand; but she had bestowed her 
heart ; bad bestowed it on a— Sit still, sir ; I shall 
soon have done. I am coming to the point. Five 
years elapsed, during which the youth received 
Ofery kindness friendship could afford, and every 
pvoof chaste afeetion had to give. These he re- 
thmed with proiaises|md proteslaiions that seemed 
too vast for bis beart.^I would say for his tongue — 
Are you onwetl, sir? 

Sir Go on with your tale. 

Del His benefactor, feeling the hand of death 
steal on, was anxions to see the two persons dear- 
est to his heart, happy before he expired ; and the 
marriage was determined upon, the day fixed, and 
the friends of the family invited. The intended 
bridegroom appeared half frantic with his approach- 
ing bl liss. Now, sir, mark his proceeding. In this 
short interval, by sudden and unexpected deaths, 
he becomes the heir to a title and large estate. 
Wall 1 Does he not fly to the arms of his languish- 
iag friend t Does he not pour his new treasures 
and his transports into the lap of love? Coward 
and monster ! — 

Sir (r. CBoth starting up.) Sir ! 

Del Viler than words can paint’ Having rob- 
bed a Ihmily of honourf a friend of peace, and an 


• [AttP V. 

angel of every baman solaee, bo fled. Uka a thief, 
and oonoealed himself from immediate contempt 
and vengeance in a foreign country. Bat contempt 
and vengeance have at length overtaken him : they 
beset him: they fisoe him at this instant. The 
friend he wronged ig dead : bat the son of that 
friend lives, and 1 am he. 

Sir G. ’lia as I thought 1 {Aside.) 

Del You are — I will not defile my lips by teNing 
you what you are. 

Sir O. 1 own that what I have done— 

Del Forbear to interrupt me, sir. You have 
nothing to plead, and much to hear. First say, 
did my sister, by any improper conduct, levity of 
behaviour, or fault or vice wnatever, give you just 
just cause to abandon her? 

SirO. None! none! Her parity is only ex- 
ceeded by her love. 

Del Then how, barbarian, how had you the heart 
to disgrace the family and endanger the life of a 
woman, whose sanctified afteetton would have em- 
braced you in poverty, pestilence, or death ; and 
who, bad she possessed empires, would have be- 
stowed them with an imperial affection 7 
ifStr G. Sir, if you ask, have I committed errors? 
call them crimes if you will— yes. If you demand, 
will yon justify them?— no. If yon require me to 
atone for them, here is my heart : you have wrongs 
to revenge, strike: and, if you can, inflict a pang 
greater than any it yet has known. 

Del. Justice is not to be disarmed by being 
braved. To the qnestion. It can be no part of 
jour intention, and ceKainly not of mine, that you 
should marry my sister. Something very diflerent 
must be done. 

Sir G. What? Name it. 

Del You most give me an acknowledgment, 
written and signed by yourself, that you have 
basely and most dishonourably injured, insolted, 
and betrayed Maria Delaval : and this paper, im- 
mediately as 1 leave yonr house, I shall publiah in 
every possible way, till my sister shall be so ap- 
peased, and horror so satiated, that vengeance 
Itself shall cry, bold! 

Sir G. Written by me ! Published ! No. I 
will sign no such paper. 

Del So 1 supposed , and the alternative follows. 
Here I am: nor will I quit yon, go where you 
will, till you consent to retire with me to some 

S laoe from which one of us shall never retoni. 

bould I be the victor, flight, banishment from my 
native country, and the bitterest recolleolions of 
the viHanies of man, must be the fate of me and my 
sister. If I fall, you then may triumph, and she 
languish and die nnrevenged. This, or the written 
acknowledgment. Consider, and choose. 

Sir G. What can I answer? The paper yon shall 
not have. My life you are welcome to : take it. 

Del Have ^n not brought disgrace enough on 
my family? Would you make me on assassin? 
My sister and my father loved von. Let me, if 
possible, feel some little return of respect for you. 

Sir G, Having wronged your sister, would you 
have me mnrder the brother? Already the most 
guilty of men, would you make me worst of fiends? 
Though BD enemy, be a generous one. 

Del. Plausible sophist I The paper, sir: or man 
to man, and arm to arm, close the scene of my dis- 
honour, or your own. The written acknowledg- 
ment. Determine. ( 11 alks away and views the 
pictures.) 

Sir G. (Apart.) Why, aj[ I *Tis come home ! 
I have sought it, deserved it, His fallen, and the 
rock must crash the i eptiie ' Then welcome ruiii. 
The sword must decide. ( Goes to take h%s sword, 
hui stops.) The sword ? What ! Betray the sister 
and assassinate the brother? Ob, God I And such 
a brother ! Stern, but noble-minded : indignant 
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of ujary, peerleffln affooiion, aod proad of o ft*- ^ 
ter whom the witfld might worihip ; bat whom 1» 
worthlee* wretob, in levity end pride of heart, 
have abandoned, (^/ond. j Mr. Delaval! 

J)«/. Hav^ yon reioived to sign? 

SirG, Hear me. 

Del. The written acknowledgment! 

Sir G. My behavioor to your sister is—what I 
cannot endure to name — ’Tis hateful ! 'Tis-^infa- 
mous! My obligations to your most excellent 
father, the reject you have inspired me with, and 
my love for Maria — 

Del. Insolent! Insufferable meanness! The 
paper, sir ! 

. Sir O. Angry though you are, Mr.DeIaval,you 
mast hear me. I say, my love, my adoration of 
Maria has but increased my guilt. It has made 
me dread her contempt. I durst not face the angel 
whom I had so deeply injured. 

Artifice ! Evasion! Cowardice!— Your 
signature ! 

Sir G. (Snaicliing v]> his sword from the ta6le.) 
You shall have it. Follow me. ^ 

Del, Fear me not. 

Sir G, (Stoppiny^ short.) Hold, Mr, Delav^. 
Justice is on your side. If your iirinness be not a 
savage spirit of revenge, if yon do not thirst for 
blood, you will feel my only resource will be to 
tall on your sword. I cannot lift my arm against 
you. • 

Del. Then sign the acknowledgment. 

Sir G. Can you, in the spirit even of an enemy, 
ask it? Do you not already despise me enough^ 
Think for a moment : am 1 the only man that ever 
erred? Is it ao wonderful, that a giddy youth, ; 
whose habitual failing was compliance, by sudden 
accident elevated to the pinnacle of fortune, sttr> 
ronnded by proud and selfish relations, of whose 
approbation 1 was vain; is it so strange, that 1 
stiould be overpowered by their dictates, and yield 
to their entreaties? Your friendship or my death 
is^ now the only allemative. Suppose the latter : 
will it honour yon among men ? At the man of 
blood the heart of man revolts! Will it endear 
you to* Maria? Kind, forgiving angel, and hateful 
to myself as her affection makes me, I last night 
found that aflection still as strong, still as pure, ns 
in the first hour of our infant loves. Lady Jane — 
Del. Forbear to name her! ’Tis profanation 
from your lips ! No more casuistry ! No aubter- 
fu^ f The paper I 
Sir G. Can uo motives — 

Del. None! 

Sir O, My future life — my soul, shall be devoted 
to Maria. 

Del. The paper ! 

Sir G. Obdurate mau ! {Reflects a moment.) 
You shall have it. (Goes to the taljle to write, during 
which Delaval remains in deep thowht, Mtd much 
agitated.) Here, sir! since you will not be gene- 
rous, let me be just. 'Tis proper I remove every 
taint of suspicion from tlie deeply wronged Maria. 
(Gives the paper.) 

Del. (Readf with afaultering voice.) “ /, George 
VersatUe, once poor ami dependent, sihee vain,flcJcfe, 
and faithless, do, under mg hand, acknoivMye I 
latve perfidiously — broken my pledged promise — to the 
most deserving, lovely, and — '\Regins in much agi- 
tation to tear the paper.) 

Sir (r. ^r. Delaval ! 

Itel. Dama it — I can’t — I can’t speak. Here ! 
Here ! (Striking his bosom.) 

Sir G, Mr. Delaval? 

Del. My brother! [friend ! 

SirG* (FwUs on his neck.) Can it be? My 
Del, This stubborn temper — always in extremes! 
The tiger or the child. 


SarO. Ob, do! Two* not to beforgireD! Beat 
of men ! 

Del. Well, well ; we are friends. 

SirG. Everlartingly ! brothers! 

*Del. Yes; brothers. 

• 

JBnicr Williams, hastily, 

WU, Sir!— 

Del, How now? 

WiL I beg your pardon, but Lady Jane and yonr 
sister ^re below. They insist on coming up, and 
the servants are afraid to — 

SirG, Maria! Let ns fly. [Exsimt, 

Scene HI. — The Apartments of lard Vibrate. 

Lady Vibrate and Doctor Gosterman 
discovered. 

Doctor. Ya, my coot laty ; dat vas efery vordt so 
true as vat I say. I vas discober it vas a vomans; 
nnd Sair Sborge, und my Laty Shane, nnd de 
vailing- vomans vas discober to me all as vat I say 
more. 

lady V. Ay , ay ; that was the reason Sir George 
was not at the masquerade. • 

Doclbr. Ya, iny coot laty. ^ 

Lady V. 1 observed be was in asstrange moody 
humour. 

Doctor. jMy Lordt Fiprate vas fery mosb amaze- 
ment, veu I vas make biin discober "all as vat I vaa 
make discober init my coot laty. 

La4g V. Sir George has behaved very impro- 
perly. , 

Enter Lord Vibrate. 

Lord V, So, so, so! All I foreboded has come 
to pass : the day has slipped away, a new one is h^re, 
ana every possibility of recovering the eftate if 

lady V, Ha, ha, ha! 

Lord V. Do you laugh? 

Lady V, Ha, ha, ha ! I do, indeeed. • 

Lord V. Is your daughter’s loss the subject of 
your mirth ? 

Lady V. Ha, lia, ha! No, no ; not her loss, but 
your positive determination to prove I did not know 
you. Ha, ha, ha ! When I told you that even that 
motive would not be strong enou^, bow you 
stormed! " But it will, mylady. But it won’t^ 
my lord. I .say it will, mv lady. I say it won’t, 
niy lord.” Ha, ha, ha ! Will you believe that I 
know you now? 

Lord V. What shall I do? Advise me. Doctor. 

Doctor, I vas adfice, my coot lordt, dat you ahall 
do eferyting as vat you please. 

Ladu V. Ay, think; ask advice. Ha, ha, ha! 
Now that yon can do nothing, the inquiry will be 
very amusing. 

Enter Thompson. 

Lord V. Well, Thompson, what says Counsellor 
Demur? Has the time absolutely elapsed? 

Thom, Absolutely, my lord. 

Lady V. How wisely your lordship doubts before 
you decide! JUi ! Doctor ? 

Thom. I have good news, nevertheless. 

Lord V. Good news! Speak: of what kind? 

Thom. The bunesty of the opposite party. 

Lord r. What, the holder ot the land? 

Thom. Yes, my lord. 

Lord V. Wbicb way? Explain. 

Thom, lie has engaged to Mr. Demur, I being 

I ireseiit, that, if your lordship will only shew the 
egaiity of your lute title, he will resign the estate. 
Loi'd /. Is it possible? 

Lady /. It cannot be: the last purchaser is iu 
India. 
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JEoiii. The lost iwrohaier ig ^d; and it has 
mcendad to one whom joo, my lord and lady, 
little sugpect to be its possessor. 

Lord V. Who 1 

Lady V. Wbo? 

Thorn, IVfr. Delaval. ■* 

Lady V. Mr. Delaval! 

Lora F. Mr. Delaval resign it on exhibiting the 
legality of my title? 

Thom. He will, my lord. 

Lord V. Did he make no conditions? 

Thom. None. * 

Jjird V. What, did he not mention Lady Jane? 

Thom, Her iiarhe did escape his lips; but rising 
passion, and, if I rightly read his heart, emotions 
oflhe most deltcate sensibility, immediately closed 
them; as if he would not endure the love he bore 
her to be profaned by any the slightest semblance 
of barter and sale. 

Lord V. What do yon say'to that, Lady Vibrate? 
What do you say to that? 

Lady The proceeding is honourable, I own. 

Lord V. Did I not always tell yon, Mr. Delaval 
was a man of honour 1 

Lady V. Yon tell me, my lord? Why, you were 
going to chall^ge him yesterday morning. 

Lord F. He is no such weathercock as your fa- 
▼ourite, Sir Gecrge. , 

Lady V. Yon mistake : Sir George is no favourite 
of mine. Is he. Doctor? 

Doctor. Dat vas all ynst as vat you say, my coot 
laty. 

Lord F. What, he did not come to make, a bnf- 
foonof himself, foryourdiversioo, at the niasqnerade 
last night ? Eh ! Doctor? 

Doctor. Dat vas all yust as vat yon say, my coot 
lordt. 

L^y V. His perfidions treatment of Miss Dela- 
val is unpardonable. 

Doctor. Dat vas pad; fery pad, inteet. 

Lord F. Ay, ay ; he has plenty of words, but be 
has no heart. 


Doctor. Dat is pad; fery pad, inteet. 

Thom. Pardon me, my lord; Sir George may 
have committed mistakes, bat to the goomiess of 
bis heart I am a witness. 

Loefo F. You? 

Lord V. How so? 

Thom. By bis benevolence I was yesterday re- 
lieved from the disgrace and tlie horrors of a 
prisob* 

Lord V. Indeed ! 

Lady V. Which way? 

Thom. He paid a debt, which, had I been con- 
fined, I never oonld have discharged; and, for thi.s 
unexpected act of humanity, he would not sufler 
uo mnob as my thanks. 

‘ 'jfMrd V. Did Sir George pay the two hundred 
um forty pounds, Mr. Thompson? 

Thom. The note, which he pretended to write 


' and send by me, was a draft oii bis banker for .three 
bnndred. « . " 

LotdV. Why, he confirmed all my arguments 
against it; and ^ded twice as many of'his own. 

Doctor. Sair.Shorge vas alvay make agreable. 
Dat vas his vay. 

JMif V. 1 own, however, I am still more sur- 
prised at the unexampled generosity of Mr. De- 
laval. 

Enter WILLIAMS. 

Lady V. W'‘here is your master, Mr. Williams? 
IFi7. I'hcy are all coming, my lady. 

Jjoily F. Who is coming? 

^ IFi7. Mr. Delaval, Lady Jane, Miss Delaval, and 
Sir George, 'i'here has been sad work ; but it is all 
over, and they are now so happy! Here they are. 

Enter Mr. Dclavai. leading Lady Jane, and Sir 
George Versatile tcith Maria, followed by 
Lucy. 

Lord V, Mr. Delaval, I have great obligalioiiH 
Jo you. Thompson has been telling me of your dis- 
ninteresteil equity. 

^Del. The obligation, my lord, was mine. Your 
lordship well knows that the first of obligations is 
to he just. 

Lord V. Well, well; but the estate you are so 
willing to resign will still, 1 hope, be your's. 

^ Del, Nay, iny lord. 

Lord F. Dubious as all things are, that is a sub- 
ject on which I protest I do not believe 1 shall ever 
I have any doubts. What say you, Lady Jane ? But 
I now I have my doubts again. 

Lady J. What doubts, my lord? 

Lord F. I doubt whether you understand me? 
LadyJ. Would your lordship teach me to dis- 
semble? 

Lord V. Hum! I doubt whether that would be 
much for your good. 

Del. 1 hope Lady Vibrate will not oppose our 
uoion? 

iMdy V. No, Mr. Delaval. Your last generous 
action has charmed me ; and Sir George — 

Sir G. Has declined in your good opinion. But 
you cannot think so ill of me ns I do of myseff ; and 
if ever again I should recover my own self-respect, 
1 shall be indebted for it to this best of men, and to 
this most incomparable and aflectioiiate of women. 
Maria. My present joys are inexpressible— 

Del, Which my impetuous indignation threatened 
for ever lo destroy. How dangerous are extremes! 
Sometimes we doubt, and indecision is onr bane; at 
others, hurried away by the sudden impulse pf pas- 
sion, onr course is marked with misery. One man 
is too compliant; another too intractable. Yet 
happiness is the aim of all. Since, then, all are so 
liable to be misled, let gentle forbearance, indul- 
gent thoughts, and a mild forgiving spirit, be ever 
held as the sacred duties of man to man. [^Exennt. 




IIARON nr THACY 
Roll I RT 
HT/ll\RDINO 
DLRTRAND 


CHARH TURS 
WMiin 
i fill it 
<ONUAl» 

\PMsri ONC 


VASS\LS 
I IIIAI.. 

M VriLDA 

FLoni Ncr 


ACT I. 

SCFNC I . — A Room i;i Raton de Traftj s Castle, 
Baron 1>F Trac^ dncoiered, kweloiq (oaptclute 
oj Matdila 

iPffron. Thou frail meinonal of that blissed spirit, 
'Which, after earthly niait^idom, now sittest 
Thron d with rejoicinf; angels see me kneel 
With the prone spirit of contrition, 

And deep despair, to do thee rev rence . 
ff that (oui deeds, aa horrible as mine, 

Do ever at the throne ot grace 6nd mercy, 

Be thou iny advocate, with boundless love. 

Larger than th> exceeding wrongs, plead for me. 
That what cannot be pardon'd, may thio thie 
Provoke a lighter penance (ilisef.) So, that done. 
My heart hath heav'd ofl somewhat of its load , 

For when, in full oonfiasion|*we poor forth 
The inwai^ meditation of dark deeds, 

The} cease awhile to haunt iis. 

Entor Phii li> 

What brin|;s yon I 

Phtltp, Old Walter, the curfew- toller, is I 
without, and impatient to speak with your lordship. | 

Baron Let him come in. [£»< Phdtp, \ 

A talkdlive old fool ' 

What can he want? 

Emter Walflr 
W ell, sir, ytwr business briefly 7 

If^affsr. Oin of respect to your lordship, 1 will 
dispatch it with all brevity and circnmlocution. 

Baron* Pioceed, then 

IFalfer. Yonr lordship has, no doubt, heard of 
old Margery 

9a» on. What * the strange woman on the heath 

Waiter* Ay, my lord, they sa} all ovei the vil- 


ligt that she h 1 witch, and has dt'tluigs witli th* 
drill brings blight upon the com, and murrain 
among the cattle, she is cbaigcd with hating ron- 
|ured the late ten ihle drought, and she certainly 
caused the flood that followed it, for she was lieara 
the day before to wish for rsin she tunas her nose 
up at all our country pastimes pores all day over 
books of inagio, and prowls all night about tbe 
1 ines and hedges, gathering poisonous herbs, which 
she boils in a thiee cornered kettle she has more 
hard woids at her tongue s end tlian a content of 
monks, and has actually been 8*tn taking an airmg 
on a broomstick, lis plain she converses OnitA 
people of tbe other world, for she never talhf I# 
anyiiodv m this, and tis impossible that any woRMli 
can be alwiu s holding her tongne. 

Baron n hat s this to me 
Walter, They wish sour lordship to have her to 
the*castle and examine hei for, if she be a witob, 
your lordhliip knows we l^te a tery wise law, that 
hhe must be drowned abve, or in plainer terms, 
sutler conflagration 

Baron 'Well, well, we'll send for her Is thei# 
aught else ^ [your loi dship. 

Waltet Something that more nearly oonoens 
Bat on. That concei ns me 7 
Waller, k our loi dship cannot be ignorant that I 
am an oflioer of the peaog to his most graoioos 
majesty. King William , whose bosiness it is to see 
that all his majesty's merrv-makiug snb|coU put 
out lire and candlt at the tolling of mj bell. I am 
a sort ot eight o'clock extinguisher. 

Baron And is this, fellow, what so nearly con- 
cern I me ** 

Walter, Yonr itfrdship shall hear. In going roy 
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[Act I. 


Tonndi I htve noted, for some OTenings pMt, n 
glimmering light, nflenoarfew-tinie, in the north 
tower of ^onr lordship's oastle. 

Baron. A light in the north lo^erl Thon dream- 
est, fellow *, 'tis uninhabited. / 

Walter* Why, then, *twas tie devil, or a will- 
o'-the-wisp; though the;^ never open their months, 
and Tm sore 1 heard voices. 

Baron, Are yon sure of that? 

Walter, Positive, my lord. They didn’t talk 
very loud, indeed, for when people are doing things 
oontrary to law, they seldom make much noise. 
Baron, You’ve mentioned this to no onel^ 
WalUr, Not to a post, saving your lordship. 
Baron, Then keep your counsel still. 

Wa^er, Yes, my lord. I hope your lordship is 
not offended. 

Baron, No, no; you’ve done your duty. 

Walter, Yourloraship knows if a rushlight be 
seen to twinkle in the hamlet, after the stopping of 
my clapper, (my bell-clapper I mean, my lord,) I 
am in visible danger of losings my place, and bis 
majesty a most faithful officer. 

Baron. Psha! this tediousness! 

Walter, Tediousness! (Aside.) I wish your 
lordship a good day. My tediousness! I 

wish your Torffiihip many happy returns of H j 
— your lordship won’t forget to examine pld^Mar- 

* Jlaron, A light in the north tower, and voices 
heard^ 

What should this mean! Gan it be possible 1 
Oh I Florence, if, in spite of my fornidding, 

Basely forgetting your high rank and fortune; 

Yon have declin'd upon a peasant slate. 

Sorrow and shame light on you! ^ [Bfjnf. 

Scene II . — An Apartmmt in the castle, 
Bertrand and Florence durconered. 
Plorence. Urge me no more, 1 will not hear it, 
Bertrand : 

No more I’ll risk the breaking of our law, 

[jest I bring danger on my father’s house 
And mine own hononr. 

Bertrand. Well, at curfew, then, 

We’ll weep, and bid adieu ; yet, sure, the hour 
Sacred to love, when all the world is still. 

When lovers cheat the stern eonimandment 
Of such a tyrant law, outweighs in value 
The dull unvaried round of common time : 

For danger gives fresh keenness to delight. 

When we usurp the joy we fear to lose, 

And tremble whilst possessing i 

Florence. Tempt me not, 

For we most part to-night, to meet no more. 

Bartrand. Oi meet to-night, never to part again. 
The abbot of St. Guthbert’s in my friend, 

His charitable aid will join our bands, 

And make me master of the richest treasure 
Tlmlever lover sigh’d for. 

ifloreuce. Nay, forbear; 

Think of my father : be will ne’er consent. 

Bartrand, 1 know he’li take it sernly at the first. 
Blit as bis storm of passion heaves to rest. 

Nature will softly whyer fol^is child ; 

And his affection 4alfM quiokw sense 
From his 8hori4iy*d unkiSaDess. Speak, my 
FlotmNI^ 

Florence, Nay,^o not press me. 

Gome, you must be mine. 

There is a kind consenUng in your eye. 

Which mocks the faint mosal of your tongue ; 
liove, on your rising bosom, reigns supreme. 

And speaks his triumpli in this yielding sigh.^ 

* Florence, There is my hand ; to-ni^t I will be 
thine : 

My kindred, dwelling, and proud hopes I quit. 

To olcave to thee, aim thy poor, humble fortunes. 
Bertremi, At ann-set, then, yoa’ll meet me at 
tbe abbey. 


And lest your person shoidd create snepicioD, 
SuppofKi you come apparell’d as a boy ; 

And wear, like many a gallant, oap’ring knight. 
Whose smooth oomplexion soaroe would nazard 
twice 

The keen enoonnter of the northern wind, 

The front of Heotor with a woman's heart. 

Florence, Is it so easy, (hen, to play (he hero?^ 
Bertrand, *Tis bat to stmt, and swell, and knit 
yoor brow. 

Tell twenty lies in a breath, and round them off 
With twice as many oaths ; to wear a sword 
Longer than other men’s, and clap yonr hand 
l^n the hilt, when the wind stirs, to shew 
How quick Uie sense of valonr beats within yon. 
How many valiant cowards in brave armour, 

Have bluster’d, nnsospeoled, to their graves ! 

Nay, afterwards, frown’d terrible in marble, 

Who, at the trumpet’s charge, had stood aghast. 
And shrunk, like tortoises, into their shells, 

To die with apprehension. (Noise without.) 

Florence. Hark! my father. 

Bertrand, Yon will not fail? 

Florence, Away! if I appear not, 

Gonclnde me dead. 

* Bertrand. Farewell, then. [BinV. 

Ftorenu. It was not fancy. Hash ! again it comes 
Along tbe gallery. 

Enter Baron DE Tracy. 

My father ! 

Baron, Florence! 

What do you here? 

Florence, My lord — 

Baron, Ni^, answer qnickly. 

Floience, I came — 

Baron. To meet yonng Bertrand. 

Florence You have said it. 

Baron. There have been lights observ’d in the 
north low’r. 

And voices heard long after curfew-time. 

Florence. The light was mine, sir. 

Baron. Whose the voices 
Florence. Mine and Bertrand’s. 

Baron. Have I not forbid yonr meeting? 
Florence, When ’twas too late. Yon let our 
early years 

Beyond the reach of fate, entwine our hearts; 

Then do not, in the blossom^ kill the hope 
Which, in the bud, you cherish’d. I have been own 
A moat obedient child; from mom’ry’s dawn 
Have hung, with silent awe, upon your lips, 

And in my heart your counsels treasur’d up, 

Next to the hallow’d precepts of my God. 

But with a new delight my bosom tbrobb’d. 

When first you talk’d of Bertrand: yon observ’d, 
sir. 

He was a handsome youth ; I thought so, too ; 

A brave one. My heart beat with fearful joy. 

Not rich, yon auded: there I heav’d a sigh 
And turn’d my head aside ; but whilst the tear 
Stood in my eye, yooj^id, that fortune’s gifts 
Were poor, compar’o with nature’s: then, my fa- 
You bade me learn to love him. [ther, 

Baron. Once, indeed, 

I had a foolish dream of sooh a thing. . 

Florence. Nay, but f dream so still. 

Baron. ’Tis time to wake, then. 

Hear me, and let thy froward heart determine. 

If thon bast grace to scorn this abject passion, 
Here is tbv father’s bosom, in it bide 
Thy kindling blnshes, and be mine again. 

What ! stobhorn to the last, and onrrienting ! 

Then bear mo, and let thy free cboiq||lidecide : 

If in the headstrong course of thy desires. 

And the rank pride of disobedience, 

Tlion wed’st thyself to this my low-horn vassal. 
Living, my persecution shall attend thee, 

And when Idle, my curses be thy portion. ^ 
Yon know me resolote, and know my purpose ; 
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And IS yoa dread or a father's wratb|, 

So shape yoar ooarae of action. F'lEnt. 

F/brencc. Stay, ny father. 

He’s gone and will not listen to his child. 

Then, since Cornel went has disown'd me, 
Bertrand, 1 am all thine. 

And now that 1 have giv’n tip all to thee, 

And oast off every other hofM of joy. 

If ihon shouldst ever treat me with unkindness, 
Reprove me with sharp ivords, or frowning looks. 
Or ( which is keenest agony to those 
Who deeply love) torture me to the sottl 
With civil, cutting, cold indifference — 

Noj tbon art troth itself,! will not doubt thee. [Rjril. 
• Scene Hi.'— A Forest, 

Enter Fitzha'rding and ARMSTRONG. 
Armstrong, Now, then, we are alooe, and secret; 

your business, captain ? 

Fitzhardiug, You are iny enemy. 

Armstrong. Indeed! 

Fitzharding, You sav’d niy life. 

Armstrong. I did, and at some peril. Does that 
offend you ? [sir^i*^ 

Fitzharding. So inortallv, that day and night, e^r 
I’ve studied now I should despatch you. • 

Armstrong. How ! *(is rather a new mode of re- 
turning such an obligation. [here 

Fitzharding. 'Twas in the ontHkirts of the ^rest 
We fell in with the odicers of justice. 

Armstrong. Ay, not a month since. • 

Fitzharding. We stood them stoutly, till your 
sword being broke 

To the hilt, and I fast bleeding with my wounds. 
We were conipell’d to fly ; the tanglit^ wood, 
Familiar to our steps, confounded theirs ; 

And we had lost the yell of their pursuit. 

When, quite exhausted with the loss of blood, 

I sunk into your arms, in which you rais'd me, 

And as the lion bears her wounded whelp 
From the thick danger of the hunters' spear's. 

Yon bore me home ; there, being arriv’d, I fainted. 
Armstrot^. I thought ’twas an act of kindness. 
Fitzharding, So far I was your debtor, but what 
follow'd? [then? 

You stripp'd me to get at my wounds. What 
Nay. you perceiv'd it. Speak. 

Armstrong. I saw a brand upon your left shoulder, 
that — [awoke, 

Fhzhurding. I know you did : for when I first 
Your eyes were to that quarter rivetted. 

Yon know my secret, sir, and have revealed it. 
Armstrong, No, on my soul. 

Fitzharding. Swear some tremendous oath, 

It ne’er has pass’d thy lips. 

Armstrong, May mercy never reach me, if I e’er 
breathed a syllable of it. 

Fitzhardiug. Thou art my friend, then. Hark ! 
Amsfron^. 'Tis a man's tread. 

FUzhardmg. A lusty one. Stand back and let ns 
note him. Enter a Ffiar. 

Whither so fast, good fatherl (Stopping him.) 
Friar. Stay me not ; 

I have most pressing business at the castle, 
Fitzhardiug. At the castle! (Aside.) What's thy 
business there? 

Friar. You art rude, son. 

It is of private import. 

Fitzhardiug. Answer me. 

Or I will pluck it from thy heart. 

Armstrong, Speak quickly. 

Friar. Well, welU ^ 

Fitzhardiug, No preface, sir. 

Friar. Will, thus it is, then : 

The Baron hath a reck'ning with bis oonsoienoe. 
Which I must settle for him. 

Fitzharding, Does he kpow you? 

I mean, your person? 

He has never seen it. 

Fitzhardiug. But bis attendantk— they nave seen 


fWnr. None of them. 

Fitzharding. And tbj ntme: thy name ^ 
Friar. Dnostaqi 

^Fitzhardiug. It shall be ao. (Aside.) QuicUy 
unbuod t^ee, fiiar. 

And oast thy robe of reverence ; nay, qnioklj. 

Or I shall call some myrmidons about us, 

Will strip tbee at tbe peril of thy akin. 

(Takes the Friar's hood and cloede.) 
So, that is well. Now mark me: to thy convent 
Speei^traigbt, and nimbly ; and, as yon would 'scape 
A deadly cold, take not the air to-night : 

I have my spirits abroad : home to thy beads. 

Fast, pray, con feu thyself, do sometlung, nuking, 
Bui keep’witbin doors, or — 

Friar. I will observe. 

May heav'n, in the abundance of its mercy, 

Pardon this outrage on the charch. 

Fitzharding. Away! [Exit Friar. 

You apprehend my meaning? 

Armsfrony. 1 can guess it. [mand 

Fitzharding. Back to our company ; to your com* 
f trust the leading of this night’s adventures. 

You’ll find some stirring friends within the castle 
Shall smooth your passage there. 

Armstrong. Till then, good nigli^ [£!vff. 

Fiitharding. The Baron's conscience rid, and 1 
• his priest I m * ^ 

f For so I must be.) Surely, out of Ibis 
Kevenge may fasliioniaonieihiiig strangely cruel. 
Whose bloody memory, in after times. 

This truth shall teach inexorable man, 

Wlig has DO touch of mercy tow'rds his fellow: 
Most injuri^ a noble mind may pardon, 

Bat there are insults cannot be (orgiv'n. [Erif. 

ACT II.— Scene l.~-The Inside of a Cottage. 
Robert. (Without.) hist! Mother! 

Enter Rouert. 

Not at home? Then I’ll leave thin purse on the 
table, and call for her blessing another time. 

Enter MATILDA. 

Mat'dda. My son. • 

Robert. Your blessing, mother; let it be a short 
one. There is something will keep famine from 
tbe door till I return. 

MatUda. Where got yon this? 

Robert. Ask no questions ; 'tis yoor’s. [guilt. 
Matilda. No, pot for worlds would 1 partake thy 
How came it thine? Ob! my foreboding heart! 
Where have yon slept these three nights? 

Robert. Peace, I say. rnfiBana — 

Matilda. Should you have join'd the band of sa- 
Robert. I have; what then? 

Matilda. What then ! bast thou a moment 
Weigh’d tbe full horrors of an outlaw’s life? 

T’ exchange the noblest attributes of man 
For the worst quality of beasts ; to herd 
With the vile dregs and oflscam of society. 

And bear about a conscience that will start 
And tremble at the rnstling of a leaf; 

To shroud all day in darkness, and steal forth. 
Cursing the moon, that with inquiring eye 
Watches your silent and felonious tread. 

And every twinkling star that peepa abroad 
A ininister^f terror — 

Robert. Peace, 1 say. [sweet infloence 

Matilda. The blessed sleep you know not, whoee 
Ere he can stretch his labour-tdilnR limbs, 

Softly seals up the peasant's weary Tide, 

On tne cold earth, with over- watching spent, 

Yon stir and fret in fev'rish wakefoloess ; 

Till nature, wearied out, at length o'eroomea 
The strong conceit of fear, and^gins to done; 

But as oblivion steala upon your senses. 

The hollow groaning wind uprears you quick. 

And you sit, catcliiog with suspended breath. 

Well as the beating of yoyr heart will let you, 

The fancied step of justice. 
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Rahtti, Hark ! wbo’a there? 

Matilda, No one^ in/ son. 

Robert. Again ! 'tis a man's footing. 

'i^atUda. 1 hear nothing; 

Nor aught do I behold» save on /on tree, ^ 
The miserable remnant of a wretch 
That was bang'd there for murder. Look ! 

Robert, I ^re not. 

Gan /on look on it? 

MatUda, It anno/s not me : 

I am no murderer. 

Robert, Nor I, nor I : ® 

1 am no murderer neither; /et, for worlds, 

I dare not look that wa/. 

MatUda, Yon are a robber; 

And be who robs, by sharp resistance press'd. 
Will end the deed in blood : 'twas so with him; 
He once possess’d a soul, quick as your own 
To mercy, and would quake as yon do now. 

At the bare apprehension of the act 
That has consign’d him to yon naked tree. 

Where ever/ blast to memorize his shame 
May whistle shrilly through his hallow bones. 

And in his tongneless jaws a voice renew. 

To preach with more than mortal eloquence. 

. Kobert, ’Tis a damned life, and t will leave it, 
mother — to-morrow. 

Aftfti/da.«Nay. to night; why not to-nigl^t? 

To-night I cannot. (A ktwckiug at the 
door.) Hark! , 

MatUda, There’s some one now. 

Robert, To-morrow, mother, I am yoor’a again. 
Matilda. To-morrow, then — ^Exit Robert.] — 
What visitor is this 

That knocks so gently ? {Opiiis the door,) 

Enter PlllblP. 

Is it thou, old man? 4B (Aside.) 

What brings thee o’er ^ bitter breathing heath. 
Got of th/ dwelling at tois freezing hour? 

The piercing mr will not respect thine age, 

Or do th/ white hairs rev’rence. Who art thou ? 

PJjfilip, Servant (o the Baron ; or, rather, one 
grown nut qf service ; yet be keeps me, like an old 
tree that has borne good fruit in its time. Ho had 
a lady once, and I a mistress ; once do I say ? She 
may be yet alive; strange things have come to 
pass ; they report /on have the gift of knowing all 
events, that nothing can betide on earth, sea, or 
air, but von are acquainted with it. 

Matilda. They have abased thee. 

PhU^, Be not ofl'ended : if you would bat tell 
me whether my dear lady outlived the wreck — 
Matilda.-You would reveal it. 

Pkilip, Never. 

Maiudd,.^yo6, you would reveal it; 

Old men Md women will be ever baUiling. 

Philip, Ro, Of I'm a man. [swear. 

Matilda, I almost trust thee, for thou dost not 
If I 'surald tell thee, then, that she surviv’d — 
Philip, I would bless thy voice for ever. 
.Matuda, Should guide thee to the spot which 
abe inliabits— 

PhUw, 1 would walk barefoot to it over flint.^ 
Matuda, If 1 should shew her to tb/ wand’nng 
sight — [follow’d. 

Philw, I would gaze on her though blindness 
Matuda, Look at me : 1 am she. 

PhUw, Nay, now /on mock me. 

Matilda, 1 am not on snob subjects us’d to jest. 
Old Philip, too, forget me? 

PhUip, Na/, now I look again, it is— it is ro/ 
l^j; m/ ever-honoured lad/, m/ sweet ladr, my 
kj|ia lad/ 1 — but bow did you escape the winds and 
waters? Does my young master — yet, I fear 
, Matilda, He lives, and is a man. [to ask — 
PhU^, Thank heaven, thank heaven ! [cries, 
Matilda, The warring elements, that heard my 
Would iiflil divorce a'liiother from her child ; 

Wa weralioth sav’d i to yonder dreary coast 


[Act If, 

The guardian wares their trembling burden bore. 
A lito^treasare, from the wreck preserv'd. 

Bought us this humble dwelling. 

Philip, ’Tis a sad one ; but you shall change it 
soon. I am sent the Baron to bring you to the 
Matilda, How? [castle. 

Philip, The fooHfh people have nooosed you of 
being a witcli. [ihia, 

Matilda, Of witohorafl! Well; I see an end in 
Most level to my wishes. Come, let’s on. 

All will be act to rights. 

Philip. Grant heav’n it may ! 1 streams 

Matuda, We shall be hapfiy vet ; and like two 
United once, and parted by misobance, 

Meet at the close, and end our course together. ' 

lExeanl, 

SCENF. II.— A Heath. 

Enter Florence, tn male attire, 

Florence, Thus far I have not met a living soul, 
Save, on the heath, an homeward villager, 

Who chill his barking our, and bade sood night 
With Much kind greeting, that iny sinking heart 
Took courage. 

‘Hiiter Conrad and other Robbers, who surround 
Florence, 

Heav'ns ! what are ye? 

Conrad, Don't be frightened, young man: your 
money ; come, your valuables ; give us all vou have, 
and we sha’n’t do you the least injury ; only, if you 
make any disturbance, we shall beat your brains 
out, that's all.— [£nfer BektraND.I 

Bertrand, Unhand the trembling lawn, if \e are 
And dare a nobler spoil. [inen^ 

Conrad, So, therein be some blood-letting here. 
I’ll make sure of my bird, however. No resistance, 
youth ; ’tis vain. 

[ WluLst Bertrand is contending with some of 
the Robbers, tint rest carry off Florence, 
and, as he is on the point of being over- 
come, some of the Barons vassals esUei 
and rescue him : the Robbers run off", and 
are pursued. _ '* 

1 Vassal. ( To Bertrand.) Come, you must with 
us to the castle. [wood, 

Bertrand. Nay, let os plunge into the thickest 
And track these savage felons to their den. 

1 Vassal. No, no; there are enough gone jwon 
that errand; our orders are to bring you to^e 
castle. ^ [her thw-r 

Bertrand, Unhand roe, coward slaves! to lose 
1 Vassal, We dare not disobey orders. 

Aerfrand. Dare not ! Slaves! [jEScsiMf. 

Scene III.— TAe Robber's Cave, 
Armstrong, Herman, and other Robbers diseo- 
vered, drinking, 

CHORUS OF ROBBERS. 

What tho' we shroud in savage den 
From day’s all-^piercing eye. 

Yet have we jovs, as other men ; 

Our watchful Jeers, 

Our perils, cSres, 

We sweeten still with liberty. 

The rising sun let others greet, 

We worship his decliuwg ray; 

And whilst tM midnight cask we drain, 

Where sparkling meet 
His light and heat. 

We feel ahye in ev'ry vein 
The spirit of departed day. 

Herman. Come, push the liquor about. Here’s 
heavy purses and l^ht finnrs. So, the captain, 
you say, has made free with alriar’ittfuuoaioals? 

Armstrong, Ay, and with hiu ebaraotejr, too, for 
a short time. 

Herman, And in that disguise means to enter the 
castle ? ( whistle withotU, ) Hark ! 

Armstrong, ’Tis Conrad’s whistle; pass the 
countersign. (They pass the countersign*) 
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Rnfar Conrad and Bobbers, with Florence. 
Weloome» lade, welcome I W bo have yon got tliere? 

Conrad, A youth that we picked up in our 
traTels; wejToond him near the monaatery, going, 
as I conjecture, to pray for a beard, for his chin 
leems to have a marfellous lack of bristle. He’ll 
beat* some plucking, though. 

Armstrong, Ay, ay, the bird’s in pretty feather. 
Speak, stri|Hing,' who are you? whence come you? 
and whither were yon going? [not. 

Florence, Good gentlemen, 1 pray you, harm me 
Conrad, You’re too rough with him; the youth’s 
abashed at being in strange company; he hasn't 
llpen used to converse with gentlemen in our 
Sj>here; and to say truth, I don’t wonder he’s a 
little ashamed. Don’t be alarmed, iny pretty 
boy; there’s nothing here to frighten yon; our 
worthy commander would know your history, 
Florence, I am a simple lad ; [that’s ail. 

Honest, though very |)Oor, yet what 1 have 
Is freely yoar’s. This purse contains a trifle, • 
Would it were better worth your kind acceptance ! 
But, as it is, you’re very welcome. * * 

Conrad, {Taking the purse,) A pretty spol^en 
youth, and perfectly understands good breeding. 

Armstrong, Sit down and eat, boy. Our fare is 
coarse, but you are welcome. Sit down, 1 say : 
do yon mistrust us? 

Plorence, Oh ! no ; I never did wrong to any : , 
Whom should 1 fear, then? 

Armstrong, Weil, sit down. {She aits at the 
table,) Now, Conrad, you saw our minstrels safely 
on their journey 1 

Conrad, Ay, and the plan is thus concerted: 
after gaining admittance to the castle — Mind thy 
repast, youth (lo Florence, who appears agitated) — 
they’ll easily procure a night's lodging — What, 
again! {To Plorence.) Within a quarter of an hour 
from the tolling of the curfew we iiiast be read^ 
at the northern gate. 

Armstrong. Enough : we understand the rest. 
But wliat is this same curfew, that has made such 
a noise lately ? 

Conrad, What is it! Why, it’s a new mode with 
your great statesmen of keeping the people in the 
dark. After this same bell has tolled, ’tis a mis> 
demeanor for a horse-shoe to strike a spark from 
~a diht, and high treason for a glow-worm to carry 
fire in bis tail. 

Armstrong, A truce with your jests. 

Conrad, Why, then, in sober sadness, this cur- 
few custom is a clever invention of this Norman 
prince of darkness, to set honest men snoring, and 
give rogues an earlier opportunity of cutting their 
throats; aud which, by shortening their days, will 
most probably lengUicn ours. 

Armstrong, Still listening. {Seeing Florence at- 
tentwe*) I like not that bey. He has been deeply 
attentive to our discourse. {To Merman,) 

Herman. De^atch him, then. 

Armstrong. ’Twere safest. 

Herman. Robert shall do it. Being last entered 
in our troop, it is his office. {Ueckons Hubert.) 
Armstrong, Robert, that boy has overheard our 
Herman, And may betray us. [whole design. 
Robert. There’s no fear of that. 

’ 'Afffmum. Not when lie’s dead. 
dMert, How? 

Bommn, You must do it. 

Robert, ' Harder him ? [patch him. 

Hernma, Call it what you pleaae, you must des> 
Httberit ^eep him a prisoner till to-morrow. 
Armstrong, 1 tell you our lives are in bit breath ; 
aud be must die. 

Robert, Well, if it must be so— 

Herman, It shall. 1 like not that hesitating eye. 
{Aside,) 

Armstrong, We will but skirt the wood, and 
then return. You’ll remember. {To Robert.) 
Robart, Ay, ay. 


Hermrnt. {Aside.) I’ll atay and see it done. 
My mind misgives me, be may want assistance. 

[All the Robbers go out except Herman, mho 
• eoneoals himself, 

Florence, What mean their dark looks, and half 
ainother’d speeches, 

Where more the eye interprets than the tongne. 

And silence is most horrible? 

Robert. My mother’s a witch, sure enough. She 
prophesied I should soon turn cot-throat, (iiaidr.) 
Well? youth, you can guess, I suppose, why they 
have left us alone. [hope. 

Florence, Indeed, I know not; for no harm, 1 
Robert, That I should kill thee. [fellow, 

Florence, Nay, but yon will not do it, my good 
What’s iny oftence? 

Robert, You ne’er offended me. [form. 

Florence, Nor any that doth bear a human 
I never wrong’d the smallest living thing. 

Or trod designedly n|M>n a worm ; 

For I was bred to gentleness, and know [mercy. 
Nought that hath fleeting breath, too mean for 
Whv seek yon, then, my life, which, gone from me. 
Will never add a moment's breath to your’s? 
Robert, Peace, boy. 

Florence, Oh ! think upon the hofror of the deed. 
You haye a friend, who knows — ^f^rhaps, a parent, 

A father or a mother, — think on tuem, — [death 
’Twoold almost break their hearts to learn your 
In nature’s common course ; how would they start 
To hear you had been slaughter’d in cold blood ! 

But if they knew you were a murderer. 

Oh !*ihey would curse the hour that gave you birth, 
And die stutk mad with agony. 

Robert, I cannot strike ; he withers up my arm. 
Now, then, I’ll ilo'l. (Aside.) Speak, youth, are 
you prepar’d? frible. 

Florence, Oil! no; for life is sweet, deatii ter- 
The firmest stoic meets it with a pang ; 

How, then, should I, an unschoord, simple boy, 
Look calm at that, which makes the sternest 
Roherf, You must die, youth. • [shudder? 
Florence, Nay, yel you will not do it ; 

You cannot; for your cold, relaxing hand 
Loosens its gripe, and all your limbs, too, 
Robert. Now then. [tremble. 

Florence. Nay, turn not thus your head aside, 

I fain would see how stern the butcher looks 
When he doth strike the lamb. You tremble still : 
And in your eyes twin drops of mercy stand ; 

They fall upon your cheek ; nay, then, you cannot. 

Robert. Hear me : I have nassra my word 
to my comrades that you shall die ; my hand 
may Miriuk, mine eye may drop a tear. No matter ; 
’tis' past, and thu8-^( Lifts his hand to strike.) 
Florence. Have ineroy on my sex — I am a woman. 
Robert, A woman ! [horrible 

Florence, What have I said? A thought more 
Then death runs through me now. 

Robert. To save her would be great. 

Florence, Oh ! ’twould be glorious ! thatone single 
Shall clear thee at the great day of account. 

Robert, You have prevailed. 

Florence. And will yon save me? 

Robert, ere ye a man, I oonidn’t hurt you 
now; for you have made me woman. 

Florence. I’ve no fit means to thank you but my 
tears, ray warme.st prayers. 

Robert. Here is a recorapence which those who 
have once felt will want no other motive to hu- 
manity. But the night wears, my companions 
will soon return. Can von trust yourself with an 
Florence. Ay, through the world. [assassin? 
Robert, Come, then, 1*11 guide yon Taithrally. 
Herman. You pass not here. {Interposes,) 
Robert, Herman! 

Herman. The tame, good, trusty Robert. 
Robert, Stand by, and let ns pass; it is a woman, 
Herman, Were it tu angel, what then? 

14 .> 
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lio6«rl.Yooiiff»fiiir,andiBiiooent: nay, look upon ^ 
Can you resist tWt supplioating eyel L^or; 

Mernunt. 1 know roy duty. 

Robert. Do it, then ; the first duty of our sex cs 
to protect the helplessness of hecs. Come, oome, 
let us pass. You can’t be serious. 

Herman. You’Jl find me so. 

Robert. Nay, look upon her, Herman. 

Herman. Well. 

Robert. Can neither her youth, her beauty, her 
sex, or her condition move you? 

Herman. Not a step. 

Ro6er/. You are a devil, then. ^ [one. 

Herman, If you attempt to pass, youMl find me 
Robert. Why, then, there’s left no argument but 
this. (^Drawing hie sword.) 

Herman. Which thus I answer.^ [blood. 

Robert, If blood must be shed, it shall be man’s 
Herman. Your’s or mine. 

Robert. Come on, then. (They fight off the 
stage.) [heaven, 

Florence. Now sit upon the righteous sword, just 
And where the cause is honest, give the power. 
Hark ! the rude clashing of their angry steel 
Gives way to death-like silence. 

Re-enter KoderT. , 

Robert. Now Uien, lady. ^ 

Florence. What, is be dead? 

Robert. And buried ; I have thrown him 
Into the roaring torrent, that must serve 
Both for his shroud and knell. Think not of him ; 
He was a wretch without remorse or pity. 

Who bloodily hath bought a bloody end. 

Come, ’tis no time for words. [Exeunt. 

ACT HI.— Scene I.— TAe Collage. 

Enter Rodert, leading in Florence. 
Robert. This is the humble dwelling that I 
spoke of. You may rest here in safety to-night, and, 
to-morrow, shape your course as it pleases you. 
Florence. (Looking round.) Yon know the wo- 
man who inhabits here! • 

Robert. Ay, know her well; you’ll find her a 
kind soul. I would stay with you till she returned ; 
but I most get back before iny comrades, to avoid 
suspicion. Farewell ! Should wo meet no more, 
you’ll sometimes think of me. 

Florence. Whilst 1 have life. 

Robert. Farewell! [Exit. 

Florence. Upon the bleak and solitary waste 
Which roy proud father’s castle overlooks, 

I’ve sometimes beard, there dwells a wretched 
woman. 

So deeply skill’d in potent herbs and flow’rs. 

The wond'ring village shun her as a witch. 

This must her hovel be; for, sure, a spot 
So desolate, and dwelling so unshelter’d. 

Can harbour no one else. (A knocking at the door.) 
2 Vassal. (Without.) Open the door. 

Florence, Hush! 1 have beard that voice. 

SI Vassal. ( Without.) Nay, open quickly. 
Florence, It is my father’s vassal: bhould |io 
know me — 

2 Vassal. ( Without.) Still do you hesitate? 
Florence. I will assume 
A tone and manner foreign to my nature. 

That so, without exposure of myself, 

I may betray the mischief that is hatching. 

( Opens the door.) 

Enter three of the Baron's Vassals. 

What means this violence! 

2 Vassal. ’Tis well yon came. 

Or we had beat the house about your eara. 
Florence. Thou poor mao’s tyrant, and thou great 
roan’s slave ! 

Wherefore this outrage ? The low peasant’s latch 

Should be held sacred as the triple bolt 

That guards analace — ay, more sacred, fellow: 

For hlgh-rais’d mightiness is it’s own shield ; 

But who, if lordly pow’r be first t’ invade. 


Shall bar the poor nuui’t dwtUing from 
sioii? 

2 VassaL We are commanded by our lord the 
To bring before him every living thing, 

That in this lonely dwelling we foond shelter’d. 

Florence. Well, sir, von will not shame your 
lord’s commands 

By doing them humanely. I attend you. [Exeunt. 

Scene II.— Outsicte of the Baron's castle. 

Enter Robert. 

Robert. Onoe more 1 have a moment for reflec- 
tion. Shall I return to these merciless dogs? 
Yes, my safety requires it. But then, the night’s 
adventure: to murder a whole family in oo||| 
blood! that I’ll prevent, however. My mother, 
now doubly thanked be her oare, taught me the 
use of letters. I have sliortl} staled here our hor- 
rible design, yet interceded for the lives of all* 
(Shoots an arroto into the castle.) So, speed it 
well. My heart acouses me of treachery ; yet 
there is no alternative. I must either be false to 
my oompanions or a traitor to humanity. [JSxif. 

• SCENE III . — A Room in the castle. 

Enter Baron De Tracy with Vassals. 

*Baron.You were too tame, to let them bear her ofT. 

1 Vassid, My lord, they were too many for ns. 
Five, at least, to one: and all completely armed, 
too. [trand in. 

Baron. Well, ’tis no matter; bring young Ber- 
Bkrtrand »ir browjiAt m. 

So, air, your noble purpose has iniacarrted. 

And I have lost the honour you intended 
To fix upon my house 

Bertrand. You speak, my lord. 

As if your daughter’s peril touoh’d you not.. 

Baron. So 1 be robb’d, what natters who the 
Into what viler hands can she have fall’D, [thief? 
Than mine own vassal's? 


Bertrand. True, I am your vassal. 

And on my body bear some ill-shap’d soars 
That vouch my services ; but ohiefly one 
Stamp’d in the bloody field of HastingB — What, 
You do remember 'll — When you were nnhnri’4. 
Prostrate beneath th’ uplifted battle-axe. 

With outstretch’d hand, and deprecating eye. 

Had uot your vassal, ’twixt descending death 
And you, his forward body interpos’d, ^ 

You might have gorg’d tberav’niog v nl lures MlBfo. 

Baron. It was thy duty, fellow. 

Bertrand. Y et the act 


So pleas’d you, that you ca'd’d me your pr ese r ver. 
And breath d such wanton praises on my Yalour, 
That 1 forgot the low-boru thing I had been. 
Outstretch’d my wing, and sought a nobler quarry; 
You fann’d my young ambition ; I became 
The prir/d companion of your blooming daughter. 
Oft when 1 won, at till or tournament. 

Some liard-earn’d prize, and laid it at her feeti 
With trembling admiration she survey’d me. 
Breath’d a full sigh of joy at my escape; 

And you applauded. We grew up together: 

Our pastimes, studies, sorrows, joys, hopes, fears. 
Had but one soul ; and what, at first, was triendshim 
Soon ripen’d into love ; which you encoo'-ag’d. 
Baron, Which I forbade. 

Bertrand. Your reason? 

Baron, Your low birth. [leolate 

Bertrand. That is, indeed, past oure.^ Tis now 
To summon back the dust of my progenitors. 

And stamp it with nobility. What then? 

Am 1 to bang iny bead, creep into corners. 
Because my father was a bind? 1 know not 
Why I was pressed into this bustling world ; 

But here I am, and let my deeds proolaim me. 

Our actions are oar heralds, and they fix. 

Beyond the date of tombs and epitaphs. 

Renown or infamy. 

Baron, You talk it highly. [a point 

Bertrand, My lord, you touoh’d me roughly an 
At whioh the poor moo'^s blood is quick to kindle. 
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To M>mething of moro weight:— joar deoghter, eir, 

Is in the hands of ruffians; grant me, then, 

Twenty of your attendants, nay, but ten. 

Five, or if they, for a lost daughter’s ransom, 

Be thought foo great a venture, give me freedom, 
And 1 alone, ere food shall pass my lips 
Or sleep embrace me, will recover her 
Ur lose myself. 

Baron, We shall not trust your valour. 

Enter First Vassal, 

1 Vassal, My lord, a stranger from St. Cothbert’s 
abbey. 

Boron. Ay, I vrould speak with him. Bear off 
Bus madman, and guard him strictly. 

Bertrand, Heaven protect her, then ! 

[Bxif, guarded. 

Baron, Stand up, my heart; my shrinking nerves, 
wax firm! 

For what to this good man I must reveal. 

Will want your full assurance. 

Enter Fiizharding, disguised and Attendants, 
Take good heed 

That none approach os. [To the Attend, jwtio reli***. 
Welcome, rev’reiid father. 

If to the holy Dunstan I address me. 

Pitskarding, I answer to that name. 

Baron. It is a name 

That loud report delights to send abroad 
For endless deeds of saint>like charity ; 

But chiefly has she blazon’d your renown. 

That with an excellence almost divine, 

You can blow out from the distracted brain 
The memory of guilt, and chase away 
The frightful apparition of foul deeds, 

Which, unatoii’d for, will not be at rest. 

Fitzharding, You over-praise my poor abilities, 
Tlio’ ill the holy office you have mention'd 
1 am not meanly skill’d. 

Baron. Therein I want 
Your aid and counsel. 

Fitzharding, Then deliver boldly 
The secret cause that pre}8 upon your quiet ; j 
Andtwily, too: for in the mind’s diseases, 

As in the body’s, there be patients, { 

Who, by a scant disoloaure of their ills, 

( Either from foolish modesty or pride,) 

Mock the physician’s labour. 

' Baron, Trust me, father. 

You shall hear all, as fully and distinotlj 
As were I now before heav’n’s judgment seat. 

To make confession of the fact. 

FUzharding, Proceed. - , . . , 

Baron, You know 1 am not native of this isle. 
But born in Normandy. 

FUzharding, So I have beard. » 

Baron. 1 wedded there, long since, an English 
Most rare in her endowments. 

Fitzharding. You were happy “? [observ d, 

Baron, 1 snonld have been so : you must have 
For you have deeply read the heart of man, 

A wayward disposition in some natures. 

Out of the very height of their enjoyments 
To breed their discontents ; and make, like devils, 
A hell of paradise. , 

Fitzharding, Alas ! ’tis true. [lieve it. 

Baron, E’en such a man was I : wonld you be- 
PoBsess’d of such a woman, for no cause 
But the excess of her perfections, 

Compar’d with my weak merits to deserve them, 
From love’s extremest dotage 1 fell off 
To sudden jealousy ; in which dark mood, 

A letter reach'd me, in an unknown hand. 
Containing nought but this : ** Look to your wife ! 
FUzharding, Some villain — 

Baron. You shall hear, and then decide. 

This letter was soon follow’d by another, 

Which circumstHnlially disclos’d my shame. 

And made surmise oonviotion : pointed out 
The time, wlieu I might find, in mine own chamber. 
My wife in guilty converse with a lover. 


Think with what pangs T waited fbr 4 hat b09r^ 
When, as advis’d, I did surprise my wKo 
In secret with a man. 
tFUzharding, And in your chamberl 
Baron, 1 stabb’d the woman ; her companion fled. 
And in the darkness of the night escap’d me* 
Returning quickly back, 1 found my wife, too. 
Whose wound tbongh deep was notning dangerous. 
Had, with our only son, a tender infant. 

Fled in most wild amazement. Soon in safety 
She reach’d the nearest sea-port ; thence embarking 
For this her native land, they were both wreck’d; 
And with the rest of that devoted crew. 

In the wide bosom of the ocean perish’d* ^ 
FUzharding, It was a lamentable fate, indeed ! 

Bat where’s your crime in this? Was she not 
guilty? [villain, 

Baron. Nay, she was spotless : that same precious 
(For that be was a villain soon was palpable,) 

In a last letter clos’d this scene of horror 
With these emphatic words, which, as I dread them. 
Were graven on my heart: Your wife was inoo* 
Yet I'm but half revenged!” ^ [cent; 

FUzharding, But half reveng'd ! 

Some one whom you bad wrong'd, then— 

Baron. It should seem so; 

Yet to this hour, by what resentment mov’d. 

Or whofthe dark contriver of my f home, 

I am most ignorant. 

Fitzharding, That's strange, indeed! 

And could you never guess? 

Baron, No, on ray soul. [iiMMnber no one, 

FUzharding, Most wonderful! Gould you re- 
Wlioni by s^me galling wrong, some deep fix'd in-* 
You had most grievously provok’d? [salt, 

Baron, No, never. 

FUzharding, Ere long 1 will refresh your me- 
mory. {Aside.) 

Baron. I never struck but one man to the heart. 
And him 1 after recompens'd so nobly. 

That my large bounty salv'd his rankling pride. 

And drew out all his enmity. , 

Fitzharding. Indeed! {Aside,) 

Baron, Besides, that man was dead. 

Fitzharding. Art sure of that? {Aside,) 

Baron, Or bad he been alive, 'twere idle now 
To waste the precious timer in wild surmise 
W^bo was my instigator. Here am I, 

Sole actor of that woful tragedy ; 

Whose strong remembrance, like an evil spirit 
In some lone house, usurping all ray brain. 

Drives reason from her seat ; and scares away 
The fellowship of comfortable thoughts. 

To dwell alone in desolate despair. 

Now, 1 have beard you buve a charm (or this. 

That by some sacred and mysterious paw r. 

You can make clean my fancy — recreate me. 

What once 1 was, a reasonable man. 

Full of the oommon feelings of my kind. 

Pray with an unologg'd heart ; that food shall neo- 
That I shall laugh and weep like other men, ^ [nab. 
And sleep refresh me, aa the dews of h^v n 
Lift up the languid blossoma ; in a word— 

Enter First Vassal with an arrow. 

How, fellow, whence this boldness? ^ 

1 Vassal Your pardon, my lord; near 

the northern tower, I found Uiia orrQWf Tims waa 
the feather to it; thinking it 
tors that might be of 

through your commands to prewl(|^3l^^«beetti^* 
presents the arrow.) ... , 

Baroii.»What have we here? tliese look like cha- 
Yet not for me to scan : peruse them, father. 

And tell us what they signify. {Gwes rt to Fits.) 
1 Ka.wol. I hope my lord will pardon my pre- 
Baron. W cll, wait without, sir ; [sumption. 

Nor iire intrude agaio till you arc ©•IJ’® . 

[Bail First V asealm 

FUzharding. Confusion! {Aside.) 

Baron. What, a ohurobman puzzled, too? 
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Fiithardmg. Somewhat perplex’d, I own: let’s 
trj anin. 

Oh4 now I nnaeratand it ; ’tis a sOng, 

A mere loTe-ballad, that the minstrels chaant «• 
In every town and village ; a dull ditty, 

And not qnite decent for a priest to utter. 

Or for a ui^h-bred Baron to attend to : 

However, u you wish it, when at leisure 
I will repeat the idle madrigal ; 

But let it not employ this apt occasion 
For oar more grave deliberations. * 

I have drawn in with an attentive ear 

All yon have utter’d : yonr oflence is grievons. 

Barcn, Ay, father! 

Fiixharding. But the grace of heav’n is great, 
And for the truly contrite, will work wonders. 
Leave me awhile to meditate alone. 

That here, in still communion with myself, 

And cool abstraction from all other objects, 

I may devote my mind entire to yon. 

BaroH, You’ll find me in the gallery. 

I^zharding. 

In the meantime, be sooth’d with this assurance, 

I will resolve on something speedily, 

Shall give you ease for ever. 

Baron. HowV for everl t 

So that the bloody image of that deed 
Shall never rise fo my remembrance morer 

Fiixharding. Not even in thy dreams — for death 
has none. (Aside.) 

Baron, May heav’n assist your holy contempla- 
tions! \^Exit. 

Fiixharding. (Beads.) — ** Your castle will be this 
night surprised; yourself ^ and all thM are in it, 
slaughtered: after the toUmg of the curfew, look to the 
northern gate.** 

A pretty madrigal! The friar — No, no ; 

He would have mention’d my disguise : who then! 
I do suspect that Robert. He is one. 

Whom nature has so deeply wrought with pity, 
That habit cannot harden him to blood. 

'Twas shrewdly aim’d, but it has miss’d the mark, 
Nor shall perplex me further ; for this Baron, 

I hold him in ray eye, and, when I please. 

Fast in my g^ipe. I do but soar aloof, 

^ike the poisM vulture bov’ring o’er his prey,) 
Till having track’d him beyond human help, 

I may pounce down securely^. 

Scene IV. — The Robbers* Cave. 

Enter ROBERT. 

Robert. So, all’s well. 1 have escaped the track 
of the blood-hoonds, though they can’t be far oft'. 
1 met an balf-starv’d wolf in iny way, and slew 
him : his blood will give a colour to my story. (A 
whisth heard.) Hark ! they are at hand. Approach, 
I am prepared. 

Enter Armstrong, Conrad, and other Bobbers. 

Armstrong. Well, is it dune? (Robert shews his 
kasids.) 

Conrad. Ay, this is well. 

Armstrong. Where’s the body ? 

Conrad. Come, give os the particulars. 

Robert. I led him, by discourse, to the cliff that 
overhangs the sea — 

CosirtSL What, where I pushed down the bald- 
headed friar, whilst at his prayers, and hid him say 
amen as he descended? 

Robert. The same. As he gazed upon the ele- 
ments, I stabbed him in the back ; f heard his 
ho^ dash against the waves, and all again was silent. 

Courjad. (Loobii^ round.) Where’s Herman? 

ifrmstroi^. 1 missed him soon after our setting 
cm. Hat BO one seen him ? 

lilMsr. Notl. 

8 Robber. Nor 1. 

S Robber. Nor I. 

Conrad, Taking one of his solitary strolls, I 
•appose; be generally avoids our company, lest he 
•hoaid oatch the eontagion of a little humanity : 
. jonr right beast of prey always piwwis by himself, 


[kc*t IV. 

Armstrong, I wish he may not have fallen into 
the hands of the wolf-hunters. 

Conrad. If he be, there’s not a rogue in England 
will do greater justice to the gallows. .. 

Armstroi^. Nor one to whom the gallows will 
do greater Jubtioe. 

Conrad, I have known him since he was first 
hatched; he had a trick of killing flies in his 
cradle, which his mother encouraged, that she 
might not spoil his temper. Before he was out of 
swaddling clothes, he wrung oft the neck of a fa- 
vourite bird for singing too loud, and she patted 
him on the cheek, and said he had an excellent ear 
for music. On being breeched, he was appointed 
the family-hangman to superannuated dogs, and 
supernumerary kittens; when a school-boy, he 
would break bounds at the risk of having his back 
flayed, to see an execution. As he grew to man- 
hood, the Inst for blood grew with him, till having 
exhausted his genius in tormenting all the other 
animals of the creation, he fixed, at last, on man. 
But come, let's to the armoury. 

^a^rmstrong. And every man equip himself stoutly, 
for we shall have a hot night’s work. 

Vonrad. And if we should be caught, we shall 
bang, cheek bv jowl, like kites on a dove-cote, or 
rats against a barn-door. No matter, lads ; do your 
duty, and leave the rest to fortune; thou^i it may 
not be our luck to escape the gallows, ’tis at least 
in our power to deserve it, and that, to a man of 
spirit, is always some consolation. Come, to the 
armoury. [Exeunt, 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — A Room in the Baron's castle. 

Enter FlTZIlARDING, /o//owed by BaRON BE 
Tracy. 

Fiizhardina. The place you say is private? 

Bt^on. Still as night. 

Fitxharding. Where sight nor sound, save of 
ourselves alone, can find admission? 

Baron. Tis an hallow’d spot, 

W hich I have chosen for the burial place 
Of all my future race.— 

FUsharding. It will do well. [o'er, 

Baron. There, when the turmoil of iny brain is 
And all my senses lie benumb’d in death, 

I shall sleep soundly.— 

Fitxhardtng. Ay, and quickly, too. (Amde.) 

Baron. There, too, my wife, — for 1 have raised 
to her 

As proud a monument as ait could fashion, — 
Instead of the vast ocean’s stormy bed. 

Should in the silent confines of cold marble 
Have crumbled quietly. 

Fitxharding, It is a place 
Meet for our bus'ness. When the bell bath toll’d. 
We will repair to that sequester’d spot. 

Where, under heav’n ’s attesting eye alone. 

We will perform a deed, — which being done. 

You are a man again. 

Baron, Accomplish that. 

And name yoor recompense. 

Fitzluirdiug, For shame, iny lord ; 

A pious act remunerates itself; c 

Or, if it did not, my reward is fix’d 
Beyond the utmost reach of hninan pow’r 
To give or take away. (Music witltout.) 

Baron. >yhat sounds are these ? 

Fitxharding, Minstrels, if I may guess. 

Enter a Vassal. 

Vassal Three vagrant harpers. 

Who carry in their looks long fast and travel, 

Beg for refreshment and a niglii’s repose, [drink , 

Baron. We are engaged. Go give them food and 
And speed them on their journey. 

Fitxharding. Nay, my ford, 

Do not, however weightily inclin’d, 

Forget the laws of hospitality : 

They are a people, harmless at the worst, 

And often entertaining; and they claim, 
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From long establish’d ousiom, as their oharter, 

Saoh entertainment, as the truly great 
llestow on bumble ingenuity. 

1 pray yon give them audience.. 

Barou. Be it ao. [Exit Vassal* 

» Fitzharding. They are tlie only records of the time ; 
k And many n sad and merry cbrooiole, 

^ Worthy the note of all posterity, 
k But for the kindling spirit of their strings, 

Would sleep for ever in oblivion. « 

- Euter three Robbers* disguised as Minstreb* 

•From what country, friends ! 

1 Miit. From the north, father. 

Fitzharding. Whither bound? 

Min. For that 

We trust to forloae. But the day being spent. 

We would your debtors be for a night’s lodging. 

Such minstrelsy as our rude skill can touch 
Shall be our thanks. 

Barou. 'Tis well. We listen to yon. 

G LEE. — Minstreb, ^ 

Hark! the curfew's solemn sound * 

SUent darkness spreads around ; 

Heavy it beats on the lover’s heart, 

W ho leaves, with a sigh, hb tale half told, • 

The poring monk and hu book must part; 

A nd fearful the miser locks up his gold. 

Now, whUst ltdtour sleeps, and charmed sorrow. 

O’er the dewy green. 

By the glow-worm’s light, * 

Dance the elves of night. 

Unheard, unseen. 

Yet where their midnight pranks have been 
The circled turf will betray to-morrow. 

Barou. 'I’hey have perform’d it with no vulgar 
taste or common execution. 

Enter a Vassal. 

Well, what now I , 1 

Vassal, The woman whom you sent for is with- I 
out, and waits your further orders. 

Boron. Bring her before us. — [Exit Vassal.] 

Stand back awhile. ( To the Minstreb.) 

This urgent business speedily despatch’d, 

We’ll task you further, ( The Minstrels retire.) 

’I'is the prophetess. 

Whom you, uo doubt, have heard of. 

Fitzharding. Tho* not giv’n 
To DOU the deeting rumours of the time. 

Some strange and wild reports of suoh a person. 

Have reach’d our convent. 

EtUer Matilda. 

Baron, Now observe her, then. 

Woman, stand forth, and answer to our charge. 

The universal cry is loud against you 
For practis’d witchcraft. The consuming plagues 
Of murrain, blight, and mildew, that make vain 
The iieasaut’s labour, blasting bis lull hopes. 

Are laid to your aooounl ; they charge, moreover. 

Your skill in noxious herbs, and ev’ry weed 
Of pois'nou.s growth, the teeming earth is rank with. 

Fatal to mau and beast : that these collecting 
By the full moon, with wicked industry. 

You do apply to hellish purposes ; — 

To shrink un the sound limb, and, with a tooch. 

Plant wrinkles on the blooming cheek of youth. 

This is not all : they nrge most vehementfy, 

That you usurp the night’s solemnity 
For deeds of darkness, horrible to think of! 

That, when the yawning ohurch'yardi vomit forth 
The grisly troops of fiends, that haunt the night. 

You have been heard to mutter mischief with them. 

Dancing around a pile of dead men’s bones 
To your own howling; and, with hideous yells. 

Invoking curses for the coming day. 

How answer you to this 7 
Matilda. That it is false. 

Fitzharding. You answer boldly, woman. 

Matilda, rtoly father, 

I answer with the voice of innocence. 


’Tliat I ei^oy the silent hour of night. 

And sbnii the noisy tnmnlt of the dij; 

Prise the pale moon beyond the solar hline, 

And choose to meefttate while others sl^p. 

If^liese be crimes, I am most culpable. 

For, from the iomc^t feeling of my soul, 

I love the awful majesty sublime 
Of nature in her stiUness. To o’erlook. 

Fix’d on some bleak and barren promontory. 

The wide, intei mioable waste of waves ; 

To gar.e upon the star-wrought firmament 
Till mihe eyes ache with wonder ; these are joys 
I gather uridislnrb’d. Tbe day’s delights 
I am proscrib’d ; and, if 1 venture fo^ 

To taste the morning’s freshness, I am star’d at 
As one of nature’s strangest prodigies. 

At my unmeasur’d step, and rude attire, 

The speechless babe is taught to point the finger;, 
And unbreech’d urchins hoot me as I pass. 

And drive me to the shelter of my cottage. 

The very dogs are taught to bark at me? 

But to your charge : I am accus’d most wrongly 
Of having both the faculty and will [ness ; 

T’ infest tbe earth with plagues, and man with siok- 
Of holding converse with superior beings. 

Why, what a mocker^' of sense is this? 

It is th.; wildest stuff of folly’s drealbs, 

That I, imssessing super-human pc^’r, - 
Should thus submit to human agency; 

And, being brought by your rude vassals here. 
Stand to be judg d by man ! 

^ Fitzharding. That s shrewdly put. 

’I'his is DO common woman.* (7b the Baron,) 
Baron. Hear her farther. [lime 

Matilda. Y%t have I not consum’d the lapse of 
In fruitless mosini; — sometliiog I can do, 

Of mine own pow^r — fur other 1 have none, 

Of which tbe mention may create a smile, 

A sneering smile of infidel contempt. 

But whose performance would invert yoo all 
into tbe bloodless forms of staring statues. 

Have you a dear, departed relative, 

A buried friend, still living in yoor hearts. 

Whom in their earthly and corporeal state 
You would behold again? 

Baron, Woman, beware! 

Matilda. Thy wife, shall I revive her? Speak ! 
Baron. Away ! [to thee ! 

Matilda. Be’ she in heav’n orliell. I'll bring her 
Scatter’d throughout the ooean. I’ll rekoit 
Her sea-bleach 'd bones, put living flesh upon them; 
Light up her eyeless sockets with twin stars ; 

^id the warin' blood rush through her ki.ndliog veioa. 
And her heart beat with new-created life : 

A breathiiiy woman she shall stand before thee ; 
And thou, in freezing horror and amazement, 

Shalt look more like a corse unshrooded. 

Fitzhari^. Nay, my lord, 

Yon let the wild words of this foolish beldam. 

Take too strong a hold upon you. 

Matilda, 1 have promis’d, sir; 

And to the very height of expeolation, 

I will fulfil my' pledge. 

Enter a Vassal with FLORENCE. 

Baron, Who have you there ? [ooUa|raw 

Vassal. A lad, whom we found lurking at 3sa 
Fitzhardu^.’Tis time to end this foolery. 

Baron, Speak, boy : 

What led you to the dwelling of that woman t 
Florence. I had heard mention of her wondrous 
In divination, and I sorely long’d [ekill 

To put her to the proof ; for 1 myself 
Can lell of things to come ; command that no onO' 
.Stir from this spot, till 1 have told my atory. 
FUzhardmg. What can thU mean? \Asi4t.) 
My lord, you will not hear him? 

He hath confess’d hiinself to be inspir’d. 

Which, by the tenor of the law, ia death. 

Florence. Forbear a moment, I will tell you tiigt 
Shall make your blood attttbaok ilpw your heart* 
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[Act IV. 


And nil jronr neiisei pmn, entmno'd with wonder.— 
To*night, to-night— 

Baron* What will befol to-night? [hatching. 
Fbrwce* Nay, at thia moment, a foul plo^ it 
Whoae birth will be the death of all thine house. 
Tbj oaaile walla, breaking theur peaceful alienee. 
Ere the cook crow, will abriek to rape andmnrder. 
I aaj, tbia very hour, almost before 
The bell of night breaks off the gossip's tale, 

A fierce banditti will besiege your castle. 

Look to the northern gate, for there tbey'll^enter. 
Fiiskardmy. Peace, beardless prophet 1 1 will 
hear no more ; 

It is a scandal to my holy office, 

A miserable waste of precious time, 

And an enormous blasphemy against reason. 

To listen to the lunatic discourse 
Of this audacious boy. 

Florence. Why, holy father, 

1 didn’t say thy cloak conceal'd a villain ; 

Tbo’ saintly outsides sometimes mask toul hearts ; 
But for those minstrels yonder, you will find 
They are not what they seem. 

Baron. Search them. 

{They strip off the Robbers* disguise.) 
Fitzhardina. Alt’s lost ! 

Curse on the nag, how narrowly she eyes ifte ! 

* «( Observing Matilda looking at him.) 

Matilda, Some villain, on my life? (As^.) 
Florence. What think 30 U now, sir? {To FUz.) 
FUzhardinq. I am sirnck mote with wonder * 
Matilda. With strong guilt. {Aside.) 

( They bring forward the Ro^b*rs . ) 
Baron. Speak, wretches, or the torture shall 
Who and what yon are. (wring from ye 

1 RxA. Let your prophet tell you. 'Tis bad 
policy when rogues betray each other; but he 
must be a fool, indeed, that tarns evidence against 
himself. 

2 Rob. That we come upon no charitable de- 
simi, our present appearance speaks t that’s all the 
information you’ll get from me. 

S Rob. ^r from me. 

Boron. 'Take them away, and watch them care- 
fully. [Ejreunt Robbers. 

What have you more to tell ns? {To Florence.) 
Florence. Nothing, sir. 

Boron. Howl ^ 

Florence, For your safety 1 have said enough. 
Should I more cirouinslaiitially relate 
The means which f have possess’d me of this secret, 

2 may betray myself. Urge me no further : 

What 1 have said will happen. My tir’d spirits 
Have need of rest. [bidding. 

Baron. {To the Vassah,) Attend, and wait his 
Flormce. One thing I had forgot: amongst the 
That will beset your castle, there is one, [band 
A tall, fresh-coloar’d youth ; his curling hair 
Black as the ravon *, but the truest mark 
That shall denote him to you, is a scar 
On bis right cbeek. 

Matilda. My son! {Aside.) 

Florence. Upon your lives, 

Toacb not a hair of him. As yon would shun 
The pangs of deep contrition, and remorse 
Indelible, have mercy on that youth. ^ 

Yon shall know more hereafter. [Ejrit with Vassah^ 
Boron. Is’t not strange? (To Fiizhardmg.) 
FUzhardmg Most wonderful! — That may re- 
cover all. {Aside.) 

, ^ Baron. There must be something in it. For 
« ’ this woman, 

’ Whom vulgar clamour only hath accus’d, 

Aud BO jMilicolar grievance, she is free. 

Jffalimh. Touching my skill to raise again the dead, 
Tos fhall have full conviction. 

Rpian Well, to-morrow. 

JhMUk. Perhaps to-night. 

Tbb priest aad 1 most have some conference. 

[Asidi.— Bait wUh ViMaU. 


Baron. To-night I What can she mean ? 
Fiishardmg. Some things I’ve stndied ; 

But I profess not to interpret woman 
Baron, I am confonnded with theseYmyste- 
ries. * [not apt 

FUzharditig. Why, *tis a night of riddles! Tho’ 
To trust foreooding tales of dreaming wiaards, 

And quake myself into an ague-fit, 

When toothless bags have mumbled prophecies, 

I cannot choolb but wonder. V 

Baron. ’Tis most clear 

Some fonl play is intended. « 

Fitzhardma. I’m afraid so. [trntff 

Baron, I’ll have those minstrels rack'd until the 
Be forc'd from their keen tortures. ^ 

Fdzharding, Hold, my lord ' 

No doubt they have deserv’d the sharpest justice : 
But they are stubborn villains, men of steel ; 

Who, with clench’d teeth, will smile at your in- 
And roook your bloody executioner. [ilictions, 
Or, if they should confess, would 30 U believe them? 
TAith is not to be torn from tortur’d limbs : 

^Its dwelling is the heart; and be who knows 
Deepest to sound the heart, has found the key to't. 
Have you not heard of most abandon’d wretches, 
Desp’rate as savage beasts in their wild courses. 
Dead to all punishment of pain or shame. 

Who, in R dark and solitary cell, 

Whence stern refleclion will not be shut out, 

•And the persnasive ihetoric of the church. 

Have felt compunction creep upon their natnres. 
And melting into penitence and shame, 

Unbosom’d all their guilt? Such men are these : 
Leave them to my discretion : presently, 

I’ll bring you the full scope of their intents ; 

Or else the wide spread fame I have acquir’d 
For holy influence o’er the minds of men, 

Is built on no foundation. 

Baron. You ahall try them.^ 

Fttzharding. t’ll touch their consoiedCc to the 
qiR&k, depend on’t : 

There Is a sacred something here within, 

Whispers a piosperous issue. 

Baron, Speed yon well. 

I will but give directions to my vassals. 

And here attend you. 

Fitzhardhig, You may soon expect me. 

[Bnf Bare'S. 

So constant spirits draw safety from their dangers. 
Re-enter Matilda. 

This woman still. — Your business? I’m in haste 
Matilda. No friar art tlion. 

Fttzharding, If not, what is’t to thee? 

Matilda. It is a lonely spot that ^ouhave chosen 
For a mysterious work 
Fttzharding. ’Twill suit the purpose. 

Matilda, A ruffian hour. — What holy purpose is’t. 
That the sun most not look upon ? 

Fttzharding, A deed, 

That bet ter suits the winking eye of night, [looks. 

Matilda. Some horrid meaning lives in your dark 
I mark’d you at th’ unmasking of the minstrels : 

It was not mere surprise that shook you through. 
But the strong stir of guilty apprehensiou 
That trembled in the paleness of yourscheek. 

And fix’d you horror-struck. 

Fttzharding. 1 am their captain. 

You know me now — But boild not npon thst — 
Your son — 

Matilda. WbSt of him ? 

FUzhardmg. Safe within my gripe 
He pants an easy prey. Observe me well : — 

We hold him on strong grounds, a recreant traitor 
' To this night’s enterprixe ; which, if it fail — 

If by design or chance (no matter which) 

Aught lights on me untoward to my hopes. 

He dies oti the instant. 

Matilda, Heavenly powers protect him ! 
Fttzharding. It worko as 1 could wish. (Aside.) 
Therefore, be wise. • 



ACT V. Scene S.] THE CURFEW. 

As for this foolish baron and his fate, 

*Tis not within the oomiiass of tliy spells : 

For vainly seekinii; to enfranchise him. 

Yon will yourself entannle. Keep aloof; 

Home to your hovel and your housewifVy ; 

»^And when the bell of nif^ht has toll’d his snipnious, 

|Keep not abroad : there will be mischief stirring, 

* Which ’twill behove thee better to avoid 
Than pry into. 

• Thy son, remember, he bat draws hi# breath 
Whilst 1 walk harmless. Home, and be advis’d. 

^ [Exeuni. 

ACT V. — Scr.NE I. — The dark part of the Forest, 

The Curfew is heard toUmg at a disianee, 

^nfrr Armstrong, Conrad, and a Robber, 

Armstrong, All’s dark ns pitch. 

Rob. And still an death. Yon may hear the 
falling of a leaf. As we passed the gallows of Ro- 
dolpho, methought he muttered vengeance. 

Arnvtlrotig, Ay, lads, for his sake give no quar- 
ter. Remember they are Normans who have spoiled 
us of our inheritance, and chased ns into this fo- 
rest; where, like wolves, they have set a price' 
npon our heads. ^ 

Conrad, That’s out of compliment to our under- 
standings : ’tis not every man’s head that will bear 
to have a price set upon it. 

Armstrong, Are we worried like beasts, and 
shall we not turn upon our hunters? Remember, 1 , 
say, they are Normans, and spare not. 

Conrad, Right, noble commander' If, after to- 
morrow’s sun-rise, a flea be seen to hop in the 
castle, or there be left life in an nnhatcued egg, 

’twill be a slovenly performance. 

Armstrong, Hark \ Who comes? 

1 Rob, { Without,) Nay, answer you. 

Armstrong, Oswald? 

Elder the three Robbers from lire Cdstle, 

1 Rob, The same. Well met, tods. 

Armstrong, Have von been discovered, then? 

1 Hob, Yes; but the captain remains snug, and 
wiH redeem everything. The bell has gone *, the 
whole village lies in a profound sleep; the Baron 
is lulled into security, and our game is a sure 
one. Follow me, and you shall learn the rest as 
we proceed. 

^ Ar mstrong, On then. fFxeMfil. 

* dCEIS!:, II. -A Chapel^ in the midst of iMtch ap~ 
pears a tomb. 

Enter Raron di. Tkacy and Fitzharding. 

Raron, This is the place. 

Fitzharding, Are we secure from interruption ? 

Baron, None, on their lives, dare enter. 

Fitzharding, It is well. 

The silent melancholy of this spot 
Will suit our ceremony. 

Baron, And the moon, [brightness. 

When from the clouds which now oppress her 
She breaks into full majesty again, 

Will shed a solemn lustre o’er our purpose. 

Fitzharding, We need not wait for her. 

Raron. Now, then, unfold 
Why with such mystic preparation, 

At this dark lytur and unfrequented spot. 

We are alone together 1 

Fitzharding, Can you doubt? 

Your crime was murder ; and it has been said, 

** Blood will have blood!" 

Baron, What mean you ? 

Fitzharding, Such a deed 
Cries for no common penance : whining pray’rs, 

Self-f utigation ; wasting abstinence; 

A galling pilgrimage twice round the world ; 

Your weallli, whilst living, all consum’d in alms ; 

O. left, when dead, to raise np hospitals: 

These things will not absolve yon from an act. 

Which has but one atonement. 

Baron, Name it. 

Fkaftardmjii* Heath! (Discovers himee(f,') 


ll 

Baron, Ha!— What art thon? Soma villaiR » 
disguise? [be thy koolt. 

FUzhardina, Stir not, nor raise thy voice ; 'twill 
Hm time defac’d me with so rnde a hand. 

That yon have forgot me? 

Baron. Speak! who are yon? ^ 

Fitzharding, D’ye know me now ? 

(Stripping his arm.) 
Baron. Fitzharding. and alive ? 

Fitzharding. I am no apparition. Look again! 

If your eyes donbt it, you shall feel me soon. 

The wdhaen promis’d yon to raise the dead ; 

I have perform’d it. 

Baron, W onder- working pow’rs ! 

Yet wherefore do we meet as enemies? 

Fitzharding, Wherefore? 

T think tlioa art the self-same man, [troop 

Who, some time since, in Normandy, a valiant 
Commanded; into which, being then a boy. 

In a wild fit of spleen, I madly enter’d, 

And of the meanest soldier bore the toil. 

In angry mood, once, pnblirly thon gav’st me 
Some sharp rebuke, which I as sharply answer’d ; 
For this, didst thou condemn me to be branded 
As the most common felon, with a spirit 
Unworthy of a soldier — nay, a man — ^ 

A sullee, savage sensuality 

Of vengeance. In the public markat-pla&e. 

Beneath the fall blaze of a mid-day son. 

Where all the scum and rabble of the place. 

By ling'ring preparation, were collected 
To make their vulgar comments : there it was 
This bj[dge of infamy was fix'd upon me! [it. 
Baron. It was a galling wrong ; but thon forgav*at 
Fitzhardinat I seemingly forgave it. Thon Im- 
HevMst me ; 

And when thou held’st me to thy ored’lons breast, 
I did not strangle thee. We drunk together, 

And still I mixM no poison with thy wme. 

Alone, at midnight, o’er a dreary beath 
Have we pass’d ; on the extremest verge 
Of a sea-impending cliff, yet I abstain'd. 

^ Ahk me why, thus so often strangely tem|Aed, 

I I have withheld the blow? ’Twas not in merej* 
Say, was not this an honourable soar 

(Stripping his oral.) 

To stamp upon a young and gallant soldier? 

A shame which on my body Is so fix’d. 

That I must be half rotted in my grave 
Ere death can cancel it. — Thou tbougbt'at medoa^ 
And so I was to all bat wep revenge. flMr^ 

The man whom thon didst find in thy wife’s cnaid- 
Was I ! The letters sent to thee were mine ; 

And often, under terrible affliction, [chidipg. 
When thou bast bow’d to heaven's mysteriona 
This arm, like thunder from a cloud, has reach'd 
Boron. And are you not content? [tboo; 

FUzhardina, No jot appeas'd! 

Tbo’ I sboiild kill thee with extremest tortore, 

To ’suage the bnroing thirst of my revenge ; 

Drink thy blood life-warm ; tear those trembling 
limbs. 

And scatter them as whirlwinds strew the dost; 
'Mid the triumphant pantings of my soul, [«. 

Vengeance would weep to think thy pangs wgrenor-* 
Think’st thou jiby life (for thon must qoiokij din) 
W'ill make roe reparation ? 

Boron. Spare it, then. J[mnrov; 

Fitzharding. Thon hast no reasonable nm for 
Thou oanst not have ; for when on my beha^ 
Petitions throng'd, thou, with a sneer, replied, 

* He B lall have jnstioe !’ Jnstice, then, o'ertake thee. 
Baron. Help! Murder! Villain 1 Help! 

(He tf pursued bg FUzharding, — MaRUa, 
from the tomb, mteipoeee between them,) 
Fitzhardi^. What art thou? Speak! ' 
The real existence of a living woman ; 

Or but the mind's creation of a form. 

That night and this occasion conjure np. 

To fri^^t ne from my steady resol ntion ? 
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[Act V. 


It h«B no homui faooUy of speech ; 

And cannot from that attitude relax, 

To which ’tis spell-bound. 

(Skb strikes with her fooi, and som^of 
the Vassals enters) 

Foil’d at last! 

And by a woman ! [hence. 

MiOilda. Seize on that ruffian, and convey him 
Fitzharding. Well, well, the night’s not over! 

[The Vassals hear him off. 
Matilda, Yet amaz’d ? {To the 7laron. ) 

Baron, My flesh creeps still, and my uiicurdling 
Slowly and fearfully resumes its functions, [blood 
Whatc’er thou art, mortal or blessed spirit. 

Thy voice familiar doth proclaim the first; 

But the strange apparition of that form, . 

Almost persuades the other; who within 

The sanctuary of that hallow’d spot inlomb’d thee. 

That, at the very crisis of niy fate, 

Thou shonldst burst forth, in terrible array. 

To stagger resolute murder, 'and make reel 
Destruction bach upon itself! 

MaiUda, Survey me. 

I am the very substance of that form. 

Whose apparition I do only feign. 

The woman, whom you least expect to meet ; 

That once^ou dearfy lov'd, now deeply mourn ; 
That you would moat desire, yet least dare hope 
Now stands before you. [for ; 

Baron, If ’twere possible — 

Matilda. What, that among so many sinking souls. 
One should be sav’d ? 

Baron. Remembrance steals upon me : *. 

TheJIook, the voice — Yes, yes ; thoi^ art my wife ! 
And the wild waves were merciful. 

MatUda. Speak for me. 

The silent rapture of these starting tears, 

These arms, that eager open to enfold thee. 

And clasp tnee with more transport to my heart 
Than from the roaring sea, they snatch’d our child. 

{They embrace.) 

Baron. This is to live anew ! Our son survives, 
MoHldd. He lives, but — [too? 

Baron, What? Proceed — 

’Enter u Vassal. 

The matter, sir? 

Vassal. My lord, the castle is attack’d. 

MaBlda, Fear nothing: 

I have prepar’d your vassals to receive them. 

Baron. 1 will myself among them; in the inean- 
Witbin the friendly covert of the tomb, [time. 
Rest you secur’d, till the rude conflict’s past. 

Matilda. That must not be ; I will along with yon‘; 
For what remains to do, may want my help. 

Baron. Come, let os on, then. [Exei/n^ 

Scene III. — An Apartment inUhe castle. 

A skirmish between the Vassals and the Robbers, 
** who are driven hack, and parsued. 

Enter Robert, pursued by Baron DE Tracy. 
Baron. Then yield thee, villain ! 

{They fight. Robert is overcome, and 
faUs. The Baron is on the point of 
killing him, when Matilda enChrs.) 
Matilda, Forbear! it is thy ton! 

Rdberi. My father ! 

Boron. Holy pow’rs ! « 

Matilda, Disown him not : 

Tho* he appear in this rude character, 
is no reprobate confirm’d. 

Boron. My son! {They embrace.) 

Robert, In this the hand of heav’n is most miracu- 


9hd I ne’er fall’n into this deep disgrace. [Ions ! 
Dastroction would, ere this, have whelm’d you all. 
Tbo arrow, which f shot into the castle — 

Well, what of that? 
vJjUfcprf. It bore the full intent 
RjSMkUkBk enterprize. 

Indeed: 

JMitt, Moat truly. [riddled! (Aside.) 

Mi tv um Why, then, the priesva confusion is un- 


it was well meant; but, by a subtle torn. 

Which jou shall know hereafter, miss’d its object. 
But see, our prisoners — 

Fitzharding. and the rest of the Robbers, are 
brought in by the 'Vassals, hea^d Bertrand. 
Thou iiiihapp\ man! {To Fitzharding.) ^ 

Who, by thine own deep mulice, art betray’d, ^ 
WliHt aiisu er wilt thou make to justice ? / 

Fitzharding. None: f 

For nothing ofiny purpose, but it’s failure. 

Do I repent. 

Baron, Will’t live, and be my friend ? ^ [my. 
Fitzharding. Never ! whilst I can die thine eiie- . 
What you have made me, still expert to find me : 

A man, struck from tlie coinninn roll of men ; 

Exil’d from all societv ; stamp'd like Cain, 

To wander savage and fbriurn ; why, then, 

Revenge he still iny solilarv ooiiifort ; 

By darkness and by daylight, my companion, 

1V1 y food, my sleep, my study, and niy pastime ; 
Pulse of iiiy beait, and liie of all iny being: 

For till you can divorce me Iroin myself, 
fOr, put another soul into tliis body. 

You may as soon I'lithrone the fires of beav’n, 

Hr shake the rooted earth from its foundation. 

As alter me. Yonr friendship I disdain , 

Despise your pow'r. My life I value not; 

For when yon stabb'd my fame, yon murder'd that 
Which honourable men call life, — the glow 
'Of joung'umbilion ; the high-swelling hope 
Of present glorv, and renown immortal. 

Beauty’s soul thrilling smile, the social joys 
Of kindling friendship. Ont upon this softness! 
Come, lead me to the snhee of a dungeon. 

Where 1 mav corse him privately. [EaiV. 

Matilda. How fix’d 

And unrelenting in his enmity ! [^rest — 

Baron. He may be wt ought on yet. But tor the 
To-tnorrow we inU apeak to them again. 

[ ExenurRohbers and Vassal. 
Bertrand, your hand. I thank you for this ser- 
Which shall not lack requital. [vice. 

Enter Florence. 

My deliverer! [zard 1 

Florence. Ami a babbler now? A prating wi- 
Is fire or miry pool to be my portion? 

Baron. Look round my wide dorajiin with curious 
Whatever is most precious in tby sight, [eye ; 
There pause, and ask it boldly. 

Florence. Uli ' beware, sir ; 

My wishes may be wilder than the dreamt 
Of doting avarice. I may demand 
This princely habitation; or, nerliaps — 

Baron. Ask what you will, by holy lieav’n I 
It shall be granted freely. [swear, 

Florence, Then I fix 
On this your bumble vassal. 

Here I kneel {Takes Bertrand* s hand.) 

And beg a father’s, and (for 1 have heard 
The strange and tender tale) aonother’a blessing. 
Baron. Florence? 

Florence, It is, indeed, sir. 

Baron. Rise, my girl I 

Let me, in niy daugliter, clasp my preserver. 
Florence. Your child was your preserver ; but 
not I, sir. 

Being made pris’ner by that rude banditti, 

1 was deliver’d to niy brother’s bands 
For sacrifice; but inly touch’d witli pity. 

As if iDStinotive nature held his hand, 

He brought me thro’ the dangers of the forest. 

Safe from that horrid cavern : there it was 
1 learnt to be a prophet. 

Baron, Still new wonders I 
The sister by the brother’s hand preserv’d. 

The husband by the wife’s ! Is tliere aught else ? 
Or, have we reach’d, at length, the farthest maze 
Of this eventful night? Come, let us ill, then; 

And, as we shake amazement from our senses, 
Discoarse more fully on these prodigies. {Exeuni. 



WHAT NEXT? 

A FARCE, IN TWO ACTS,— BY THOMAS DIB DIN. 



COl.ONEL TOUCHWOOD 
COLON I L CLIKFOKI) 
MAJolt TOIICIIWOOD 
MOK DAUNT 


CHARACnRS. 

BKIRF 

SNAGUfl 

SHARP 

OPFICCRS 


MRS. PRUDENCF. 
CLARISSA 
SOPHIA 
SERVANTS 


ACT I.^SCEN E I.— A Village. 

Enter Snaggs. 

Snaggt. Dear, dear, dear ! what a bus? day ! I 
don't wonder your dentists in London make fortinsp 
when I liBve pulled out fifteen shillings’ worth of 
teeth, taken three likenesses, and got double postage 
for carrying a letter, all in one day. 

Enter SHARP. 

Sharp. Snaggs, Mr. Snaggs! 

Snaggs, Eh! who wants me? anybody with the 
tootliache? 

Sharp. Has be got it? 

Snaggs. Who? 

Sharp. Mr. Mordannt, yon blockhead ! Did yon 
deliver the letter? 

Snaggs. Xes ; and he read it, and chuckled, and 
asked if it come from a lady ; so 1 pat on an insig' 
nifioant look- so ; and he was pleased, and gave me 
as much as you had dune. 

Shatp. Bravo! why, you mast be making a for- 
tnoe here, my jolly Snaggs. 

Snaggs. Ay, if all days were like (his; but if I 
didn’t draw pictures os well as teeth, I should make 
but a poorisfi hand on’t. 

Sharp. What, a painter, too, ns well as dentist? 

Snaggs. Yes, I Ukes oft’ heads, and cures the 
lootli-nche. 

Sharp, If taking off heads won’t do it, what will ? 
So, yonmaint the rosy, oherry-chceked country 
lassei? 


Snaggs. Yes, I paint fair ladies all black. 

Siuirp. Profiles in shade ! 

Snaggs. No ; I does it by candlelight, with their 
heads again a wall, and then seiluces them to a pro- 
per size: then I cures weak-sighted folks. 

• Sharp. An oculist! 

Snaggs. No; they calls me the eye-man! Poti- 
cary says he’ll prosecute me for selling nostrums, 
when it be nothing at all but brandy and water. 

Sharp. (^Lonhsat his watch.) It wants bat ten 
minutes of the time I’m to go with my master. 
You’re sure Colonel Touchwood wasn’t at home? 

Snaggs. He ! bless you, he be Mne to town : if he 
were at home, you’d bear him before you got within 
sight of the bouse. Main passionate. No, no ; there 
be qply Muster Mordannt the visitor, the two young 
ladies, the servants, and the governess. 

Sharp. Isn’t she a complete Argus? 

Snaggs. No ; she’s the housekeeper. 

Sharp. I Ihean, isn’t she all eyes? 

Snaggs. If she be, she’s plaguily unneigfabonrly, 
for she never had a bottle of my stuff sioee she came 
to the place. ^ 

Sharp. No! 

Snaggs. N o : nor so much as a tooth, "wftlpietare, 
pul'ed out, or drawn, in her life. 

Sharp. That is unneighbonrly. 

Snaggs. And pray, md acqnaintaBoe, wliat lias 
brought you and your master down ao slilvf 

Sharp. You shall see, if you wait till it nu darlU'^, 

Snaggs. An odd time for seeing. 
lawyer Brief, 
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Sharp, Then IMl go. 1 hate lawyers, they’re 
snoh rogaes. Farewell! (Gotti^.) 

Snaggs, But, Master Sharp, ^oiitee come to the 
elub at night? I be hired there. 

Sharp. Hired! ‘^*1' • 

Snaggs. Yes, 1 comes oft'shot-firee for saying good 
things out of my own head, from a book 1 keeps in 
my pocket. 1 takes the chair, and keeps the com- 
pa^ alive by making ’em all die wi’ laughing. 

S^harp. Vastly clever, indeed ; keen ’em alive by 
killing ’em with laughing. Well, take care of our 
trunks ; don’t blab, and I’ll be with you soon*(r than 
yon think. Mum! and without intruding on your 
pencil, lotion, or instruments, we'll make a man of 
you. rj?xi<. 

Snaggs And as long as I makes a penny o’ you, 
that be all 1 care for. Oh! here’s Mr. Brief! be 
wur but lawyer’s ’prentice t’other day; but now, be- 
cause he be asked this thing and that by a few fbols 
in the parish, he calls himself a solicitor. 

Enter Brfef^ 

Brief. Snaggs, who was that just now left you ? 

Snaggs. That, sir? Oh ! that was — a secret, sir. 

Brief. No prevarication. Do you mean to say — 
I ask you on jipur oath ? 

Snaggs. Me take an oath ! I’ll be d— d> if I’ll 
swear to pTease Anybody. Who might you think it 
was, sir? 

Brief. It looked like a servant of a friend of mine 
from London, and I thought he miglit be asking for 
me. 

Snaggs. No, sir, I don’t think he be in the l^wycgr ' 
line. 

Brief. Why 7 * 

Snaggs. He aay. they be all anch cnraed wgteg. 

Briefs. Scan. mag. ! . 

Snaggs. Yea, they can mag; that we all 

Brief. Vulgar prejudice* 1 assure voiftDa^ Wfen 
in London, there are not so many pattifdfgiog 
members of the profession as there used to be. 

Snaggs. Not since you be corn’d away, I dare 
say, sir. 'But I be taking up your tim, sir, and 
your hands be full as well as mine^ > 

Brief. Only, you’U excuse me, help thin k> 

ing it’s a strange way to live by,.|kl^g your custo- 
mer’s money and teeth into the bOMptin. 

Snaggs. It be, sir ; only I doaol^m pull out any 
o’ vQiu customer’s teeth, till yon haven’t left any 
to be made on ’em. 

Brief. Yes, I believe you and I get every shil- 
ling that’s laid out. in village in oiir way. 

Snaggs. And mnween us, 1 wonder there be a 
shilling left. [Exeunt, 

Scene II. — A J)rawing-room, open at the back by 

glass doors to a gar am; a door also on each side. 

The moon peurtiaUg seen through the sash-door. 

Enter MordaunT cautiously from the sash-door, 
and takes a letter from his pocket, 

Mor, At length I have got away from the com- 
pany. There’s no one here : my watch says eight to 
a minute. I’ve made no mistake in the letter, I 
hope. {Reads.) Mr, Mor daunt is requested most 
particularly to be in Colonel Touchwoon's drawing- 
room, which adjoins the garden, at eight o'clock on 
Tuesday evenings he can easily enter by the sash-door, 
and is desired to keep all interruption out of the way,** 
— No signature! — It most be an assignation from a 
female! My pulse begins to quicken, and throbs 
with impatience for the lovely writer : metbinks I 
hear her timid step ! methinkn I see her, with her 
4ialf;fetohed breath, bending her downcast eye in 
fetrfhl search of me, the happy object ; who, tak- 
ing her gently by the hand, shall say— What, in 
tliniMUM of ml the devils, do those men want? 
{BMireeaUttk,) 



Enter from the sash door, Major Touch wood and 
Sharp, in dark blue cloaks. 

Major T, Sliarp ! 

Sharp. Sir! 

Major T. Where is he? You said you saw him 
enter, and but a little while before us. 

Sharp, So I did, sir, so 1 did ; and here he is, 
sir ; here is Mr. Mordaunt. 

Mor, And pray, sir, who are you? and who may ^ 
your companion be? 

Major T, Why don’t you know me, Mordaunt ? f 

Mor, Know you — what — whv — yes it must be 
too. Major Touchwood ! who the devil thought of . 
seeing you here? (Advancing.) 

Major T, Hu.sh! Are you alone? • 

Mor. I thought I were, till I saw you. But what 
are you doing, my good friend, in that cloak and 
wig? why you look twenty years older. 

Major T. Do 1 ? then I gain my point. I have 
fouglit and wounded ray Colonel : I come here to 
conceal myself; and as my uncle is reckoned won- 
derfully like me, I made free with an uniform coat, 
l^nd popped on a wig which he had left at my quar- 
ters ; and tp stop pursuit, and balk su.spicion, 1 
mean, widyMr assistance, for a day or two, to de- 
ceive thBriipMe family. 

Mor.Jkiil ^*^ ! And suppose you had not met me 
here?^ 

Oh ! I was certain of that. 

^Enfiain ! Are you in her conlidence? 

T, Her! who? 

If you he not, I must beg you to retire 
intly. 

Major T, Retire! I came on purpose to consult 

you. 

Mor, You could not have chosen a worse oppor- 
tunity. Look here, 3 ou rogue ! (Sheics the letter,) 

I conceal nothing from you ; and I rather think this 
delighttiil billet is written by some beautiful crea- 
ture with — 

Sharp, With a wig and military hoots on. 

Mor. So it was you who did me the honour to 
make Ibis assignation? (To the. Major.) 

Major T. I did. 

Mor. I wish you a very good evening. 

^ Majoi T, What, leave me when I want your as- 
sistance? 

Mor. 1 cannot better serve you than by leaving 
you. I’ll go instantly to the sister of yoor wounded 
Colonel, and bespeak her interest in your behalf. 

Major T, The last person in the world to men- 
tion me to. 

Mor. The first, you mean ; for if the Colonel die, 
she succeeds to six thousand pounds a year. 

Major T. And I shall be hanged. {Mimics him.) 

Mor, That, of course! 

Major T, Well, if you must go, do me at least 
the favour to tell my sister Clarissa that a gentle- 
man wishes to speak to her in the drawing room ; 
but do not, for your life, say who it is. 

Mor, Your wishes shall be obeyed, and that in 
the kindest manner; for I have already proved my 
regard for the brother, by adoring the sister. r£vt^. 

Major T. It’s well I’ve no serious need of that 
coxcomb’s assistance: I merely put him into my 
confidence that he might not betray my scheme, 
and j^reventmy interview with my charming cousin 

Sharp, How happy yon are. sir : you are going 
to see the woman you love, 1 the one I have mar- 
ried. Oh! how I look forward to the joy of our 
meeting; and yet it’s a pity, too, for my Peggy 
and I are never such real good friends as when we 
are fifty miles asunder.’ 

Major T, Hush! here’s my sister. 

Enter CLARISSA. 

da, A gentleman want me?— Oh! my ^ar ancle, 

I thought you were my brother. • 
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Major 1\ Look agaiu, sitter, and say, dear 
brotlier, 1 tliooglit you were in v uncle.*’ 

C/a. And so 1 did. Mr. Mordaunt told me, in his 
wa^, that a gentleman, who was not my brother, 
waited to aec^me. 1 guessed his meaning, and flew 
to see. — Wbj, you’ve the oddest wig on 1 ever 
saw ; it looks just like one of ray uncle’s. 

Major 7*. It is ratherdike one oF his. 

Sharp. It would be devilish o<ld if it wasn’t. 

Cla. But you had just written to say we should 
not see you these three months *, yet the inoraent I 
read your letter, 1 said to mysell^ it* that isn’t one 
of my uncle’s regimentals, never believe me. 

Sharp, An odd thing for a young lady to say, on 
reading her bi other's letlcr. 

Mf^or T. IVly dear Clarissa, this is a disguise. 

I had an aflair of honour. 

Cla, A duel? 

Major T, Yes, with Colonel CIJfl*ord. 

C/«. With Clifford! 

Major T, Yes ; don’t he alarmed ; I received his 
fire, and fortunately escaped. , 

Cla, How shocking ! 

Major T, Not so shockinGT, as that he receivede 
mine, and with some effect. My dear girl, what’s the 
matter? • 

Sharp. Don’t be fiightened, miss; my master 
isn't killed, upon iny honour. 

Cla, 1 tremble for the ('oioiiel’s danger ; tbit is, 

I mean, for yours. Should any thing serious pocur 
to Clifl'ord — 1 mean to — to you — J miould he nsfbaf 
wretched. 

Major T. I see, I see- In one word, you love ' 
the Colonel. Well, you shall be a peace-maker, 
and heal ilie breach between us. Hut I wanted an ; 
excuse to come and see iiiy sweet cousin Sophy, 
and gave tlie duel as an ostensible reason, to keep 
that shallow fellow, Alordauiit, whom 1 pretended 
to put in my confidence, from suspecting me. 

Cla, But how could you be so cruel as to light 
such a man as the Colonel ? 

Major T. How could vou be so cruel ns to wound 
him in the heart, when 1 have only gently touched 
him on the shoulder. 

Sharp, Aud a very awkw’ard place to be touched 
on, loo. 

C7«. Well, you need not fear Mordaunt; for 
Sopliv is going immediately to be married to — 
Major r. The devil! 

Sharp. Bather a bad match, I should think. 
da. And my uncle i.s gone to put matters in train 
for the wedding. 

Major T, Is she at home? 

Cla. Ob! yes; she, and I, and the old house- 
keeper, make up the whole of the family. 

Sharp. J hope our arrival will be a pleasant little 
addition to it. 

Major T. 1 think, by candle-light, and an affected 
cold, and assuming something of my uncle's man- 
ner, I can pass on some of tliL lamily. Bui who is 
it iny uncle intends for Sophy ? 

Cla. Your Colonel — Colonel Cliflbrd. 

Major T, Cliflbrd ! intended by my uncle to 
marry Sophy, iny cousin ? 

Cla. And privately betrothed to me, Clarissa, 
your sister. • 

Major T, What’s to he done? 

Sharp. {Comes forward.) If I might presume to 
offer a word of advice — 

Major T, Let’s have it. Sharp. 

Sharp. Let miss Clarissa go and inform the old 
lady that her uncle has returned without hriiigiog 
the Colonel. 

Cla, But why without hinl 
Sharp, Oh ! make any common excuse ; say he’s 
killed in the duel. 

Cla, Oh ! no ; not killed. 

Sharp, l^ounded, then, if yon p!ease, by a cer- 
tain rattliifl good-for-nothing Miyor I 


MtQor T, Poppy 1 

Sharp, Oh, fie, sir! I didn’t say so. In the mean- 
time, 1 will pretend to arrive, covered with dost, 
with a letter from ^n, which you needn’t take the 
trouble to write, psf|^osiiig for your cousin : to this, 
after some dillicuH^, you, as your uncle, reluct- 
antly consent, and order the governess to prepare 
every thing for the nuptials. lu the meantiine. 
I’ll bring an order from his Majesty, signed by 
myself, which obliges you, as your uncle, to repair 
to head-quarters. — You set out; leave your wig 
and sqeare-cut accoutrements at the end of the first 
stage; return in your own hair and regimentals, in 
the character of yourself; c&rri off your cousin, 
on the supposed authority of your uncle ; while he 
retuins with Colonel Cliflbrd, recovered of bis 
wounds, aud only to be recompensed for bis lost, 
rich bride, by a love-match with your sister. 

Cla. If I were sure it would end so. 

Major T. But what will my uncle say, when be 
does return ? 

Sharp. He'll give the word to charge, fire, and 
cut every body to pieces ; he'll be in a most tre- 
mendous rage. You’ll heg hi;, pardon very pathe- 
tically , promise him half-a-score grandchildren, as 
like him as yourself ; and he’ll know you’re too 
much oj' a gentleman not to keep your word. 

Cla. The closing evening, aided li^ the two 
gloomy topers, wilfassist your pafsing on our go- 
verness for the Colonel. 

Sharp. And suppose, sir, you were to have a 
terrible touch of the toothache ; which will be an 
excuse for concealing your face, and disguising 
your^oicc ; and to blind the old housekeeper still 
further, say lou’ll send to Mr. Snaggs, the dentist 
of the village, to have it out. 

Major T, Cood. So now, Sharp, go and write 
my letter to iny uncle, and iny sister shall apprize 
you when lo appear and deliver it. 

Shmp, 1 fly, sir ; and 1 foresee the happy end of 
this spirited undertaking: you will marry your 
cousin, the Colonel will marry your sister, and oil 
parties will join to reward the active aud ingeoions 
man who conceived, described, and executed the 
brilliant plan of (iliiiig your anus, and his own 
pockets, with what we have each the most sincere 
desire for. — 1 fly, sir! [Bjiit thiouifh the glass door, 

Mrs. P, { Without,) \Vhere is Clarissa ? 

Cla. Here comes our governante. Take an op- 
portunity of sending roe away, that 1 may cgMurou- 
iiicafe our plans to Sophia. 

Major T, 1 begin to feel a little awkward. Are 
toil nervous? 

‘•r/«. No. 

Major T, Iff had but your coolness. 

C/u. And 1 your impudence. But hush! remem- 
ber my uncle is the must passionate, impatient, un- 
reasonable, good-natured man in Christendom. 

Vinter Mrs. Pbiidencu. 

Mrs, P, Miss Clarissa, 1 have been looking for 
you all over the house. \V hat's that? a man ! Nay, 
stand away Miss, till I know by what right that 
persflii is in the house of Colonel Touchwood. 

Cla. A very common right, madam ; that of a 
gentleman taking possession of his own house. Have 
you forgot me uncle? 

Mtyor T. Oh — li— h !— Clary, iny dear — thunder 
and tire! why don’t you go and fetch the laudanum, 
and be— ( JJisauishig his voire with afected impetu* 
osity, and holding a handkerchief to hut face,) 

Cla. That's right, awear a little. 

Major T. Do as I bid fou. — Oh, this horrible 
tooth-ache! — Fly, and — oin— hi send my daughter 
Sophy t(> me — march ! [£xit Clansea, 

Mrs. P. Dear sir, wbat’a the cause of your sad- 
den arrival, and your ooiuing so unattended and 
niiexpeciedly? and where’s &e Colonel, who waa 
to have married Miss Sophia? 
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MqforT. Oh — b — b! (Chroam furodomslif) this 
infernal face-aohe ! — Mj arrival is what 1 did not 
aspect mjrself; and the Colonel could not make it 
convenient to oome, because hd's killed in a duel. 

Mra, P, Killed in a duel ! — shouldn't wonder 
but your reprobate nephew, the^Major, has done it. 

Major T» Oh — h — b I— I don’t think so ill of the 
Major as you do. 

Sirs. P. But how did yon come, sir? 

Major T, In one of your — oh — h — h ! gunpowder 
and perdition ! send ior Mr. 'Wbat’s-his-narae, the 
dentist ; I’ll have it out. * 

Mrs. P. Patience, sir, patience. (Ringa,) 

Enter Harry. 

Harry, do yon go directly to Mr. Snagga, the den- 
tist, in the village, and bid him come back with yon, 
to cure a gentleman who has a violent pain in bis 
face. [Exit Harry,"] It’s a sad cold you’ve got, by 
coming in the diligence, sir. 

Major T. Well, but how’s Sophia? 

Mrs, P. As usual, whining^ and pining, and 
moping, and sighing for that wicked man, your 
nepliew, your honour. 

Major T, Delightful ! {AsMe,) 

Mrs, P, She’s nineteen years old ; and before 
vou thought dt a husband for her, it’s odds«but she 
had made«choice of one for herself. 

Migor T, An^l if she have—oh — h — li*! by the 
powers ! ( With delighted warmth,) 

Mrs. P, Nay, do not be angry till you’re certain. 
See ! here she comes. 

Enter Sophia. • 

Soph, Yes, 'tis be ! t 

Mrs, P, Miss Sophia, don’t yon feel delighted at 
your father's unforeseen arrival ! 

Major T, My'dear Sophy, oome to your — oh — h ! 
Soph, I have heard, sir, that the Colonel is — 
Major T, Yes, he is, indeed ; that is — my dear 
Sophy, tell roe, frankly, did yon love the-Colouel? 
Soph, No. 

Mrs, P. And yon did love— 

Soph, Yes. 

Migor T, Who ? 

Soph, A very impudent yoang man. 

Mrs. P, It’s that rogue, the Major. 

Mfgor T, Ay, that rogue the Major. Is he not a 
Soph, Yes, sir. [rogue? 

Mtgor T, Still you love him? 

Stgth, He has the vanity to think so. 

Mrs,P, Yes ; and if be knew all — It was but the 
other day in your dressing room, you said — 

Mayor T. What? 

Mrs.P, Nay, you need not fear, miss; before 
I’d betray you, I'id out my tongue out. 

Major T, You are prudence personified. 

Soph, And you are impudence itself. (Aside.) 

Enter Clarissa. 

Cltt, My dear sir, here is the Major’s valet-de- 
ohambre, with a letter, which he wishes to deliver 
into your own hands. 

Re-enter SHARP, who delivers the letter, 

Mrs, P, You’re a very impudent young man. 
Could not you have staid without? • 

Sharp, No, ma’am, 1 never do when I can get in. 
That letter is of the last consequence. The Major 
would never forgive me for not bringing it, nor him- 
self, if he were not to read it. My poor master, the 
Major, madam, on hearing [hat Miss Sophia was to 
be married, went stark staring wild.^ 

Mtgor T, Young man, refiose yourself; this let- 
ter requires a second inspection. 

Sharp, So do the larder and wine cellar. 

Miffor T. I most have time to digest its contents. 
SMirp, And I, to digest the oontenta of the but- 
ler’s panfry. lExU, 


Soph, May I inquire wliai news your letter 
brings, papal 

Mrs, P. Fie, miss ! how often have I told you, 
there's nothing so ill-bred as idle curiosity. 

Major T, You've lost one lover, ^opby, and it 
would be a pity to lose another : in short, I’^m afraid 
you must marry the Major. 

Mrs, P, Indeed! 

Mipor T, I’m sorry, though, very sorry — 

Soph, Sorry, sir; why? 

Mq/or 7*. I’bat this letter encloses an order for 
me to join regiment. ’ 

Mrs, P, 'fhat’s hard. 

MtgorT, So, when the Major comes, receive him 
as my nephew, and your future husband. ^ 
Mrs. P, If you must go away so soon again, you 
had better take this money. It was left with me by 
your tenant, Mr. Piinctum, in the absence of the 
steward. 

Major T, No, I can’t do that ; keep it for my uncle. 
Mrs,P, What? 

Jdajor T, Keep it till my return. [debts. 

Mrs, P, Perhaps yon mean to pay the Major’s 
Major T. I’ll pay the Major’s debts the moment 
I am able. 

* Mrs. P, Well, since you wish the Major to marry 
your daughter, you cannot do better than send the 
money to the Jew money-lender he is so much in 
Mq/br T, Send it where you will. [debt to. 
Mrs. P, Who waits there? 

Enter Robert, John, Harp.y, ThoMas, and 
William. 

His honour desires you’ll go with this money to 
Moses Abrams, the Jew money-lender, and bring a 
receipt in the name of Major Touchwood. 

[Exit Robert, 

Major T, And do you go to old Grub, the Chris- 
tian monev-lender, and say if he’ll take one-third of 
the Major s debts to pay the whole, 1 shall be very 
iiitich obliged to him. [Exit John, 

Mrs, P, Bless us, one-third ! 

Major T, It’s all that’s justly due, I assure you. 
And now, Sophia, do yon receive the Major, with 
kindness ; and do you, Mrs. Prudence, order every 
thing proper for the wedding. 

Mrs. P, That I will, your honour. Go you to 
Mrs. Tiffany, the milliner; [Exit Harry'[ and go 
you to Mr. Brief, the lawyer, and bid him oome 
and take instructions for the marriage articles. 
[Exit Thomas,^ Am 1 not right, Colonel ? 

Major T, ( Who has been talking apart with Sophy,") 
Perfectly right — and harkye, sir, order me post- 
horses at twelve o’clock exactly. Fly! [ Exit Wiiliam, 
Mrs, P, How surprised your nephew will be 
when he arrives and finds his debts paid ! 

Major T, He will, he will ; he will be almost as 
much astonished as his creditors. 

Re-enter CLARISSA, in haste. 

Cla. Rod, fly, escape, my dear brother! Onr 
nncle is this moment arrived. (Apart to Major 
Touchwood^ who goes hastily off, followed by Sophy.) 
Mrs. P. Where’s your hurry. Colonel? 

Cla. My dear madam, only do come and look at 
some of the most beautiful wedding-qppa — 

Mrs. P. Oh 1 had you seen the wedding-oaps 
worn in my younger days! 

Cla. Fiddle of your younger days ! Come and 
look at lit Bello Asseinblde of the most beautiful — 

Enter Colonel Touchwood, in the exact dress, 
4rc. of Major Touchwood, 

Col. T, Gunpowder and mortars ! if ever I met 
with any thing like this! Where’s my daughter? 
where’s my niece? Oh ! Clarissa, my love, what is 
the reason that — 

Cla, I hope yoor face is better, sir ? [Evsf. 
Col. T. Fmse ! why, what the devil-^larissa, I 
say — Ob ! here’s old Prudence. WhaWie devils 
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Jfr«. P. Bless me! I thought jroor honoar was 
there. ( Poimit to the side eohete the Major weat-OMt,) 
Yoar commands shall be obeyed ; wc*re goiim to 
Aie milliner's. [JSsU» 

' Cot. T. Why* I have served five- and- thirty jeers ; 
have roared at reviews, fired away in battles, melted 
in marches on the longest summer days, been frozen 
rn trenches on the coldest winter nights, end 
thawed by red-hot shot in the morning ; bat may 
my next charge borst the barrel of my best fnsee, 
and my sharpest flint fail me, if ever 1 met seoh a 
reception as this ! ** How d'ye do, Mrs. Prodenoe?" 
** I’m jobt iroing away to the mtlliner's." 1 wrote 
word 1 shomd not come for six weeks, and foolishly 
sopposed that my unexpected appearance would 
maae ’em all wild with joy ; and instead of that, one 
tells me he’s going to obey my commands, another 
asks me how my face does, and a third tells me 
she’s going away to the milliner’s. 

Enter Tho^^Ias. 

Now, sir, where the devil are you going! * 

Tho, Lawyer Brief, sir. 

Col. T. The devil fly away with lawyer Brief, i 
hate the whole corps. • 

Enter Brief. 

'What's the nature of your expedition here? Why 
did you heat a march into my quarters at this un- 
seasonable hour ? D’ye come to spring a mine upoa 
me? 

Brief. Kay, sir, if yon choose to summon me at 
this late hour. 

Co/. T. I summon you? 

Brief. If necessary, sir, I’ll take my oath that I 
was enjoying a short vacation after the labours of the 
clay ; had got my head in a nightcap, my foot on a 
comfortable, my eye <in a bill of costs, and my fore- 
finger on a jiassage in the statute-book, 12 Geo; HI. 
cap. 61 ; which says — 

Col. T. Cap. 61!— d — e. I’m — Harkye! sir, 
put your head into your hat, your left foot on the 
threshold, and yourrighteye on the road home, you 
corporal in the devU’s own, or, d— e, but I’ll 
send yon to join Coke, Lyttleton, and all the awk- 
ward squad of blundering big-wigs that ever went 
before ’em. — Troop! [£jn/ Brief. 

En/er Wll.LlAM. 

Well, sir, what do you want? 

Will. Your post-horses will be ready in half an 
boor, sir. [Ext/. 

Col. T. Post-horses! what does the fellow mean 
by post-horses? Am 1 to be turned out of my 
house the moment 1 arrive. 

Enter Robert. 

Roh. Moses Abrams is gone to bed, sir ; bat says 
you may depend on bis giving you a receipt in full 
III the morning. 

Cot. T. I'll giveyou a receipt in full this evening, 
^u rascal, if you don’t get out of my sight, 
ilober/.] What next, 1 wonder? rve discovered 
some more of my nephew’s tricks *, he has been 
borrowing money of old Grab ; but I’ll stop that 
business in Totura ; I’ll send and make old Grub 
come to me directly. 

Entet' John. 

John. Mr. Grab’s compliments, sir, and he says 
he’ll see you d— d first. [Exi/. 

Col. T. Sec me d— d first! Powder and pali- 
aadoea! what does all this mean! My nephew has 
been thwarting me in my views about iny aaughter, 
and trying to shoot the husband 1 intend for her : 
but I’ll settle his affairs the moment I see him. If 
he circomvent my plans, 1 shall run dintraoted. 

# JEafsr Harry. 

Harry. Run distracted ! That be all along wi' bit 


poor tootb-aobe. (Amis.) Don’t fiiDdiatrheted, airs 
tor he be come. 

Cot. T. Come, ^ be! Shew him in. I’ll keep 
nothing on my mind. I’H have it oat direoUy. 

*Harry. He soya, air, it will give you a mortal 
deal of pM& * 

CoL T, Give me a mortal deal of pain ! 

Harry. Yes; and he knows your worship will 
roar like an old buffalo. 

Col. T. Me roar like an old bnflalo ! 

Harry, Yes; but he bid me not tell yoar worship, 
for feal* you should change your mind, and not have 
H out. 

Col. T. But I will have it out; and not one six- 
pence shall he get of me, were I to die to-morrow. 

Harry. I hope, sir, there be no fear of that ; but 
he won’t do it for nothing ; for he says he's sore it 
be deeply rooted, and he feared he man lia’ two or 
three t^s at yon. 

CoL T. Two or tliree tags at me ? 

Harry. Yes ; but be will do the job, thongfa be 
crack your old jaw-bone. 

Col. T. He crack my old jaw-bone! D — e. I’ll 
crack bis. Shew him in. 

Harry. Yes, sir: he’s only getting some warm 
water from the bonsekeeper. 

Col.^. Warm water! 

Harnjk, Yes ; and some brandy lo wdlh your ho- 
noor’s mouth, when il be all over. 

Enter Snacgs, with a basin, a glass of brandy, and 
a case of instruments, 

Suagys. If you’re afraid, lake a little drop ; it be 
disagreeable at first ; but there’s no cnre like it, so 
let’s hav’n ogt; only sit you down, and if ever be 
give you the least bat of trouble again, whv blame 

Col. T. What? fme, that’s all. 

Snaggs. Sit down, sir, and Harry shall hold your 
poor bead. 

Col. T. Who the devil are you? Whatdoyoa 
come for? 

Snaggs. I come for three and sixpence at yoar 
own house, or if your honour come to me, you may 
have all pulled right out at a shilling a Bead. 

Col. T, What d’ye mean, scoundrel? 

Snaggs, I don’t mean to be a sconadrel. I be 
Mr. Snaggs, dentist, ’prentice and predeoessor to 
old Tug; and if you will but sit down quietly. Fit 
draw every tooth in yonr bead, with all the pleaauro 
in life. 

Col. T. Yon will, will yon? Get out of myhoose, 
you d — d impudent — And you, too, rascm! {To 
Harry.) I’ll teach you to play tricks. {Cobnei 
touchwood forces Snaggs into the chair, whosirugglesp 
and at length gets awag.) And now if old devildom 
doesn't explain all tbis. I’ll send her packing after 
the rest or the ragamnlfins : I shall find who’s to 
blame, I warrant; and when 1 do-*Harkyel air, 
go you to my neighbour Strongthong, the saddler,^ 
and bid him send me the best oorse whip be has in' 
the house ; and then woe be to the fellow that has 
earned a right to hansel it. Draw my teeth ! d— o, 
if I don’t have the fellow drawn tlirongb a horoo- 
poifd. [Eri/> drimng off Hearyp 

ACT II.— Scene Another Afortm/saip 
Enter Major Touchwood attd Clarissa. 

Cla. My dear brother, do hide somewhere till my 
uncle be gone to bed ; for if you should meet, ran- 

a der would be nothing to the explosion wenimlit 
for. 

MtgorT. Well, then, I will: but stay, here 
comeii that fool Mordaunt, be may perhaps advise mo. 

Cla. It’s the part of a wise man, to be anre, to 
aak advice of a fool. — Now, pray, bide in that closet. 
Enter Mordaunt. 

Mor. Ah! well; what here you are yet? Ahf 
ah ! my dear Miss Clarissa, my mend hefe looks bo 
like your ancle, that — 

Cm. Like him! why ’tis him. 
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' Ifor. O no! I’m b the feerat; but I won’t blab. 

Mt^or T, Mordannt, if yon do betraj me. I’ll oot 
joor throat. ^ 

Mor, The de?il you will. Theae are bard words, 
d — d hard words, indeed. {ClarisMa beckons the Major 
to go into the closet, and leads Mdt-dauni forward.) 

Cla. Yon sillv man, don’t you know that he is 
only in joke. (Mc^'or Touchwood shuts himself in the 
closet,) 

Enter Colohel TocOITWOOD, who takes the exact 
place where the Major stood, 

Coi, T* Here are two more devil’s imps, liatdiing 
mischief, I dare say. {Aside , ) 

Mor. 1 tell yon 1 won’t pat up with it. He said 
he’d ent mv throat. 

Co/. T, Who did? 

Mor, Yon did. 

Col. T. May I be rammed into a mortar, and blown 
oot of the toncb-bole, if ever 1 said any such tiling . 

JIfor. Yon did. Yota needn’t disguise your voice, 
nor^onrself either, any longer; ^our Colonel’s not 

Col, T, My Colonel ! what Colonel? and how 
d’ye mean disguised ? 

Mor, Disguised! why, I thonglit a little while 
ago you looked^ him very well, but on re-coqsidera- 
tion, you’ve rather overdone it. 

Col, T. Overdone what? ' 

Mor. You’ve staffed yourself out, and screwed 
np your nose too inucli. Colonel Touchwood is ugly 
enough of all conscience, but he’s not such a d — a 
scarecrow as you’ve made him, neither. 

Col, T, Clary, my dear, what is that gentld.uan’» 
name? 1 think it’s Mordaunt, isn’t it?' 

Cla, Mr. William Mordaunt. 

Mor, E^nire, at your service. 

Col. T, Then Mr. William Mordaunt, Esquire, at 
ray service, if yon don’t instantly get out of ray 
house, may a twenty-fonr pounder crumble me to 
atoms, if I don’t make crow’s meat of you. 

Mor. Ah ! that’s rather better ; the Colonel is a 
ferocions bi^ast. 

Col, T. I a ferocious beast ? 

Mor. But I think still it’s overacted ; so keep 
quiet, and hold your tongue, or corse me, if 1 doii t 
go and tell your uncle every syllable 1 know, im> 
mediately. [Exit; Colonel runs qfler him, hut is 
stopped by Clarissa. 

Cla. Don’t now, pray, my dear sir ; be isn’t worth 
joor notice ; he’s such a fool, you know. Ha, ha, ha I 

Col.*T, A fool ! D — e 1 there’s an epidemic dis- 
order In the bouse ; they’ve all got it one after ano 7 
Iher. Here comes your governess ; we shall see 
whether she’s touched or no. 

Enter Mrs. Prudence. 

Prudence, my good soul, come hither. Are you 
awafe what ouarter the moon is in? Can you guess 
what tarantula has been biting my household? 

Mrs, P. Ah ! that plaguy toothaohe has driven 
yon out of Vour senses ; hot it was just the same 
with an old uncle of mine by the mother’s side — 

Ctd. T, The devil fly away with your old undle. 

Mrs. P. Colonel Touchwood, you horrify me! 
your ill-breeding is beyoOd bearing, and I’ll thank 
you to provide yourself with a less polished and 
■UBceptibie housekeeper, who can condescend to 
put np with your unmannerly tantarums. I Exit. 

Col, T, Get out of the house, you old devil, go ! 

Cla. Dear uncle, the more questions you ask, it 
■eems the more you get bewildered. It must be 
•pme joke ; leave it to me, and I’ll sift it to the 
bbjttotn directly. [ExiV. 

T. No, no ! I’ll go and — (Sharp singswith- 
oat.) Oh! here comes more of it; by the lord, I 
think ii.gaU very pomioal. 

^ Enter Sharp, tipsy. 

ShArp, Tol, lol, de rol ! Egad, this house would 


make an excellent inn; locfa a larder, snob big 
beer, small chickens, old wine, and voung cham- 
bermaids. — Ah ! there’s my master! he told me to 
make free, and he little thinks how well I’ve obeyed 
his orders. Ah ! sir, all goes on well/ we’ve done 
the old one, 1 dare say, eh! haven’t we, sir? — 
(Making signs to the Colonel,) 

Col, T. Why, this rascal is my nephew’s man! 
I shall now And out the reason of all tuis mystery. 

Sharp, The play proceeds I hope to your satis- 
faction. Whereabouts are we? How far have we got? 

Col, T, To where a drunken impertinent puppy 
of a servant deserves a horse-whipping. 

Sharp, Bravo, sir I that is so like that comical 
dog, the Colonel. » 

Col, T. How drunk he is ! bat 1*11 buinour himr 
and now I shall find all out. 

Sharp, To-morrow you’ll make your appearance 
as the lover. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Col. T, Wliat the devil are you laughing at? 

Sharp. To think how wise your worthy uncle 
will look, when be finds yon married to his daughter. 

Col. T. Ob ! very wise. 

Sharp, And when you touch the fortune, don’t for- 
get that 1 advised all this plan. Then such a fine 
iwtuiie, and fine girl for a wife! 1 see it delights 
yea. Ah ! how wicked yon do look. 

Col. 2*. Do 1 ? 

Sharp. Hie Colonel to a hair ! Only mention a 
pretty girl, and he’s touched directly: he never 
hears a pretty girl mentioned, but he’s all over — 

Col, T. So 1 am. 1 am — you most abominable 
powder-monkey. 

Sharp, You are ! I know what yon mean. You’re 
a chip of the old block. Well, you’ll whisk the lady 
to Gretna-green: pot up at the best inn in the 
place; order the best supper; the blacksmith will 
be parson. I’ll be derk, witness, and bell-ringer; 
and, besides that. I’ll dance at the wedding. 

Col. T. Yon mean to dance? 

Sharp. To be sore. 

Col, T, You know how. I suppose? 

Sharp. Yes, 1 think 1 oo. 

Col. T, Because if you’ll only stop here two m^- 
nates, 1 think 1 can teach you a new step. I’ll 
jost fetch the horsewhip I sent Harry for. (Aside.) 
And. barkye, sirrah ! do you know me? 

Sharp. ( Gradually approaches the Colonel till he 
discovers him.) Why, l think I ought, sir: I think 
I could tell that face throngb any disguise. That 
frown so like your ancle’s ; that — Eh ! Why, bless 
me, it isn’t von, as I hope to live! irs your 
uncle ; and if he come to know it, there’s an end of 
everything in the shape of success, for ever and 
ever. 

Col, T. Yon drunken ragnmuflki ! yon wasto- 
bntt! drainer of bottles, glasses, and pewter-mea- 
sares ! Stand stesdy, yon villain ! stand steady, as 
yon hope to be forgiven! Don’t dare to quit this 
spot a moment till my return, and then I’ll — Only 
have a inoment’s patience, and you shall receive a 
substantial reward for all your services to my ne- 
phew, and the favours you intended to bestow on 
me. I’ll just fetch something to make yon remem- 
ber me. - [Exif. 

Sharp. A reward, shall I? I’m done nn! This 
comes of getting drunk. No, it doesn’t ; it comes 
of getting sober ; for if I had but have staid, and 
taken another glass, it would never have happened. 
I’d better make it up with the old gentleman, 
though, if it be only to get another opportnnily of 
playing him a trick. (Major Touchwow, during the 
abotJe, comes from the closet, down on the saute side 
of Sharp as that on which the Colonel stood, Shatp, 
on tummg, perceives him.) Bless me! he’s soon 
come back. (Aside.) — My dear, good sir! (faUs 
on his knees) only forgive me, and I’ll tell yon all. 

Major T. All what? I think you’ve pkyed your 
part famoDsly. 
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Shaqt. Iii4ee4 ! Why, is it possible? an 1 tslk- 
ine to yoa, sir? (Auss.) 

S/fajor T. Why, who else do too suppose me? 

Sharp, Lord ! sir, l*m so gisa: 1 must have been 
in a dream. *Well, it's no wonder, after taking the 
unole for the nephew, that I should mistake tlie ne- 
phew for the uncle. He’s arrived, sir. 

Major 7. I know it. 

Sharp. Hu, ha, ha! why I thought it was you ; 
and on this very spot, my heart o erflowing with 
wine, and willingness to do you service, I’m afraid 
I said more than sober discretion (hiccups) will 
justify. 

Major 7. I heard yon, booby ; and thought your 
drtmkenness counterfeited. [nour’s plot. 

Sharp. Yes ; I, unfortunately, let out yoor ho- 

Mtgor 7. And unless you find means to let out 
my honour’s self, I’ll break every bone in your 
drunken body. 

Sharp. This way the door is. Hash ! who have 
we here? Button your wig, sir, and pull your coat 
over your face. Oh, lord ! it's a dead man, as I'm 
alive! He’s coming up the walk. ^ 

Major 7. By heavens! ’tismy rival Clifford, re* 
covered of his wounds, and come to take my So- 
phia! That he never shall. Where are you going, 
sirrah 7 

Sharp. I am going to the holler’s pantry ; I want 
something to keep out the cold. — A thought strikes 
me, sir : Colonel Clifford roust have some carriage 
or chaise, or horses; and what brought him, may 
help to take us back. (Colonel Touchwood speaks 
without.) Bless us, there’s the old gentleman again ! 

Major 7. And Clifford is joined by three strange 
looking men. They approach ; stand aside. — Sharp, 
we had better reoonnoure. (They enter the closet.) 


Enter Colon ci. Clifford, wuh two Bow-street 
Officers and a Posthoy. 

Col. C. Observe, you are to treat the young gen - 
tlemaii with all due respect : only get him into the 
chaise, and take him to town with all possible ex- 
pedition. He’ll not deny his being the person who 
killed me ; or, if he should — 

] Offi. We’ll swear it. 

Post, And I can swear to him and his servant, 
too, your honour, for all his wig. 

2 Offi. But your honour don^t mean to hang the 
young gentleman? 

Cm. C. Tis only a frolic, I tell you. He left 
roe, as he thought, dangerously wounded ; and 
came down here disguised as his uncle, (who is 
away,) to carry ofl' a lady we both wish to marry . 
1 pretended to be worse ihan 1 wa.s, that he might 
not expect me to follow him. All fair in love, you 
know. 

1 Offi. Oh ! yes, all fair in love. ( Gruffly. ) 

Col. C. You must say I’m dead. He’ll go quietly 
with you. When I’m married, all will be made up: 
or, if not, and we should meet again — 

2 Offi. Perhaps we may have the pleasure of 
taking your honour in custody for killing him ; we 

..know that you gentlemen are always obliged to do 
Yfee genteel thing by one another. 

He’s coining yonder ; I musn’t be seen, 
beoaus^’m*dead,yoa know : I’ll step in here. (Goes 
to the closet fWkich Sharp, after havmg listened, shuts 
at his approach. ) The door is fastened ; and I must 
hide in the garden. Remember, that he’ll insist on 
it, that he is his own uncle. [Axit. 

1 Offi, He musn’t expect us to believe that,thoagli. 
Is this be 7 (^ols oat.) 

Post. This is he as I brought down. I’ll swear it ; 
|bere only wants his man to make all so re. [7Ae;y retire. 


JU^onter Colonel Touchwood, with a whip in Ate 
hand ; goes forward cautiously to where he expects 
to find Sharp, who opens the door, and is seen at 
intervals during the following. 

Col, T, £h ! Oh ! the rascal’s gone. I know now 


what has bawitohed the laniily ; the rogues have 
played their last trick. ( Officers and Poet-hoy come 
forward, and eurrgpnd him.) 

1 Offi. So have you, sir ; you must go with ns. 

^ Col. T. Go with you ? why ? 

2 Offi. Beoauae^your name^s Touchwood. 

Cot. 7. Rather an odd reason, why an honest gen- 
tleman should go with one that looks so mnob like 
a rogue. 

1 Offi. Civil words, if you please, sir. 

Cot. 7. Civil words! Hear me, you vagabonds! 
beford 1 raise tbe house, and get you all decently 
lodged in the coolest corner of my deepest horse- 
pond ; tell me the meaning of this daring insolence? 

2 Offi. You left your regiment without permission. 

Col. 7. Permission 1 -e, I’m commanding 

officer. 

1 Offi. Killed a very honest gentleman in a duel. 

Col, 7. They mean that thief, my nephew. (Aside) 

2 Offi. Came down here in that ugly wig, to pass 

for your honoured uncle. [villain 1 

Col. 7. What do you mean by an ugly wig, you 

Post. And gave me but five shillings for toe last 
stage, though I drove like a devil. 

Sharp. Now, then, it’a my cue. ( Comes /oniton/.) 
Why, 3 'ou little lying son of a — I beg ten thousand 
pardons, sir ; but I gave him a dollar and eighteen- 
pence, because you ordered me to be liberal, and 
travel with a silver spur. 

Col.T. You did! Oh! I remember, I promised 
you 6omething,and bade youstay here till 1 fetched it. 
Harry has not brought the horsewhip yet. (Aside.) 

Sl^rp, To be sure yon did, sir. And what would 
these worthy gentlemen have? 

Col. 7. Have! they have tbe impudence to say 
that I am my own nephew. 

Sharp. And I dare say they'll have the impudence 
to say 1 am your own man. 

Post. To be sure you are ; and your master aud 
you laughed all the way, and said now you should 
trick the old one. 

Sharp. So we did, sure enough! Ha, ha, ha! 

Col. 7, Fire and furies ! ^ * 

Sharp. Nay, sir, you know I cautioned you on 
the road about talking so loud : the man overheard 
all, you find ; and as our project's ruined, we may 
as well own it at onoe. 

1 Offi. Ay, ay, it's plain enough; tbe chaise 
waits ; bring him along. 

Col. T. Murder ! fire ! thieves ? — f The two Offi- 
cers hold him; Slutrp stops his tnouth.) 

Sharp. (During the above) Hush, sir, for liea- 
•veu’s sake! youMl raise the bouse. Your uncle ia 
arrived, and (Beckons Major Touchwood ^ who ap- 
pears from the closet-door.) I declare here be is I — 

( Major Touchwood marches from the closet, boldly 
flourishing his cane, and takes an attitude opnosite 
Colonel Touchwood, who is scarcrlu withheld oy the 
Officers and Postboy from flying at his Nephew.) 

Col. 7. Let me come at him ! 

Major T. Poor young man ! Don't let bim go.— 
(In an assumed gruff voice. ) 

Sharp. Would you hurt your honoured unde? 

Col. 7. Fire! thieves! murder! 

1 Offi. What an undutiful nephew ! Nothing bat 
his youth c{in excuse it. Oh ! then, yon know., if 
that’s the case,— [7A^/orci Am off. 

Major T. Don't hurt tlie young gentleman. And 
now to be even with my friend CUnord, for hb in- 
tended favour. 

Enter HaRRY, with a new horsewh^. 

Harry. I have brought tbe horsewhip yon or- 
dered, sir ; and Mr, Strongthong says, he wouldn't 
be tbe man that aOronts your honour, while you’ve 
that ia your hand, not for all tbe world. 

Major 7. The horsewhip that I ordered 7 

Harry. Yes, sir; yon know you seift me In a 
great harry to— 
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MajwT. Oh! ay; tma, I remamber, aad a 
pretty tim^ooVe been gone.— (Crodbe the whip* ) 
Harry, Why, I'm sure 1 ran.. 

Major T, I'll make you run. [Cracks his wh^; 
Harry runs off,] Ha, ha, lia! 'I'bey’ll be aare fo 
take me for my nude if I knock 'em abont a bit. 
Egad I I don’t know whether it would not be aa 
well to boraewbip 'em all roond. — ( Goes up erode- 
ing the whip; and strikes Colonel Clifford as 
he enters. I beg yonr pardon, air, I didn’t intend 
that fayour for yon. [ceotion ! 

CoL C. No. nor did I expect it. A pretty re- 
Mi^or T. Any oommanda with me, air 1 — {In a 
short, mititary tone,) 

Col, C, Don’t you know your friend Clifford, 
air? You bare already been informed by letter, 
that I think yonr daughter Sonhia a moat delight- 
ful young lady, and would feel happy in the honour 
of yonr alliance. 

Mtgor T, To the right abont, Colonel. — Sophia 
ia engaged. 

Cd, C, To whom, airl 

Megor T, To a very worthy young man, one 
Major Touchwood. 

Col.C, Your nephew air? 

Mtgor T, Who la, I underatand, under some 
extraordinary obligationa to you. * 

Cd, C, lb that respect, I think we are pretty 
eyen. He quarrelled with me for mere similarity of 
taste ; would have shot me through the head, and 
did through the shoulder ; but conceiving hia bet- 
ter fortune in the field entitled him to the hand of 
the lady, I have followed him 'down here, an<hby a 
fair ruse if amour sent him off to London, in the 
same chaise which brought him here. * 

Minor T. No, have you? 

Cot. C. Yea, I have. I thought you'd like it. 
He beean the scheme ; but, what a fool ia that 
mail who baits a trap for another, and falls into it 
himself! 

Major T, So you have sent him off? 

Col. C. I have, I tell yon. 

Major Tf Not yon indeed, air. 

Col. C. Nay, air, you may inquire. 

Major T, I shall not inquire, air; being perfect- 
ly convinced there is not a syllable of truth in any 
one tittle of what you have ^vanced. 

Col. C, Would to heaven you could do me one 
favour! 

Megor T, Name it. [pearance. 

CoL C, Divest yourself of that venerable ap- 
Major T. Any thing to oblige you, {Pulls off his 
I owe yon a kindness for getting the old* 
gentleman out of the way, and leaving a clear field 
for your luckier rival. 

CoLC. Major Touch wood! Astonishment! Was 
it indeed your uncle, then, who — 

Major T, It was, it was! You’ll forgive my 
mirth, Colonel Clifford, but — ^ha, ha, ha ! What 
a fool is that man who baits a trap for another, and 
has the good luck to fall into it himself. 

Co/. C. A fool indeed! To your uncle I shall 
apologize: for yon, sir — defend yourself. {Draws.) 
Major T, Oh, dear sir, with all my heart. L^hey 

^Se-wter CLARISSA, with Sophia, whe intetpose, 
Sophia runs to Major Touchwood, Clarissa to 
Colonel Clifford, who are on opposite sides. 

Simh. My dear, dear Major, for heaven’s sake — 
Cut, My dear Clifford, would yon, a second time, 
raise yonr arm against the brother of her yon pro- 
fess to love? 

Col, C, Your brother! my dear Sophia? 

Major T. Can my sister be the girl he calls 
Sophia ? Colonel Clifford, 1 begin to see cause to 
apologize. In speaking of yonr Sophia, you 
meant-— 

Col. C, This la^y. air. 

jSgph. When we first saw that’ gentleman at 


Brighton, by an aocidoBt in eonvanatioB, he mis- 
took onr Christian names — 

Cfii. We thooghtlesslv homonred the mistake; 
the Colonel proposed, by letter, to my nnole, for 
Sophia instead of me. * 

Major T, And henee arose onr first quarrel. 
You see, ladies, what mischief yon have caused. 

CoL C, ( Wilht^.) Where are they? I’ll teach 
the mutineers to — 

Cla. Oh, heavens ! Let's get out of his war* 
Mtjor T. No ; stay, stay. Having oleared up 
our own differences, we must acoomraate matters 
with my uncle. 

Co/. ’C. Bothow? 

Mejor T, 1 must pretend to quarrel with yoa ; 
he who can’t bear to see anybody in a passion but 
himself, will forgive yonr tricks out or opposition 
to me : then for my share in the plot, we have 
only to — but he comes, follow my example. — 
( Colonel Clifford and Major Touchwood prslsnd to 
fight. The Women scream.) 

• 

Re-enter Colonel Touchwood, driving Sharp 
* on h^ifore him, and followed 6y MoRDAUNT. He 
pins between the pretended combatants, picks up 
his wig, and throws it at one, while he knocks 
down sword of the other with his cane, Mor- 
daunt runs to the young Litres, 

CoL T. Hear me, ye demons of discord ! or I'll 
finish yonr work by setting lire to the house. 
What's the meaning of this t I came home from a 
wtidgoose-chase of one Colonel — rot his name, — 
who proposes for my daoghter and breaks his ap- 
pointment ; I find my family all rnn raving mao ; 
coolly ask the reason, when 1 am popped into a 
post-chaise by two police puppies ; nave the great 
good luck to get overturned into one of my own 
ditches; escape with whole bones to find my lioose 
full of lighting coxcombs, screaming women, and 
impudent valets, who perhaps will hardly con- 
descend to answer my question, when I civilly in- 
qoire, wbiit the devil do you all mean to do noxt? 

Cdl, C, Your nephew, the Major, sir, will per- 
lisps explain. 

Major T, Your friend, sir, there, the Colonel 
— Colonel Rot-bis-name, I think you just called 
him, was the person by whose orders rou were so 
disgracefully crammed into tlial infernal postobaise; 
in addition to which, he refuses to marry your 
daughter Sophia. I, respecting your honour as my 
own, drew my sword in vindication of yonr rights. 

CoL T, And pray, sirs, bow dare you vindioate 
my honour without iny permission ? 

Major T. Sir, while 1 have the honour to wear 
this coat — 

CoL T. And how came you by that coat, sir? 
Where was your honour when you made free with 
my property ? 

Mtyor T. In short, sir, while the Colonel pro- 
posed for yonr daughter, he paid his addresses to 
my sister, so that if you choose to be so easily 
satisfied, I am not. 

CoLC. Hold, sir! the ladies’ fortunes are equal ; 
give me Clarissa, and her dowry may go with your 
daughter to my friend, tlie Major. • 

CoL T. So, I’m to treat Clsry ill because her 
lover and her brother are a couple of hot-headed 
fools. I’ve a gp-eat mind to call ye both out. But 
I find ye all to be such a set of madmen and mad- 
caps, that 1 shall bind ye over to keep the peace ; 
yourselves in two wedding-rings, yonr wives in 
proper marriage securities, and — 

Stph, What next, papa? 

Col. T, Why, your children to be sure, bossy ! 
And if any friends here, yet untired of the trioks 
we have played to-night, should, with a view to- 
morrow, condescend to ask ** What*s Nest?** we 
respectfully beg leave to answer, by repeating the 
question. [Bxomd. 



THE PURSE; 

Or, the benevolent TAR: 


A Ml/SICAL ENTERTAJNMJENT, IN ONE AGT.-^Br J,C. CROSS, 



CHARACTERS, 

THE BARON I THEODORE I PAGE 

WILL steady I EDMOND j SALLY 


Scene I. — An Apartment in the Baron's Castle, 
Theodore discovered, 

Theodore. Cursed inratoation ! Madness ! to risk 
so vast a sum, and not iiijf own, too ! Caininf; will 
work injr ruin. The BHrou's partialitj must de- 
crease, when he discovers the enibe%7.ienient ! 
Airainst his return must inj accounts be truly 
stated. What’s to be done 1 How to look him in 
the face, I know not.— [E»i/er a Servant,] 

Servant, The Baron's just arrived, and brought 
with him his niece Louisa. 

Theodore, Arrived! then I’m undone. (Aside,) 
Was everything prepared for his reception'! 

Servant, Yea, everything. 

Theodore, But I am not. — Distraction! (Aside,) 

Senant, His first inquiry was for you ; it seems 
he wishes much to — but he’s here. (Lookhof out.) 

Theodore, He’ll certainly discover my agitation! 
—Deceit — hypocrisy! now smooth these tell-tale 
features I — [Enter the Bakon and Page,] 

Baron, What, hoy, tliou’rt quite fatigued. 

Page. Y es, my good lord, as tired as anything. 
Pray aVt you a little’! 

^ Baron, No, child ; my robuster limbs are more 
mured to travel. But attend Louisa, know her 
wishes, and then tiiou moy’st have rest. 

Page. Thank you, my lord. 

Sentant (To Page,) Here’s a letter for you : it 
has been waiting your return these three days. 

Page, From my dear, dear mother! (Kisses it.) 
But I must run and wait upon my lady before I 
can spare time to read it over. [ Ea-il wUh Sent. 

Baron, Theodore! 

Theodore. My lord ! 

Baron. From early infancy, as far as nature war- 
runted, I’ve acted as a father to yon ; and since 
the unhappy absence of my son, you, in a measure, 
have supplied bis loss, and found a fond father in 
me : e'en this very castle has been little less sub- 
ject to your control than mine. 


Theodore. I, ray lord — What means (Aside.) 

Baron. I have received convincing proofs of 
‘atitnde for this. Strict probity aqd rectitude 
nave marked your conduct. 

Theodore. Does he suspect me? I’m trembling 
on a precipice ! (Aside.) My lord! 

Baton, You seem confused. Worth ever shrinks 
I from praise I Desert has often too much diffidence. 
But listen to me, 

Theodore. Your goodness overpowers— I — 
Baron, I know your heart; honour presides 
there ; and merit, while I’ve power, shall never 
go unrewarded. ’Tis now some eight years since 
my son embarked from hence ; since when, nut the 
least intelligence concerning him has reached me ; 
with many a bitter pang have I regretted him ; — 
have fed on hope till my soul sickened with the 
flimsy diet ; and now, must mourn him, swallowed 
by the merciless waves, or the victim of disease. 
I have long admired thy virtues ; therefore, in pre- 
ference to relatives, mean to adopt thee as my heir. 

Theodore. Such niilooked-for generosity! My 
lord, my poor deserts — 

Baron. Thon’rt rich in worth. No thanks; ’tis 
my Ann determination: — nay, to convince you, the 
hand designed for my son (excuse a sigh for his 
loved raeiftory!) — Louisa’s fondness m my toy 
shall be transferred to thee. (Oomg— returns.) But 
hold. I requested your accounts might be all clear 
by my return : 1 doubt not that they are ao. Thou 
seest ray journey was to serve thee. When I've 
refreshed, we’ll meet again. I'd have all oloar, 
kiioM' the full value of my worldly goods, my 
trosty servants well provided for, aiid then— fare- 
well, Theodore. Bepuootnal an hour hence. [Exit. 

Theodore. Punctual! Distraction !— torture !— 
Was ever so fair a prospect blasted in the bnd ! If 
I oon'ess my crime— no hope, I fear, of pardon. 
Will not the shew of honesty, with which I've 
glossed my oharacter, add the double guilt of da- 
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plioitj to breach of traat? Did men bnt anticipate 
their mental torments in concealing it, no one 
would commence villain. Mj time ia short. How 
to supplj the deficiency! Ffiends I’ve none, 
save iiim I’ve injured. The ruined Duke of 
Sharpers, like the dying stag, iis shunned by bis 
own herd. I can't reflect, and desperation now 
roust be my monitor 1 [£xtt. 

Scene T1. — A Woodf with a distant view of theeastle. 
Enter Edmund and Will Steady. 

Wilis, Yeo,oh\ Your honour! here we are! 
within pistol shot of the port. Let me alone for a 
pilot; rll steer yon safe into the harbour of hap- 
piness, or may I never engage the esteem of a 
commander ^ain. 

Edmund, Tliou hast it. Fidelity has linked thee 
to me by the bonds of friendship ; our intimacy 
grew in the hour of misfortune, and prosperity 
shall never wither it. Have yon fully learnt whe- 
ther the Baron, my father, lives '! 

Wilis, Lives! ay, to give me good cheer, and 
you a hearty welcome. No doubt but you'll hail 
your Louisa, too, ready to slip her cable on a ma- 
trimonial crnise, to reward yon for all past perils. 

Edmund, Perils, indeed! Little did 1 imagine, 
when I quitted England, my return would have 
been so cruelly*retarded. • 

Wilis, Wor I either; an eight years’ voyage 
makes salt junC disrelishing, biscnits bried, and 
gives fresh water the scent of sour-crout. 

Edmund, To be shipwrecked ! — a captive ! 

Wilis, Ay, down she went! Our messmates 
buried in a watery grave, left ns puffing and swim- 
ming away like two Newfoundland whelps after a 
tar-barrel ; ‘to be taken up by a kiisi Castilian ! 
Next morning, an Algerine hove in sight — 

Edmund, And captivity was the consequence. 

Will S, Ay, that was grievous ! Cut me to the 
heart, d — e ! A British sailor loves native freedom 
too well, ever willinglv to lei a foreigner interfere 
Edmund. True, Williara; and — [with it. 

Will S. Had but a few score of onr countrymen 
been on bojird, she’d ne’er ha’ yielded j for an Eng- 
lishman never strikes his colours, while he’s able 
to strike another stroke. 

Edmund, But the Algerine force was superior. 
WUIS, What, then there’s hut little honour 
in drubbing an equal! Gad ! I shall never forget 
the day ! they made a hot-bed of our main deck, 
our hummocks were all in a bla/c ; grape shot was 
oared in at our port-holes, and many a hen- 
earted fellow was carried to the cock-pit. 

Edmund, Let us pursue our track. If my Louisa^ 
live, and be hut true — 

Wilis, Ay. your honour, there’s the charm 
ent. If my little Sal. my pretty pinnace, sail but 
ill smooth water, my heart’s timbers are as sound 
as ever; but if grief have shattered her hulk,^ or 
ahe be foundered in a hard squall of adversity, I 
ftrewell to comfort; I’ll hand the gold, good-luck 
lifts given me, to the first honest heart I meet, and 
away to sea again ; for I can’t enjoy comfort on 1 
shore, without Sal share it with me. ^ ^ 

Edmund, How long have you been roamed ? 

WiU S, Eight years and a handful of months. 
Dear girl ! 1 left her just after we’d launched a 

pledge of our aflection : we were poor,'rtO 1 set sail 
111 search of better fortune. I bussed her ; my 
heart was too full to speak. Our infant stretched 
ont its little arms, by way of good b’ye. Sal shed 
an ocean of tears ; I blubbered ‘out — “ Heavens 
bless ye !” and left her to the care of Providence 
O^IhI the wide world ever since. 

Edmund, We both, William, entertain our hopes 
and fears. The life and constancy of Louisa, are 
my harbingers to_happiness, while yours are the 
truth and existence of your Sally. 

WiUS, Jie for her truth, ^ our honour, I should 
despise myself were J to doubt it. If she be gone 
to old Dtrj, 1 don’t care how soon 1 follow tier ; 


[Scene 8. 

for, like the poor galley slave, who so oft raised 
our feelings to high-water mark, in oaptiviU, I 
fear she died broken-hearted. [Exit. 

Edmund. Poor fellow ! how much, at that period, 
bis fate resembled ours! His melanohply ditty still 
vibrates on my ear! 

AIR.— Edmund. 

Ohl think on my fate, once J freedom enjoy*d. 

Was as haypy as happy could he I — 

But pleasure is fled; even hope is destroy'd; 

A captive, alas! on the sea! 

I was ta'en by the foe — 'turns the flat of fate 
To tear me from her I adore ! 

When thought brims to mind my once happy state, 

1 sigh! — while I tug at the oar, • 

How fortune deceives ! I heal pletisure in tow, 

The port where she dwelt, we'd in view; 

But the wish'd nuptial morn was o'er clouded with woe, 
And, dear Anna! J was hurried from you! 

Our shallop was boarded, and I home away. 

To behold rny dear Anna tto more ! 

But despair wastes my spirits, my fm m feels decay ; 

^ He sigh'd! — and expir'd at th^ oar! [Exit. 

Scene III. — A gothic Hall in the Baron's castle, 

* Enter Th EODO RE, much agitated, 

Theodore. 'I’ime atrides with rapid step to the 
period that most discover me ! So dreadful seems 
this summons to my trial, that I cannot even con- 
jure up a phantom of defence ! What, if I aban- 
don the castle ! My fortune is, then, for ever 
marred. Louisa, too! I must not lose her. Are 
there no means 1 [word. 

Page. ( Without.) No. I can’t, indeed, upon my 
Theodore, Hninph! the Page! He’s a rival in 
the favours of my lord ; and time may make him 
dangerous. He little dreams my arts drove hence 
his prudish mother, whom I will persecute till— 
Eater Page, ^ > 

Page, Ah ! Theodore, you can’t think how tired 
I be f W e had not a single bait the whole way ; I 
declare, now, if you'll believe me, my poor litBf 
nag is quite knocked up. 

Theodore. I’ve often wished to ruin this pert b^. 
The means occur: an accusation strongly laid. Us 
hard for innocence to exculpate itself. [A sw/e— Ex«l. 

Page. Humph! Mr.GrulT-cap.you reqnitesulky 
to-day ! ’Pegs ! who cares 1 My poor mutlw told 
me he was no friend. Bless me’ if I hadn't quite 
forgot her letter ! How pleasi'd I was when my 
lady gave me enough to send ; thougli I never told 
her wimt it was for. {Beads the letter in dumb shew, 
often kissing it.) Ah ! now, mother, you’re too 
kind; you always loved me, and gave me monev, 
when you hud it ; and, sure, I ought to do the 
same. When f grow up, and am rich. I’ll give 
you enough to buy a house of your own to live in ; 
and, then, no surly fellow dare turn you out; and 
1 hope that won’t be long first, for I’m as big again 
as when I left home. 

AIR.— Page. 

When a little merry he. 

My mother nurs'd me on her Lies; 

Snides and hisses she gave, with joy. 

Awl call'd me oft her darling boy. 
School-boy's pranks, as big J griw, 

J lik'd; hut lU['d my lessons, too; 

Frowns or whippings J seldom got. 

And sometimes praises were my lot. 

Soon my lord receiv'd me here. 

Fine clothes he gave and dainty cheer; 

Lords and ladies me much caresi: 

But still I love my mother best; 

For when a little, 

I never do think of mother, but T wish myself 
with her again. Heigho ! it’s pity I’m so sleepy. 
No matter; I’ll take my nap here, in this arm 
chair, ecod ! for all the world like an alderman after 
dinner. Must have one more peep at my letter, 
thoogh. Heigho! {Readiny the lelter, drops atle^) 
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Enter WILL STEADY, with a bottle in his hand. 
Wins. So, Steady ! I've left my commander 
abaft, to beave a-head whenever the lit take him *, 
and shall crowd canvas, towards the cabin of mj 
sweet Sally !*Heip;lio ! ( Drinks ^ and sitfka.) Kerens 
to oar merry meeting. His honoar anci 1 were tong 
buftetted about before we fell in with good luck ; 
bat this prize, on our return, has set all afloat 
again. A twin pair of pretty parses, well lined, 
have I secured to throw into Sal’s lap when I sa- 
lute her. Eh! (seeing Page) safe stowed, little 
one! Quite a calm, and snug in your hammock ! 

( Takes up the letter. ) His sailing orders, mayhap. 
Mayn’t be able to drop down to safe moorings, if 
heJiose this tide! Yeo, ho! No; I’ll not pipe all 
hands neither, till I’ve overhauled his warrant. 
Here goes. {Heads.) My dear child, your uncle, 
who is teller at his pen than /, at my request, writes 
you this.** Humph ! Excuse the tears that have 
blotted the paper. Providence enabled you to assist 
me in the hour of adversity; heaven will reward you 
— accept a mother's blessing" — I’ve read enough. | 
Avast! Never felt such a kind of choaking before; J 
nor iny eyes half so moist all the foul weather I’ve | 
seen. Poor lad ! — 'Sdeath ! I've but a paltry kin^l 
of heart, when a child's charity makes it heave so ! 
If he were mine, I’d give — Here’ll be plenty for 
Sal and I ; (takes out a purse) so, ecod ! I’ll make 
a good use of t'other ; (puts the other in the Page's 
uocket) and when ^>oa wake, and overhaul youi^ 
lockers, think Providence will never let filial afVee- 
tion founder, or a good deed go unrewarded. 
Well, doing as one Fikea makes a body devilish 
{[ood-liuiiioured. I’m now so merry, I could jig it 
till the forecastle shook again. Lei me hut come 
alongside Sal ; a few old messmates in our wake ; 
and I’d enjoy this, as if it wtM-e itiy wedding-day. 
AIR— Will Steady. 

Wien sealed with Sal, all my messmates around f 
Pal de rul, de ral, de ri do ! 

The alasses shall jingle, the joke shall go round; 
with a bumper, then here's to ye, hoy ! 

Come, lass, a buss, my cargo's joy, 

Here Tom be merry, drink about, 

If the, sea were grog we’d see it out, 

For we're met here to be jolly, jolly boys ! 

For we've met here to be jolly. 

Strike up the fiddles, Dick; girl gi's your hand, 

Fal de ral, ^c. 

Take partners, odxooks! ne'er shilly-shally stand, 
Lead up, cjisi down, and hands across. 

Now, lads, another noggin toss — 

Here's the commander I love most. 

Join messmates in my loyal toast, 

(** The King.") — We have met, ( Drinks.) 

In glee, gig, and merriment, the moments fly, 

Fal de ral, tpc. 

While Bacchus's bumpers brighten friendship's eye, 
Oh! d — e, old one, tip's your hand; 

Will's service ever pray command. 

'7\s pastime, pleasure, joy, delight! 

Another glass, and then good night.^ 

(“Wives and Sweethearts.") For we're, i^c. 


\ TV . — A View near the castle. 

Enter SALLY. 

Satty. I’m ready to sink with walking so far ; 
bnt my mind would not bide at ease till I see m^ 

S oor boy. He haa been my only comfort since hia 
ither left me ; and Theodore’s cruelty has driven 
mo at a distance these three years. ’Twas on liis 
account, I learn, my landlord distressed me so for 
my rent : all because I wouldn’t listen to his wicked 
wishes. No, William ; though 1 should never see 
you again, will T ever kearken to another; you 
were my first love, and I’ll ne’er abide the thoughts 
of a second. How oft have we, in our days of 
ooertshjp, met on this very spot; and when he was 
awi^, how I’d wavder here, ustening to the village 
iwooiMay. 


AIR.— Sally. 

How sweet when the silver moon is btaddng; 
Through mead% to wander, slow and mute; 

And of some absent lover thinking, 

* Listen to the tender lute : 

Or, at thejocunH dawn of day. 

When feather'd choirs are singing, O! 

And sprightly sounds the sportive lay. 

And village bells are ringing, O! 

To merry, merry strain to dance and play. 

And over the greensward to trip away. 

While the love-lorn maid is fondly sighing. 

Let music sojt her ears assail : 

In plaintive murmurs, breezes dying. 

Listen to the tender tale : 

Or, at the jocund, 4*c. (Retires.) 

Enter WILL STEADY. 

Will S. Tol de rol lol ! How cheerful acting right 
makes a body ! My heart never was pulled onward 
to pleasure with so gralify'ng a gale since I left my 
own little cabin. Eh I a tight wench. 1 wish she’d 
tack about, and let’s take a peep at her stem as 
well as her stern. 

Sally. 1 tremble to be seen at the castle, for fear 
of that wicked Theodore! (Crosses the stage.) 

Wilts. What, tack and tack!* Weil, if the 
wind's *in that quaiter let's see if — i^he turns 
round, screams and faints.) Zountflii! this day's to 
Sturt the timbers ot iny heart! it never thumped so 
hard against my ribs in its life before ! — 8ully ! 

Sully. William! It's surely a dream. I can't 
believe my senses. 

Wins. And I’m quite out of mind with joy. 
Well, and liosv are you? Where’s little — have I — 
eh! Sally? Slop my breath with kisses, and then 
pump fresh life into me, by saving the lad’s like his 
father. Have I still a hoy, Sal? Is he — eh? 

Sally. You have. Oh ! William, I'm too over- 
joyed to speak 1 

fyUlS. Then I'll e’en seal yonr lips till you’re 
no longer tongne-tied. (Kisses her.) Well, and 
bow have you done ? Where is my little cock-boat? 

Sally. Your child's at the castle. The £aron met 
him one evening near the old cottage,. ( which lost 
all its comfort when you left it,) and asked several 
questions, and was so pleased with the boy’s an- 
swers, that be has been in bis family ever since. 
But cruelty drove me from him ; distress followed, 
and to his duty and affection 1 owe — 

Wilts. Whiil! — Well was ever such a — We'll 
ateer to the castle directly ; 1 long to — Sal, here's 
a heavy purse to make your heart light. 'Gad! 
Pm so happy, I could — Vt'e’il be the envy of the 
whole bamlet ; no neighbour shall want his whistle 
wetting ! But did your thoughts ever lose sight 
of a body, all the time 1 was gone? 

Sally. Did yours of me ! 

DUETT — Sally and Will Steady. 

Will. Since we parted, dear girt, were you constant 
and true ? [adieu t 

Sally. Did you ne'er forget Sal, since she frade you 
Will. No thought but of you, e'er could comfort 
• impart; [heart, 

Sally. And your image has dwelt ever since in my 
Will. But happy once more in each other— fate 
smikny — [guii^ : 

Sally. And peace, love, and plenty, the moments be* 
Both. dance, and sing fal de ral, la, lal, lal, la ! 

While the fiddles strike up and the village is gay. 

Our love has been mutual, our suff'rings the 
same ; 

We ask not for honours, for grandeur, wfame ; 

But our snug little cot,— for a friend's face it 
wears, [years. 

Where Providence kindly may bless us for 

Scene V . — An Apartment in the casUe. 

Enter the Baron and Theodore. 

Baron, How ! guilty of theft ! 1 am astonish’d ! 
Theodore, And to was I, my lord; but missing 
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[Scene 5. 


considerable snins, and finding this letter from bis 
mother — 

Baron, His mother! {LoohsMt the leiier,) To 
relieve ajparent! — such an act might mitigate the 
crime. — Where is hel • 

Theodore, Here, my lord.— [l!.Wer the Page,"] 
Page, My lord, I l>eg yonr pardon ; hot, indeed, 
I did not see you. 

Baron, Pray, my generous youth, who furnishes 
you with means to make presents to your mother? 

Page. Why, my lord, you know you are very 
kind to me; and my lady, she’s so good — * 
Baron. A crime! detest to mention gives the 
means. Are yon not — 

Page. What, my lord? Yon frighten me. 

.Boron. False to your trust — a thief! a little pur- 
loining villain! whom I have cherished; till, ser- 
pent-like, it turns to sting its preserver ! Instantly 
confess, if — 

Page, What should I confess, my lord? T never 
touched any money, but what yod and my lady gave 
roe; and, surely, there was no harm — 

.Boron. Let him be searched : though I doubt he 
is too cunning a practitioner, to carry proof about 
him. Search him, Theodore. You tremiile, villain ! 

Page. I do, Jndeed, my lord. You never were 
angry with me before ; and I always tried hard not 
to diOaerve^t. \^ur suspicions hurt me so^ 

Theodore, Those suspicions are confirmed. ( Shews 
'li^/^Murse he has taken from the Pages pocket .) — 
^Behold, my lord, this evidence! I am astonished! 
SAre, my lucky stars are now predominant ! (Aside) 
Baron, Ungrateful child ! I now abandon yon. 
Go with your wicked mother; wander till want corn- 
el you to repentance ; or avenging jOstice become 
your punisher. This purse — ^your mother’s letter — 
are such proofs — 

Page. 1 did send ray mother a little money, sir, 
eUe he’d ha’ turned her out of doors. Pray, forgive 
me, if I were wrong; hot, indeed, it was not yours. 

Theodore, No vmimpering, boy! your punisb- 
ment’s too lenient. Begone! 

Page, b don’t know who could have put it In my 
pocket, Theodore ; nor how it came there ; indeed, 
I don't : speak to my lord for me, pray do ; don’t 
turn me away, my lord; yon ever called me a good 
boy, till now. I never, never did such a wicked 
thing in all my life. Oh, dear! don’t, my lord — ^1 — 
(Bursts into tears.) 

Theodore, Begone ! Turn this prating urchin into 
the street. ( To Servants who enter) Away with him! 

Page. Don’t be so cruel, Theodore. Oh, dear! 
oh, dear! My lord, my lord! — (Hurrying him off ^ 
Enter WILL Steady. [ibis'! 

Wilis. Avast! sheer oil', you lubbers! What’s all 
Theodore, Some ruflian friend to rescue him. 
Seize him and his associate instantly. 

Wilis. Seize him ! lookye, my fair-weather spark. 
I've had too much rough treatment lately to take 
to it kindly, therefore, less of your jawing tacks ; 
touch him if you dare; move a finger, and d — e! 
I’ll snap your grappling irons short as a biscuit, 
and utibliip every head rail from larboard to ;itar- 
board. What’s amiss, my lad ! 

Theodore. He has committed a crime none but a 
villain would protect him in — theft! this purse, this 
evidence of guilt, was found upon liiifi. 

Wilis. Yes, and that purse was mine ; I popped it 
in his pocket : another word, and this oak sapling 
Swabs the decks of you. Your honour, I ax par- 
don, (to the Baron) but here’s one astern can testify 
this purse belonged to me. (Snatching it from Theo- 
dore, gives it to Page.) There it is again, my lad, 
and much better disposed of than e’er a one ever 
pMsed through >our lingers. (To Theodore.) 

Enter Edmund and Sally. (Sally runs to the 
Page, is going to embrace him, Will catches him in 


Jus arms.) 

Baron. Ai 
WiUH. And my son 


Baron. Amazement! my son! (Embraces Eidm.) 

! D— e, I’m as proad of my 


progeny, as the first in the land (heaven bless ’em ! ) 
can be of theirs. And what have von got to say for 
yourself, Mr. Dowu-in-the-mouth? 

Theodore. Shame overwhelms me. My lord, with 
grief an^ contrition, 1 confess my guilt; gaming, 
the seducing origin of various crimes, instigated me 
to appropriate vast sums, your property, to a use, 
has brought destruction on me; but, if a life of 
atonement — 

Baron. Theodore, I tremble to reflect on thy 
deceit: plunder your patron I and expiate that crime 
by injuring the harmless and the innocent ! — hut 
; peculation punishes itself; the widow’s curse and 
the orphan’s tear wound deep ; even sincere repent- 
I ance scarce can expiate bis crime, which avarice, 

I injustice, and ingratitude, serve but as vassals to : 
for ever quit iny sight — 

Will S. Tliars hearty, your honour. Clear the 
gangway — shoot a-head"; lor, d — e ! 1 hate villany 
too much, even to he present at its punishment. 

Page. 'Tliougli 'fheodore has been bad, iny lord, 
if 3 oil’d forgive him, perhaps he’d mend, and love 
and thank you for it. 

Wilis. A true chip of the old block, d — e! can 
fipiely pardon an injury and clap resentment under 
batches. Well, friend Down-in-tlie-moutli, you’ll 
not he brought to a court-martial this boat ; but 
take a tar’s advice — use the rudder of honesty in- 
stead of deceit, and then you'll steer clear of the 
^lioals of punishment, and quicksands of disgrace. 
(To Edmund.) I told you, your honour, I should 
pilot you into smooth water, at last. 

Edmund. Thankye! Father, I entreat yon’ll lake 
this worthy fellow under your protection ; together 
wewerecaptives,and together we obtained our liber- 
ty ; lie was my guardian in the hoar of danger, and — 

WUl S. Avast! that’s the only time to try what 
Umber a vessel’s made of, an’t it? No oompli- 
ments : I’d as lieve be set to tease oakum all my 
life as bear ’em. 

Baroti. Edmund, your return overpowers me 
with pleasure ; the occurrences of these last few 
moments will never be obliterated. Louisa’s pre- 
sence soon shall crown our joys, and your humble 
friend ever find here a cheerful home. 

Will S, Thank your honour ; but you m^st find a 
home, too, for Sal. She and I don’t mean to sleep 
in separate hammocks again till we launch another 
little — eh! Sal? (Kisses her, then catches up the 
Page.) Oh! you young dog! 1 never was so happy 
In my life. 

Sally. Nor T either, I’m sure, William. 

Baron. The happiness you boast, I trust, is here 
universal; and no one present disappointed but 
him whose vices, thougn they merit opprobrium 
and contempt, yet attended by contrition, may ex- 
cite oar pity, when justice dooms the punishment. 
FINALE. 

But danger's o'er. 

Grief no more 
Shall wUh frowns appear i 
But mirth and glee. 

Merrily, 

Ever crown the year. 

Our danger's o'er, dpc. 

By the will of fate, 

Joy fuid grief txwait 
Mortals varied state ; 

Now sunk with sorrow, iioio with mirth elate. 
But danger o’er, ^c. 

A stave Til troll 
Roimd tire sparkling bowl. 

To my lovely Sal, 

While fond affection glads thy honest soul. 
We'll hence be gay — 

Each month be May. 

No storms annoy — 

Our future icy. 

All wmgers o'er, d^c. 

A ll dws^'s o’er, [Ezaim/. 


Edin. 


Chorus. 

Edm. 


Chorus. 

Will. 


Sally. 

Will. 

Sally. 

Wilt. 

Sally. 

Both. 

Chorus. 




CHARACTERS. 


SIR CHARLES COURTLY 

MR. WILLIAMS 

STUBBLE 

MISS COURTLY 

CAPTAIN BELTON 

CORNFLOWER 

WILLIAM 

JENNY 

DOCTOR POTHER 

PETER 

CHALK 

SUSAN 

FARMER BAIINAKD 

ROBIN 

MRS. CORNFLOWER 

FANNY 


ACT I.— Scene f.— -A Farm-house. 

William, Susan, and Fanny. 

TRIO. 

Oh! how sweet the opening day! 

Every sense delighting; I 

Charming evru care away, 

To labour while inviting. 

Imbour, source of joy and health ; 

Labour, all the peasants wealth. 

Oh! how bliilu the bosom glows. 

When the lark is singing ! 

While to Him who all bestows 
Sweet gratitude is springing. 

Grateful notes our song employ; 

Grateful hearts alone enjoy. 

Will, I wonder how lonjjr it will be before our 
good inanier Cornflower returns from London: and, 
wlien^ he does, what he'll say to the flue baronet, 
and his coxcomb servant, Peter, who are here. Oor 
master's friend, farmer Barnard, seems to think 
'em no bettef than thej should be. 

Enter Stcdble. 

Stub, Neither are you any better than ^rou should 
be, William; folding your arms here, instead of 
anfolding ^our sheep yonder : and you, girls; never 
content with being idle yourselves, must always 
kera the lads from their labour, dangling after you. 

Faimy, Well, I*in sure, none of us care for your 
dangling after us ; and that makes you so snamish, 
Mn Baiiift*. [taste than t am. 

Stub. No, no : that puppy, Peter, is more to your 
Sustm. No, Mr. Stubble ; Peter’s no more to our 
taate than you are : he's a monkey, and you are— 
Stub. Whatl 


Susan, A bear. with Will, and Fasmy. 

Stub. Ay, ay; snigger and laugh, if you please; 
but I’ll make you all do your duty. Th^ can none 
of them bear me since 1 discharged old Gerard ; but 
he was a hypocrite, and ungrateful to his employer* 
Well, think what they will, they shall find roug^ 
Stubble comes from a good grain, and is no mere 
man of straw. 

AIR.— Stubble. 

ify Harness Reuben Stubble, no mere man of straw; 

True grain, though, mayhap, mix'd wV chaff; 

I stickle for duty, make justice my law. 

So they call nut severe; 

But let them jibe and jeer; 

At their snigg'riug I whistle and laugh: 

As I did when light-hearted I drove father's teasup 
While the bells at their collars were ringing; 

For I found, to be one thing, another to seem. 

Were vexation, and kept me from singing, 

Fal, lal, la, 

Plain upright and downright was ever my plan ; 

Yourfaitgy's too pleasant by half; 

Let me finish tn age, as in youth I began. 

For if now 1 should slip. 

To catch me on the Am, 

How your sniggerers would whistle and Imtgh! 

Jf I did too, whenever J pass'd by a team. 

While the bells at their collars were ringing, 
'Twould retuind me. how diff rent to be ana to seem. 
And spoil all my re&shfor singing, 

Fal, ltd, la, S^e. 

I Ifegsl here comes farmer Barnard ; npon his daily 
inquiry, I suppose, about when we expect master 
Cornflower. 
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Enter BARNARD. 

• Good day, Stubble ; well, have you heard 
anyihiog yet of your worthy master's return? 

Stub, No, indeed, sir, we don't expect him yet 
for some time ; f wish, for my part, be were coyie. 
I think — I think — but 1 don't like to speak my 
mind, and so I’ll say nothing. 

Earn, I guess what you allude to, honest Stubble ; 
the nncominoii attention paid by this Sir Charles 
Courtly to my friend Cornflower’s young wife; and 
the — no, bang it ! I can’t say encouragement, she 
gives him, though it's very much like it. f. could 
almost wish the baronet had broken bis neck when 
his chaise broke down. I was afraid, when Corn- 
flower married her, it would turn out this way some 
time or other. 

Stub, It was always a matter of wonder to me 
how it came about that he should be married to a 
beautiful woman, so much younger than himself, 
with a tip-top education, and manners more lit for a 
drawing-room than a dairy. 

Barn, I’ll tell you. Stubble. Cornflower, beneath 
a rough outside, possesses aHieart that would do 
honour to a prince. 

StvA, That all the country round knows. 

Bam, Your mistress was the only daughter of a 
man of fashiony named Belton, who had, besides, a 
aQa||0Ow an officer in the army abroad, anil who is 
shdrav expected here. Extravagance rdined the 
fathers fortune, and he retired with his wife and 
children to a small villa in the west. Business car- 
rying Cornflower into the neighbourhood, he saved 
the daughter from the flames, at the risk of his own 
life : this introduced him to the father, whoiw\ in a 
moment of exigency, he preserved fr<»m a jail. 

Stub,' Ay, like enough; he’s not the only one my 
master. Cornflower, has saved from a gaol : if his 
purse were as large as his heart, there wouldn't be 
a prisoner for debt in the county. 

Barn, The two circumstances I have mentioned 
made so strong an impression on the mind of the 
young and lovely Emma, that, seeing Cornflower's 
age and manners through the medioni of his heart, 
gratitude blinded her to nil disparity, and she con- 
sented to reward his love. I advised him against 
the match. Consider,” said T, ** the difference of 
your ages, manners, education, and habits of life 
out in vain ; he considered only his passion, took the 
wife, and must now take the consequence. Yet, I 
must say, in his defence, that following advice which 
opposes our dearest inclinations is an effort of he- 
roism easily affected, but hard to accomplish, even 
by the wisest and best. 

DUETT.— STiJBBi.n and Barnard. 

Oh ! give me the man who can value advice^ 

Yet heeds not the eoutisel that folly may lend; 
Whose heart trusts with caution, discerning, though 
nice; \ friend; 

Whose head can distinguish 'tween jlalVrer and 
Whose temper unruffled no trouble can wring. 

Yet in danger can feeling with fortitude shew. 

If the ** mind is a kingdom," that man is a kuig, 

And a subject of envy for monarchs below. 

Such a man, if domestic, though harass'd with care. 
Still smoothes up his brow when approaching his 
door; 

Conceals from the circle that welcome Kim there. 

All, all hut the jog their endearments ensure. 

The smiles of his partner such pleasure can bring. 

His childrens sweet wattle such joy can bestow! 

If the*' mind is a kingdom," that man is a king. 

And a subject of envy for monarchs below, {^Exeunt, 

Scene II. — A Room in the Farm-house, 

Enter Peter. 

Peter. I wonder how long it will be before we 
despatch our bnsiness, and get away from this ham- 
drum plaoe/ 1 f Sir Charles succeed in bis attempts 
on Mrs. Cornflower, who, I think, does not seem 
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quite insensible to his little attentions, and I do hat 
manage affairs properly with Susan, the best thing 
we can do will be to carry offonr prizes before the 
farmer returns. I think I hear Sir Charles. 

Sir C, (Without,) Where is he, 1 aayl 1 can't 
And my blockhead. 

Peter, Look on your own shonlders. 

Sir C. ( Without.) Where is the rascal? 

Peter, Which of us does he mean? 

EiuferSiR Charles Courtly. 

Sir C. Oh ! yon are here, sir. Well, have yon 
beard anything that indicates a snspicion of my de- 
signs upon Mrs. Cornflower? 

Peter, Ob ! no; we've managed matters very well 
hitherto. Oh 1 sir, little did I tliink, when 1 saw you 
ogling her at llie races, it would oome to this ; ^ut 
when yon have game in view, yon stand for no re- 

f iairs, as the canaitle have it : yet, if I hadn't Inckily 
earned that the farmer was in Loudon, you’d never 
have got into the house. 

Sir C, It was a masterly contrivance of mine, to 
overturn the chaiie, and pretend 1 was internally 
hurt ; wasn't it, Peter ? fwim 

- Peter. Bless your honour, yon had flats to deal 
Sir C. Cornflower, I find, is expected soon, so 
We must despatch, for I'm resolved to carry his wife 
ofl', by art or force; tbongh I think there would be 
no occasion for violence, if 1 had but a little more 
time ; for I confess she is not quite so prudish as 1 
expected, nor yet so compliant as 1 had hoped ; but 
^assiduity may remove every bar; and when 1 have 
once carried her oft— 

Peter, There's another bar — 

Sir C. What? 

^ Peter. The bar at Wcstminster-hall ; long briefs, 
big wigs, and large damages. 

Sir C. Psha! as to damages, I mast trnst to tlie 
ingenuity of my counsel : Gentlemen of the jury, 
iiiy client — young man — bred in the school of fa- 
shion — susceptible heart — strong passions — critical 
situation — fascinating woman — husband absent, 
when be ought to have been present — sappose your- 
selves in his situation — love and opportunitv — hu- 
man nature — hands upon your hearts— venial crime 
— damages nominal — and — ” 

Peter, Judge charges the jury: ''Gentlemen, 
counsel has ^ne his duty, now i’ll do mine. He 
would make out the wolf a silly sheep, because be 
was a wolf in slieep’s clothing — here rich man steals 
poor man’s lamb — crime bad enough of itself — de- 
fendant’s rank makes it worse ; and, being committed 
in return for benefits received, makes it as black as 
the devil.” Oh!' no, judges never use naughty 
words ; but, no matter what he'd say, it's what the 
jury would say ; and 1 fancy there would be five or 
six thousand reasons, why that would not be very 
pleasing to your honour. 

Sir C, And, pray, sir, who asked yon for your 
impertinent opinion? Because I have admitted you 
to a more than ordinary freedom, yon are for ever 
imposing on my good nature. 

Peter, That I impose upon you, I own ; but I 
take care nobody else shall, and that's wfet I oall 
Jnstice. 

Sir C. And how do yon prove it, Mr. Casuist? 
Peter. Thus : self-love is the first Uw of nature, 
and fidelity the next; which means, take care of 
vooraelf first, and your master afterwards ; and I 
believe I’m not singular in iny interpretation. 

Sir C, No, nor in your assurance ; hut no more 
of this nonsense : you know, my pretended relation 
is to oome here and invite Mrs. Cornflower to town ; 
therefore, youmnsttry someof yourlogio on Fanny, 
her favonrite servant ; and if sne can be made oor 
instrument of attack on her mistress, oor victory 
will be almost complete. 

Peter. I think you needn’t doubt tbe certainty of 
yoor victory, conaidering what -an old clodhopper 
this Cornflower has been desonbed to you. 
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Sir C. I don't know that : as he is not very rich, 

I ahonld suppose there mast have been some 
very powerfai motive Tor her marrying him; and 
1 should like to find that out. I understand the 
village apothecary, Doctor Pother, who was absent 
when we came here, has returned, and that he is 
acquainted with the birth, parentage, and education 
ol' all the county ; you may, probably, learn from 
him the history ot'lhis marriage, as the knowledge 
of that mav facilitate my scheme. 

Peter, l^octor Pother! Yes, I’ve heard of him ; 
he's famous for telling a story in such a way that no- 
body can understand him. 

Sir C. Make use of your senses ; go about it di- 
rectly, and your reward shall be proportioned to the 
intelligence you obtain. [dialely ; and — 

Peter, I'll do my utmost, sir: ferret him out imme- 

SirC. Who's coining? Oh! it’s Funny; you stay 
here, and, by virtue of this never-failing figure of 
rhetoric, (uiniug souie money) retain her on our side, 
and then lose no time in feeling the pulse of the 
doctor. [Exit. 

Peter. I have already tampered with Fanny, who 
I think would soon be made an apt scholar in love’s 
arithmetic, especially when practised in this ** golden 
rule.” — [Enter Fanny.] — Well, my little Fann^ 
you didirt forget to represent to your mistress, in 
all the glowing colours of your fertile imagination, 
my master’s profound gratitude towards her? 

Fanny, No, Mr. Peter; but she said her ears were 
married, and not allowed to listen to the compli -4 
ments of single gentlemen. 

Peter. Why, she must be heartily tired of the 
copyhold compliments of old Aftergrass, your mas- 
ter; whose manners are on a par with those of his 
ploughmen, and whose conversation is almost as 
amnsing as the bleating of bis own sheep. Ha, ha ! 

Fanny. Monstrous witty, Mr. Peter; but if any 
of the farm men happen to hear you abuse old After- 
grass, as you are pleased to call him, they'll be apt 
to mistake you for a slieaf of corn, and give you a 
good threshing. 

Peter. Then they should keep their harvest home 
in the round-house, Mrs. Fanny ; hut, to other busi- 
ness: — you must know, Sir Charles’s sister will 
make this farm in her way to London shortly. 

Funny. And what have J to do with that? 

Peter. Why, as^you have notoiily beautiful eyes — 

Fanny. La, Mr. Peter ! 

Peter. La, Mrs. Funny! Oh! yes, you have; and 
a most persuasive tongue; and then you have the ear 
of your mistress; and if you could but manage to 
put a whim into her head, to accompany the ho- 
nourable Miss Courtly to town — 

Fanny. To London? 

Peter, Yes; and you can go with her; and I am 
ordered to present you with this tritliiig considera- 
tion (s/ieioin^ the purse) to equip 3 ou for the journey. 

Fanny, {Taking the money,) Dear me, Mr. Peter, 
your master is certainly a \ery kind gentleman; 1 
will do my best ; though my mistress has Just re- 
ceived a letter, that her brother, the Captain, has 
returned from abroad, and will be shortly here ; that 
may prevent it. 

Peter, That we mu.«t try to counteract. (Aside.) 
However, yau know you can execute your com- 
mission all the same ; and when you arc in London, 
perhaps 1 ma^ exert my interest to get yop a place 
among the right houourables, and you may sotyn 
become a lady. 

Fanny. Me? 

Peter. Oh! yes; it requires nothing but fine 
clothes, and fine airs. Cheap muslins and private 
dancing-shops have made half the servants in Lon- 
don fit for nothing else but fine ladies : that purse 
will procure yoa Ibe one, and I’ll teach you the 
other. dancing, 

^ Fanny, Dear me, that will be charming! I shall 
like to go to London and make my fortane, prodi- 
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gionsly; I'm tired of being buried alive among 
quizzes and quicksets ; and this lucky op|>ortauity 
may — Lud! who knows what it may not do? An 
oak springs from aq acorn ; and, they say, a little 
dro^ of water came to be a great pearl. 

AIR — Fanny. 

A little drop of water fell 
In the foaming ocean ; 

With sad emotion 

U cried, ** To evry hope, farewell! 

For Pm lost, alasV* 

*Tis m silly tale, and, perhaps, may tease you; 

But whtU came to pats 

You shall know; oh! yes, you shall know, ant 
please you. 

An oyster, that by chance was niyh. 

Its fate arrested, 

The drop diyested; 

Whith grew a pearl of value high, 

And the tale is told — 

*Tis a silly tale, and, perhaps, may tease you—^ 

For a power of gold 

It was sold; oh! yes, it was sold, an't please you. 

[Exit, 

SCKNE III. — A Farm-house, Sfc. 
Cornflower, (as just off a^ourney,) fol^ 
•lowed by Stuudlk, with a Beggar. 

Corn. Bestow my charity ! (TinBeggar.) #aa 
look able to work, and I'll employ you ; to relieve 
idleness, is to rob industry, and encourage vice. 
Go, join yon labourers, and be the author of your 
own relief ; there's independent iu that, the only 
soil fv honesty. Set him to wora, Stubble, and — 

Stub. Ue’ll be as lazy as the two last vagrants 
you eiuplovea. 

Corn. When he is, tom him off ; but what is be- 
come of old Gerard ? I did not see him in the fields 
as I rode by. 

Stub. No, sir ; I discharged him. 

Com. Why, was he lazy, too? [him. 

Stub, No ; but I tliougut you could do without 

Corn, W ill any one else employ him ? 

Stub. No. 

Com. Then, though I can do without him, I see 
be can’t do without me, and that’s the very reason 
be should have staid. Let me see him in the fields 
when I go my rounds, or 1 may take it in my bead 
to fancy I can do without you. 

Stub, Why, 1 thought — 

Coni. Thought ! in matters of this sort think for 
yourself, don’t think for me: I was a very poor 
man myself once, and know what the poor man 
imffers, when the unfeeling turn an eye of indiffer- 
ence upon his hujiible look for pity. Go; and it 
will be your own fault if I don’t speak mure kindly 
to you when we next meet. [Exeunt Stubble and 
Beggar,^ Well, now to meet my dear Emma; she’ll 
be surprised to see me so soon ; but 1 know her joy 
will be doubled by that. Oh! 1 am a happy man ! 
I have gained my law-suit ; have tlie best farm on 
the manor ; the most elegant, ay, and the most sen- 
sible wife ill the county: here she is. — [Enter Mrs. 
CoiVN FLOWER.] — dear Emma, how happy f am 
to behold her, who, in my eyes, possesses all the 
charms of the sex united ! 

Mrs. C. Your happiness, Henry, cannot exceed 
mine, at vour unexpected return ; the farm will now 
look itself again ; for to me it is never cheerful, un- 
less your presence gives it animation. 

Com. You are a flattering rogue, Emma. 

Mrs. C. Rut tell me— you know a woman’s cu- 
riosity is always on tip-toe — what has been the re- 
sult of your journey ? 

Corn. Gained my law-suit, girl; and made up 
my mind, os I came along, to celebrate my victory 
by a merry-making, to which all our friends and 
neighbours shall be invited : the large bam shall be 
fitted up iu the Loudon style. 1 ordered every- 
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thing necessary at the ooanty-town this nomiflg. . 
Oor worthy friends, parson Williams and farmer 
Barnard, snail assist us in our plans ; and we*il be 
as happy as mirth and friendslii|,\ can make us. 

Mra, C. You delight me with tlie proposd; 
everything should wear the faoe of happiness 'at 
joar return. 

AIR.— Mrs. Cornflower. 

My Henry kiss' aud cried ** Adieu! 

Ah! soon to Emma Fll return.*' 

I gaz'd till he was los,i to view. 

Then, pensive, turn'd again to mourn, „ 

No more the brightest seems are gay. 

When those we love are far away. 

My love return’d, no more to part! 

What transports in my bosom rise! 

Tell words the welcome of the heart ? 

No; read it, Henry, in mine eyes. 

The dullest scenes will now be gay, 

My love no longer far away. 

Com, Though I was away, my heart was only 
here; hnl, by-the-by, what coxcomb was that I 
saw as I came ini 

Mrs. C. The servant of Sir Charles Courtly. 

Corn. And, pray, who is Sir Charles Courtly ? 

Mrs. C. Di^you not receive my letter, iiitorm- 
inj^ou of his being here? ' 

dwn. Bhing here! I received no such letter; 
but how came he here? 

Mrs, C. By accident : one miserable rainy night, 
we were alarmed by the barking of the dogs, ami 
violent cries: after mastering our f(;ars, we went 
out, and found the servant you saw, with a po-'tboy 
at the gate, who requested shelter for a young gen- 
tleman who had been overturned, and seriously hurt. 

Com. A young gentleman ! and you bade him wel- 
come, and gave him all the asMistauce you could? 

Mrs. C. 1 did : you are not offended I 

Com. Offended ! If you hadn't I might have been 
oflended. Let hospitality be shut out wherever 
else it will, it iiiast be a sorry day for the nation 
when it isn’t found in the house of aii English farmer. 

Mrs. knew you would approve of what I 
did, and, therefore, I went further; 1 requested 
him to stay till he was perfectly recovered. And, 
as Doctor Pother was absent from the village, I — 1 
attended him myself. ( With hesitation.) 

Corn. If lie didn't recover under the hands of 
such a physician 1 should wonder ; your very at- 
tention is an antidote to pain. 

Mrs. C. Who flatters now, Henry! But, here 
comesSir Charles. [£/if«>-SlRCHARi.EsCouKTL\ .1 
Sir Charles Courtly, iiiy dear, of who.se accident I* 
informed you. 

Sir C. And whose pleasing la.sk it must be to say, 
that nothing can ever erase fiom his mind the ge- 
nerous treatment he has experienced here. Allow 
me, good air, to congratulate you on your return. 
You have come, sir, unexpectedly — and devilishly 
fiMi/-dj9rqpo«, too. (Aside.) 

Corn, Why, Sir Charles, my business over, 1 
left London ifie moment I could ; I’m never at ease 
there; I neither like their modes nor their mummery. 

Sir C. Nay, my good sir, London is generally 
esteemed a terrestrial paradise. 

Corn. In one respect I think it is, Charles ; 
for, like the garden of Eden, the knowledge ob- 
tained in it is too often at the expense of innocence. 

Sir C, Rather severe, Mr. Cornflower; yet I 
must think London has its beauties, as well as the 
country ; the contrast forms the il penseroso and 
V allegro o{ nature; so 1 divide my time between 
them ; for the vive la bagatelle of town, is a charm- 
ing remedy for the tnaladie imaginaire, which is ge- 
nerally excited by too perpetual a recurrence of 
reentrees, blue skies, white cows, black sheep, ,J 
rowD barns, and vellow haystacks. j 

Cgm, But you don’t mean to assert, Sir Charki|b 1 


that the follies of London are equal to the consis* 
tenoies of a country life! For our green trees and 
blue skies, you have green-lioriis and blue devils; 
for our white cows aud black sheep, you have white- 
washed bankrupts and black-legged adventurers; 
and for our brown barns and yellow haystacks, you 
have bronaed fronts and jaoudieed features in plenty. 

Sir C, I love the medium, sir. I ridicule as much 
le petit maitre of London, as le rustre of the Land’s 
End: frivolity and fog are equally my aversion* 
What a crusty bear it 18 1 (Aside.) 

Re-enter STtiDBLK. 

Stub. May 1 speak a word, sir? (Sulkily.') 

Com. May you speak a word, sir! Yes, sir, you 
may: what now? 

Stub. Here's the carrier from the county-lGWn 
with a load of lamps and gingerbread gear. I told 
him they never could be for you ; but he said you 
ordered ’em : however, T wouldn’t let him unload 
till I knew the rights of it. 

Corn, He’s right enongh. 

Stub. Then 1 was wrong again, I suppose. [Exit. 

Corn. A rough fellow , though an honest one, sir ; 
and I prefer a knotted oak to a pliant poplar : but I 
must see after this gingerbread gear, as he calls it; 
sc, excuse me a short time. Sir Charles; we shall 
meet again at dinner, where 1 hope keen appetites 
and substantial fare will make us better acquainted. 

[A’jriV. 

Mrs. C. Mr. Cornflower, Sir Charles, has gained 
Mic law-huil T told you he went tn London about; 
so means to give hi.s friends a country gala. 

Sir C. Oh, ho' then Mr. Cornflower has a little 
more taste for Ijondon fashions than he is willing to 
allow. Ah! madam, London is the true emporium 
of pleasure. Believe me, it has beauties innumer- 
able; and would eclipse the world, if it added to its 
catalogue those of Mrs. Cornflower. (Bowing.) 

Mrs. C. Come, come, Sir Charles, 1 have told you 
before, this is language I must not listen to. 

Sir C, I am dumb, my dear madam ; but though 
you may prohibit the cxerci.se of the tongue, the 
eyes — the eyes, are sucdi oflicious tell-tales, ’tis im- 
possible to effect an embargo on them ; and if 1 may 
presume on the faculty of reading eyes, 1 am sore 
you are not very, very angry with me, 

Mrs. C. Why, really, Sir Charles, the circum- 
stance is too ridiculous to excite any irritable emo- 
tion. ** If it added to its catalogue those of Mrs. 
Cornflower!” Ha, lia, ha! 

Sir C. Bravo ! inimitably done I Spare me, spare 
me, my dear lady ; you are too much for me, upon 
iny soul you are; 1 stand r.o chance with you. 
(Taking her hand, which she withdraws.) 

Mrs. C, Sir Charles, I must hear no more of this 
trifling. (Gravely.) 

Sir C. Pardon my volatility ; I'm sure your good 
sense, your good iiulnre, your superior excellence — 

Mrs.C. Hold, hold, sir ; flattery will increase, not 
extenuate, your fault. 

RECITATIVE. — Accompanied. 

Trijler, ftnrhear ; deceit infiatiry lies; 

We may endure if, hut we must despise. 

POLACCA. 

Go, trijler, go; yourjlait'ry leave; • 

That lure which leads our sex astray; 

Still smiling only to deceive. 

And more securely to betray. 

On ./iStna's sides thus verdure bright 
Beguiles the swain, and hope inspires; 

While, with an overwhelming night. 

The dread volcano pours lisjnres. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — A Landscape, 

Enter Peter. 

Peter. Now, then, to seek after this Doctor Pother ; 
plhiB walking story-book, parish-register, and coun- 
ty obropicle ; but what with hia amutolligible jargoa» 
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confoanding one story wiUi aBOther, and knocking ( 
his own meaniogonthe bead. I fancy I sbail belitlfe 
the wiser for bis commuriicatlon. 1 protest be*s 
coining.^[E«ter Doctor Pother.]—! believe I 
have the honour to address Doctor Potherl (Bows,) 
Doctor. {^Chuckling as he speaks.) Doctor Pother, 
at your service; one. in the way of his profession, 
that, though I say it. that should not say it. who — 
that is — sneaking proressionally — for anatomy, che- 
mistry, pharmacy, phlebotomy, oxygen, hydrogen, 
caloric, carbonic, atmospheric, galvanic — ha. ha. 
ha-' — can tell you a prodigiously laughable story on 
that subiect. Went, last summer, to a watering- 
plaeCi ail io the way of my profession — sent for in a 
hurry — lady of fashion — feel pulse— /ouv pas — not 
the lady sick, but her lap-dog — double fee— look 
grave — talk Latin — hint at hydiophohia. and pre- 
scribe galvanism — apply battery — shock violent — 
window open — out springs Pompey, plump into a 
a batter-pudding going to the bake-house, and lay 
like a toad in a hole. Ha, ha, ha ! • 

Peter. Monstrous diverting I Ha, ha, ha! 

Doctor. But. pray, may I inquire who it is I am* 
addressing? I is at Cornlluwer's farig. 

Peter. The gentleman of Sir Charles ('oiirtly, who 
Doctor. Oh ! I’ve heard of him — chaise over- 
turned', I, unluckily, out of the way. I hope Sir 
Charles has quite recovered — that is — I shall be 
happy to attend him in the way of my profession. ^ 
Peter. I’ll mention your iiaiiie to him — I'll re- 
commend you. Pother. {ConsequentiuUy.) 

Doctor. Eteiiially obliged. Man of rank for a 
patient: bravo! we’ll divide the practice between 
us; I'll blister, and be shall bleed. (Aside.) 

Peter. I’m told, Doctor Pother, you arc a perfect 
aniial of anecdote ; and know the rise, progress, and 
establisliiiieiit of the whole oouiity. 

Doctor, You may ^ay that ; pick up a thing here 
and there, all in the way of my profession; ttdl you 
a comical story of that — 

Peter. I'll listen another time; for now I want to 
consult you, professionally, myself. 

Doctor. Oh ! professionally ; then I’m the man for 
you — either anatomy, chemistry, pharmacy, phlebo- 
tomy — [my complaint is curiosity. 

Peter. Don 't open your catalogue of hard names , 
Doctor. Curiosity 1 iipcciesof the nervous ; cause, 
irritability ; symptom, rcstle.«sness ; prognoscis, 
alarming; cure, doubtful; fee, double. 

Peter. Noiieof your doubling, doctor; I'm poor, 
and so you iflust prescribe gratis, as a lure to better 
practice. 

Dector. Hn,lia* prescribe gratis! not in the way 
of iny profession. Cun tell ^ou a monstrous gooil 
story about that, ton. 

Peter. Nevermind that story ; 1 want you to tell 
me another. You iiiiisl know, 1 have oiten won- 
dered bow Mr. and Mrs. Cornflower came to make 
80 unequal a match. 

Doctor. Tell you all about it — secret, mum ! — had 
it from Btiriiaid- -forgot part, though. Let me see : 
father, man of fashion — extravagance — lady a visit- 
ing — Cornflower — house all in flames — two pair of 
stairs window — ran up a ladder — taken by the bai- 
liils — maiden name Bagshaw or Wilkinson, or some- 
thing like it — married — came down with the iiio- 
puBses, and moped ever since. 

Peter. Very clear, upon iiiy word ; the lady visit- 
ing — Cornflower all in flames, and a two pair of 
stairs window ran up a ladder — 

Doctor. No. no; Cornflower ran up the ladder — 
Peter. Oh ! Cornflpwer ran up the ladder, and 
was taken by the baUlHs. 

Doctor. Pslia ! lady in flames — Cornflower up the 
ladder-plucky escape — and Miss Bagshaw or \ViL 
kinson. as I said before, out of pure gratitude am 
aflection — her father arrested — 

Peter, I have it. The lady and Cornflower ran 
4 ip a ladder all in flumes ; and Miss Bagshaw or 


Wilkinson, as you said before, out of pare gratitode 
mid afl'ection, arrested her father. 

Doctor. Psba! y<fu are a blockhead. 

Peter, There's a pair of us. I shall lose my reward 
through the fellow • stupidity. I must make up a 
story of my own. (Aside.) Ym’d make an excellent 
parliamentary orator. 

Doctor. Why parliamentary? 

Peter. Because your explanation is more unin- 
telligible than your speech. [JSxif. 

Docibr. A pert fellow ! I know a monstrous good 
story of that kind ; but tliere’s nobody here to tell 
it to. I declare here comes Robin, farmer Barnard’s 
man. I’ll tell it to him. — [Enter Rodin.] — Robin. 

I was just thinking of a most excellent story. Yon 
fellow wouldn’t stay to bear it, and so I'll tell it to 

J poii. You must kuow. Mrs. Mudgo longed for a 
ob.ster — 

Robin. Now, none of your long stories, Doctor; 
they be like your rescriplioiis, nobody do under- 
stand tliein, and the^ be good for nothing after all. 

Doctor. This to my face! worse than the other. 

I wonder at your imperliiieiice. 

Rohm. Do you \ Now I wonder tlial anybody 
should wonder at that, it’s so natural to me. Why. 
bless vA>u, don’t I know you, man?* I can tell you 
a story about the blacksmith's wif^ thaA you sent 
a horse-medicine to, and nearly threw her into a 
galloping coii««iimption. 

Doctor. He. he, he! I remember: niv boy took 
tartar emetic lor cream of tartar : and if the black- 
smith's wife hadn't been as tougli as the forge bel- 
lows^ hob-nail to a horse shoe hut she'd have gone 
ofl' the anvil .*a monstrous good story ! He. he, he ! 

.rif/s and exit. 

Robin. That be a funnyman, sure enough. Whew ! 
yonder goes my Susan , "but Sboo be a queer grained 
toad ; and lbou^h I be a likely lad, and ha’ gotten 
t' brass i’ my sarvice. Shoo grins at me like an’ I 
were no’ hut a inoudiwarp. There’s that Peter, I 
d'lnost think she’s daft eiiou’ to ha’ a liking for that 
chap; but what Shoo can see in him Iscan’t mak’ 
out ; it's but a chattering pie, at best ; and yet. Sboo 
winks and she blinks at him, and cocks upiier nose 
at me. as mucli as to say. I’zemeat for thymeas- 
ter.” Laws, laws! bow blind sonic folks be! there 
now she’s stopping— she secs me — dang me ! if she 
ben’t making moiillis at me, und running away; and 
if that beii't as much as to say. ** follow my leader.” 
I know nothing of pliisiognoiny ; that's all. 

Scene V . — A rural Vufw. 

Enter SrsAN. 

Su^an. I’ve given Robin a line race, and have lost 
him at last. I tease him fmel) ; pretending to have 
'd liking for that coxcomb, IVtor, whom 1 despise ; 
but it’s only to tiy bis atVectioii, and make invself 
.sure of his truth, fur I am determined to look well 
before 1 leap. A poor girl had need be circumspec- 
tions, when young men are grown so parjurious. 
Here he comes again. ( Pretends to walk away.) 

« Enter RouiN. 

Robin. So, so. Mrs. Susan, a pretty wild-gooise 
chuse you bu’ led me, after such a inatter-o’-fact 
invitation as you gave me. But I tak* you; to be 
sure, I never tickled a trout, nor trolled for a salmon. 

Sttsan. Indeed, I don't understand you, with your 
invitntioos to trout and salmon. 

Robin, W liy , didn't you grin at me a bit siu’? and 
wbat were thatbut saying, tak’ me i’ the humour?” 

Susan. And so you may, for I’m in a very ill bu- 
inour, and the sight of a Yorkshireman won’t make 
it better. . [shire? 

Robin. Why. what have you to say against Y ork- 
Susan, 1 hate Yorkshire. 

h Robin. Well, that’s frank enough^ however, and 
I can’t say but I admire your sincerity; but, as for 
mar ners, you know, why, that says nought. And. 
I pray, now, where might Mr. Peter be bornl 
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In delightfal London. 

Robin, What, Middlesex to wit? Cookneyshire? 
Mow let me aive you a piece of advice, out of true 
love and kindness : you may keckle and grin A a 
Y orksliireman, but don’ I you maik’ a fond fool ofyour 
sen, and get bit by a Lunnuner : Y ork’s deep, I own ; 
but Lunnuners are aome’at like liedgehoua, there’s 
no getting at ’em: and when you do, tney’re not 
worth the trouble. You think Yorksliiremenknaves, 
and I know Lunnuners to be fools ; and a knave's 
better than a fool, ony dav, you know. * [you 1 
Susem. Then you would really advise me to have 
Robin. I’d scorn to give you ony advice, but for 
your own good. And why not have me? We should 
Susm, Why so? [match very well. 

Robin. Yon are handsome. 

Susan, Very. 

Robin, Txe likely. 

Susan, Not very. 

Rohm. I want a wife. 

Susan, May be. 

Robin, You want a husband.' 

Susan. May be not. 

Robin. I like you. 

Susan. Perhaps so. 

ilo6tn. Youmay like me. • 

Susan, Ferhi^s not. 

Robin, Now what objection can you have ? 
Susan, One. 

Robin, What ia it? 

Enter Plter. 

Peter, Me, to be sure. [indeed. 

Robin, Then 1 think it a very trifling objection, 
Peter, But you’ll find some trouble*in getting rid 
of that trifle : what say you, niy pretty Susan ? 

FINALE.— Susan, Robin, Stubble, Peter, o»d 
Labourers, 

Susan. In speaking my mind, I but little can say, 
BetweeJi you tlte odds are so small; 

*Tis just like the difference, good sirs, by the 
way, 

Between nothing and nothing at all. 

Edter Labourers, 

1 Lab. Why, dang it now, Ralph, here's a pretty to do, 
Here's Susy with Peter and Robin — 
Susan. Well, well, Mr. Saucebox, pray, what's that 
' to you? 

Robin. Let's ha none o’ thy jeering and jobbing. 

i^To Labourer.) 

Enter Stubble. 

Stub. What, all here together, and idling again ? • 
But this time I forgive you; for why? 

Our master's return makes all labour in vain. 
And there'll be pretty sport by^and-hy. 
Chorus. Our master's return, d'c* 

Stub. The big bam is order'd to he dizett'd out 
With gear, and such gorgeous array. 

And the neighbours are ask'd all to foot it 
about, 

'Twill be just as good as a play, 
a Lab. And mun we foot it, too? 

Robin. Nay, dang it, now, Ralph, 

To hear thee talk of dancing, I cannot but 
laugh, , 

Peter. You'll sure be my partner ? ( To Susan . ) 

Robin. She's mine, I troib. 

Susan. Excuse me, I pray, if I answer both, no. 
Stub. Nay, the gentlefolk otdy will dance, ye queer 
elves; 

But we, in the meantime, so clever, 

A jollification shall have to ourselves; 

Whm left <0 regale 
On roast beef and brown aJe, 

We'U drink, •• Master Comfower forever!" 
Yes, our toast it shall be. 

With three times three, 

. Burma! Master Comfiower for ever! 

^ Chonii. Yes, our toast, [Exetmf. 


ACT II. 

Scene I.— J Room in Sir Charles CourHy's 
town house, 

Jenny. Bless me, what a change lias taken place 
in my mistress, Miss Courtly, lately ! Before her 
brother. Sir Charles, left town, she was all placid 
and plaintive, as the new novel says ; but from the 
moment that Captain Belton protected her in the 
park from the insalts of one or the young bucks of 
fashion, she has become quite preposterous ; and 
having danced with him last nigut at Lady Fanfly’s 
ball, her head is certainly turned this morning. I 
think I hear her singing; yes, she’s coming — I’ll 
listen to her song, for that will let me into the state 
ofher sentiments ; and we ladies’ maids should never 
manage our mistresses if we didn’t dive into their 
secrets. [L>ir. 

Enter Miss CouRTLY. 

AIR. 

W pave, oh ! weave me garlands gay, ^ 

Where myrtles shall with roses twine, 
it There many a blooming flower display. 

And many a perfum'd bud combine : 

Then with 'em crown the smiling hours. 

And let bright fancy lead the train; 

And harmony, with charmed powers. 

Invite 'em with her dulcet striUn, 

My thoughts are all dancit^ 

I To ecstasy's measure. 

So pleasing. 

Vet teasing, 

Perplexing with pleasure. 

Awhile let the phantasy sweetly confound me; [me. 
Come, come, smiling hours, strew your roses around 
f declare, this Captain has quite fascinated me. I 
have been dtuiring with him in my dreams all night, 
saw him at my feet, and was upon the point of con* 
fessing 1 loved him, when that oflicious Jenny drew 
my curtain, and the Captain and niy conquest va- 
nished together. Well, well, custom will bring him 
here this morning with the usual inquiries, and I’ll 
appear volatile, to try his temper: if my levity dis- 
please him, and he have candour enough to confess 
it — ah, me ! I’m afraid my eyes will betray iny heart, 
in spite of all my caution. I wish my brother were 
here ; it's very odd I hear nothing from him. — [Re- 
enter Jenny.]— Any letters to-day, Jenny 7 
Jenny. No, ma’am. 

Miss C. It’s astonishing that my brother should 
inform me he was coming to town, and he has neither 
arrived, nor written a reason for his change of mind. 

Jenny. La! ma’am, it’s the old- reason, 1 dare 
say; Sir Charles, you know, is a real sportsman in 
every sense of the word ; and depend on’t, the object 
which detains him is either a partridge or a petticoat. 

Miss C. Peace, girl ; recollect it is of my brother 
you are speaking. [below. 

Jenny. I beg pardon, ma’am ; Captain Belton’s 
Miss C. Captain Beltoo below! shew him up 
directly. 

Jenny. Yes, ma’am. What irresistible fellows 
these captains are ! [Aside and exit. 

Miss C. I am almost afraid to meet L'in. Heigho ! 
I feel a strange fluttering at his approach. 1 had 
better retire a moment, to compose-myself. [£jri/. 
Re-enter Jenny, introducino Captain Belton. 
Jenny. Miss Courtly will be here in a moment, 
sir. [Exit. 

Capt. So, I have escaped all the bollets of the 
enemy abroad to fall by the darts of a fair lady's 
eyes at borne ; and this tasuination detains me from 
visiting my sister Cornflower so soon as I intended. 
Yet, do 1 know sufficient of the object who bewitches 
me, to justify my passion? or has the sentimental 
Charles Belton, after professing he would never 
surrender his heart bat to asental charms, lost it to 
a pretty face ? Surely not ; the snperiority of her 
mind is too evident— I cannot be mistaken. Love 



SCENB 2.] 

ill blind, they eay ; and the heathen mythology gave 
him wings, too. Yet, were f to personify the all- 
eonquermg passion, I would restore his eyes, and 
deprive hiiii of his pinions. 

AtR.--CAPTAiN Belton. 

Xioee’s 6/tfid, they say. 

Oh! never, nay; 

Can words !ove*s grace impart? 

The fancy, weak. 

The tongue may speak. 

But eyes alone the heart: 

In one soft look what language lies! 

Oh ! yes, believe me, hoe has eyes. 

Love*s wing'd, they cry — 

Oh! never I— 

No pinions love to soar; 

Deceivers rove. 

But never love. 

Attach'd, he moves no more; 

Can he have wings, who never flies? 

And, yes, believe me, love has eyes. 

Re-enter Miss Courtly. • 

I hare presumed, madam, on the privilege your 
condescension afforded me of attending you in tffe 
circle last night, to pay my respects. 

Miss C. You do me honour, sir; I was never 
better in my life. An agreeable party last night. 
Captain Belton, with afew exceptions. Miss Bronze^ 
for instance, the counsellor’s daughter, by her vo- 
ciferation and volubility, seemed to think herself in 
'Westminster-hall. Mr. Chenille chattered and 
hopped about like a magpie in masquerade ; while 
Sir Phillidore Flimsy actually gave me the idea of 
a gnat in an ecstasy. 

Capt. In proiniscuons parties of pleasure. Miss 
Courtly, whimsical portraits will naturally present 
tliemselves ; but, serving as foils to setoff the more 
brilliant and accomplished, 1 question wlietlter we { 
are just in holding them up to minute criticism. 

MissC. But you ino«t be aware that the absard- 
hies of some people are so intrusive, that good- na- 
ture is, positively, a most violent effort. 

Copt. Then, madam, it is the more praiseworthy. 

Mvis C. Oh ! you’ll absolutely mope me if you 
moralize. Captain. 

Capt. I should suppose Miss Courtly serious, if 
her eyes did not declare she was acting an assumed 
character; to try, perhaps, the complexion of mine. 

Miss C. Bless me, Captain, your perceptions are 
amazingly singular. 

Capt. Is it singular to perceive the beauties of 
Miss Courtly ? or seeing, not to admire ? [rious. 

MissC. Oh ! 1 mtestnow you are shockinglyae- 

Capt, Serious, I am, indeed; for on the object of 
my present hope depends tlie happiness of my 
fata re life. 

Miss C. Why, really, you soldiers attack a female 
with as little ceremony as a foe, and fancy voursel ves 
as resistless in the drawing-room as in the field. 

Capt. Treat me not with levity, charniii^ Rosa- 
bel; humanity is the brightest ornament of the 
beautiful as well as the brave ; listen, then, to the 
ardent dictates of a passion that — 

Miss C. Hold, Captain ; was not all this addressed 
to the blooming Matilda Heartwell last nightl Was 
there nothing in your assiduity beyond polite atten- 
tion) 

Ccgtt. I protest. Miss Courtly, my conversation 
with Miss Heartwell was — 

Miss C. Oh ! 1 have no right to require an expla- 
nation. Only, sir, when a soldier embarks in an 
affair of honour, he should be clear of suspicion. 

Capt. Could 1 as easily convince Mias Courtly, 
of the ardour and sincerity of my passion, as I can 
clear myself from susnioion, I should be happy, 
indeed. But, a plain soldier, I want language to do 
justice to the emotions of mj heart, or the graces 
liiat occasion them. 
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AIR.— Captain Belton. 

To smg thy brigh^ beauties, dear maid. 

Asks language my tongue cannot frame; 

In virtue’s chaste graces array’d. 

The purest of passion they claim. 

Believe me, sincere is the tale I would tell. 

And smile on thy lover, sweet RosabeU 

To tell how / hve thee, sweet fair. 

My mind can no image supply; 

In secret / dwell on my care, ^ 

A nd approach thee alone with a sigh. 

Believe that fond sigh for the tale I would tell, 

A nd stnUe on thy lover, sweet Rosabel. I^Exeuaf . 

Scene II. — A rural View. 

Rater Sir Charles Courtly. 
aVu* C. Having made up my mind to secure 
this pretty Held -flower, if she won't consent, I’ll 
carry her olf. Peter shall have a chaise ready, and 
I must bribe some of the clowns to assist him. 
Here comes one, to whom, I fancy, a few guineas 
will he an irresistible baiL — [Bnter RouiN.] — 
Harkye, my honest fellow. 

Robin. To me, sir? 

Sir C. Yes; what’s your namely 
Robhi. Robin Riit, at your service, sir. 

SirC. Well, Robin, is money plentiful here? 
Robin. Why, among those who ha’ plenty, there 
be no want, you see. [happy number? 

Sir C. Very sensibly observed ; arc you among that 
Robin. Nay, man ; I see no happiness in it ; there’s 
our ’▲quire has a power o’ money, yet 1 don’t find 
that he grambles less than any other mon; but rich 
folk have time to think, and that brings care, you 
know ; while we poor labouring chaps work so hard 
all day, and steep so sound all night, we ha’ no time 
to think at all. 

Sir C. True, Robin : but to business. By your 
accent, you should be a Yorksbireman ; and I dare 
say you'cottld iitanime a little stratagem for me : a 
few guineas slia’n’t ne wanting, and here’s one, by 
wav of binding the bargain. • 

Robin. Why, whatcoant rjd | |R n be you, to talk of 
binding a bargain before it m^ade ! beside, 1 be 
the servant of another, and I cannot let mysen out 
to hire without his leave; so, as he’s coming yonder, 
you’d better ax him. 

Sir C. {Looking Out.) Cornflower and Barnard! 
the last two men 1 wish to meet ju!>t now. {Aside.} 
I shall sec you again, my honest fellow : at present, 
I am in a hurry; so— so— good day, Robin, good 
*day. \Rxit. 

Robin. Same to yon, sir. He, be, he ! I wonder 
what he were after wi’ his guinea; no good, I war- 
rant, or he wouldn’t have oll’cred me money, with- 
out telling me what it were for. 

£it/er Cornflower and Barnard. 

Barn, So, Robin, Sir Charles has been honouriog 
you with his conversation ? 

Robin. Why, master, 1 be but a poor lad, andaa 
h^were o’ t’ quality mak’, and such like, I behaved 
mysen to him wi' all proper condescensiou. 

Corn, Submission, you mean, Robin. 

Robin, That may be the word, mayhap; we don’t 
all read t’ »me way ; but he were a little in^ysterious, 
and that don’t smack like honesty ; yet 1 listened to 
him wi’ temper and moderation, and that I call cen- 
descension. [liked that sprig of qaality. 

Bam. You’re right, Robin. Cornflower, 1 never 
Robin. Why, by gums! 1 think he be no great 
cracks mysen, measter; for, do you know, he were 
going to give me a guinea jnat now. 

Com, A guinea) [magems. 

Robin, Ay, a right arnestone ; none o’ your Brum-' 
Com, For what purpose did he ofl’er it? 

Robin, Dang me, if 1 know any more than t* man 
i’ the moon : he jabbered something about a strata- 
geniy aod that like ; bat your coming spoiled all. 


THB M^RMBR’S wife. 
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Barn, A stratagem ! I thought as much : some 

B mr girl to he deceived, 1 suppose. ( To Rcbin,) 
ot why didn't you keep the gainea, and bite him 
for his roguery ? I 

Bobm, Bile! that's a Yorkshire fashion, sure 
enough ; but there be two sorts o’ that kidney ; deep 
York, and honest York; and they don't both bite 
the same way. 

Com, Well^ said, Doncaster; you shall lose no> 
thing by refusing it ; take that (gives himmoneg) for 
Tourintegrity. Independence is onrbirtlirigbt'; and I 
Jove a fellow who stands up for it, to my heart's blood. 

Jtobin, A couple of guineas! Now I’ze away to 
mother, and buy t' ould lass a pound o' tea, and a 
warm cardinal again' t' frost. Dang my buttons, 
but I'see i’ luck! I Exit, 

Bam. I think, friend Cornflower, you should look 
a little at home. Your spouse is a charming good 
soul; buithese flashy fellows are always fluttering 
about a flne woman, like a moth round a candle. 

Com. Emma Cornflower is ns handsome as any 
woman in the county, 1 know ; and I am not a little 

J iroud of her. I know, too, that a face is no security 
or happiness ; but if she have the face of an angel, 
she has the heart of one ; and 1 have reason enough 
fo teach me, tlmt a married woman of principle is a 
oharaoler tpo elevated for a fool to obtain, and too 
secure for a wise ftian to attempt. But , in good troth, 
Barnard, though an honest fellow, thou art always 
croaking, like an ill-boding raven; and on every 
subject, from politics to poaohiiig, it’s nothing but 
kaw, kaw, kaw ! to the end of the chapter. 

Barn, And thou art a good-natured, easy feifow, 
who can’t see ruin when it stares thee» in the face. 
But, beware, though hasty suspicion is mean, blind 
security is madness ; you have a prize, guard it well, 
liike you, I, too, had been blessed, bad not death 
deprived me of the loveliest of her sex ; but I sum- 
moned fortitude to my aid, nor suffered another at- 
tachment to threaten me with such another pang. 
AIR.— Barn AltD. 

Love ito more my heart possessing, 

Sha!l delusive hope restore; 

How I lov'd! beyond expressing — 

But, aUts! the maid’s no more. 

Oh! 'twas neither form nor feature. 

That could triumph o'er my heart; 

Truth it was, and heavenly nature — 

Oh! how hard with these to part! 

Yet, adieu to usefen sorrow! 

Man his fate must firmly hear; 

Nor forbid of hope to borrow. 

Meanly truckle to despair, {Exit, 

Com, I hope there is no foundation for Barnard's 
surmises ; there cannot be ; I should be unjustto my 
Emma to doubt: however, I heartily wish my house 
cleared of this baronet and bis saucy lacquey ; they 
interrupt my comfort by destroying the regularity 
of UBj household ; confound my servants by tl ^e free- 
dom of their manner, and bid fair to corrupt them 
by their example. Why, here comes another proof 
of tlie folly 1 must put a atop to. (Retires,) 


JEnter Svs Aft, followed by Peter. 

Susan, I tell yon, once for all. I’ll ba've nothing 
to saj to such a fright us you are. 

Peter. A fright! Do 1 look like a fright 1 You 
luualdn’t call me so if you saw the n^ression I 
muhu on the pretty girls in St. James’s Park ; you 
duu’t know St. James's Park, though : it’s a russet 
mht M we say in the classics; a rural plantation in 
Jt^ndon; all trees, soldiers, cows, cockneys, and 
•oatiry-boxes ; and it would do your heart good to 
see the smart nursery-maida, with troopa of little 
and poippota come to take the freah air and new 
milk in a moroiog : and the moment I make my ap- 
poaraaoe among them, one nods, another winks; 
** Abl Ater,*’ cries a third; ** Ob! you creature 1” < 


says a fourth ; then I say soft things to one, squeeze 
another by the hand, chuck a third under the chin — 
and, one morning, romping with a merry one, who 
had a dear little duinpW darling in her arms, nn- 
juckiiy, it fell into one of the pails of milk, and being 
in mourning, the sweet little moppet came out again 
as mottled as a magpie. 

Susan, Don't talk to me of your moppets and mag- 
pies; you are but a milksop aod a magpie yourself, 
and I won’t stay to talk to you any longer. (Going.) 

Peter, Ijeave me not in despair. I have written 
a copy of verses on you. 1 implore you to hear 
them. ( Pulls out a paper.) 

Susan, Laws ! I should like to hear his poetry of 
all things. (Aside,) Well, make haste, then. 

Peter. (Reads conceiteMy,) 

Oh ! snow‘drop of purity i primrose of prettiness ! 
Moss-rose of modesty! wM-fiuwer of wittiness! 

Baffydowndilly of damsels so fair: 

Oh! tulip of twite! carnation of comeliness! 

Pink of perfection! and lily of loveliness! 

Listen, oh! list, or I die, I declare." 
d)id you mind the beauty of the alliterationl 

Susan. Ha, ha, ha ! I don't know what you mean 
by illiteration, but 1 never heard such nonsense in 
my life ; why, the boys make as good on the fiflb of 
November: ** I see w reason 

Why gunpowder treason 
Should ever be forgot." 

Peter. Can nothing move you? Here let me 
kneel, (kneels) and pour out the overflowings of a 
heart oppressed with ecstatic oppression, and ex- 
piring with sympathetic sighs. 

Susan, Go along, you fi>ol ; 1 only listened to 
laugh at you ; and ifyou follow me any more, i'll set 
Robin about you, and then you may make rhymes 
upon the heating you’ll get : you’re an ignorant, im* 
pudenl, conceited monkey ! we all despise you, and 
are so glad you're going. 

Peter, But I won’t go yet, if it's only to tease 
yon. ** Aid me, Venus, Loves, and Graces’’ — 

( Catches, and is strw/gltng to kiss Iter, when Com-’ 
flower comes forward and takes her from him.) 

Corn. Young man, how dare you interfere witb a 
servant of mine ? 

Peter. Bless us ! don’t put yoorself in a brolery, 
os we say in French. I am accountable, Mr. Corn- 
flower, to no one but my master. 

Com, When you interrupt those whose tiihe aod 
services are mine, you Bhall account to me, sir. 

Peter, A blustering brute ! I’ve a great mind to 
blow biin up. (Aside.) 

Corn. Have you given any encouragement to this 
coxooinb? (To Susan.) 

Susan. Me, sir'! No, sir : encourage him, indeed ! 
I must be mightily at a loss for a sweetheart, if it 
came to that ; but he’s always following me, and 
talking iionseDse, 

Peter, Talking nonsense ! oh ! 

Corn, Look you, sir; if your ignorance prevents 
your having a proper sense of your own duty, and 
occasions your sacrificing that time which is your 
roaster's properly to idleness, don’t let me or my 
servants be trespassed upon by your fo()y and pro- 
fligacy ; or I shall, perhaps, assume that anthority 
your master seems so much to neglect, and bestow 
the correction you so richly deserve. 

Peter. You correct mef Bounce! that’s high, 
however. Lei me tell you, Mr. Farmer, if you daro— 

Corn, Scoundrel, begone ! or you shall feel the 
weight of this horsewhip. 

Enter Sir Charles Courtly. 

Sir C. Heyday ! wbat’s the meaning of this ? 

Peter, Meaning! Mr. Cornflower, because^ I 
merely talked a little soft nonsense to bis favourite 
maid, is up in the stirrups, and was going to give 
me a horsewhipping. 

Com. And if ever I catch you interrupting this girl 
again. I’ll pul my threat in execution, depend on’t« 
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Scene 2.] 

Sir C. I wish Mr. Cornflower had horsewhipped 
jou; yoa richly deserve it : ont of my si^ht. 

Peier. Wliata breeze! (Atide,) Well, I’m go- 
ing. Sasan,aBdien ! [Ezif, saunteritig insolenlty. 
Corn, Yon return home ; and though I will not 
consider you in fault now, if ever I know you give 
that puppy encouragement you lose m3 protection. 
{To Susan,) 

Sir C, My protection! Oh, ho! I see how it is. 
(Aside,) [higher than him, at any rate. 

Stuan. I’m sure I never encouraged him ; I look 
Sir C. Look higher than him ! that's plain enough. 
(Aside,) Vsaid. 

Corn, Go home, then, and remember what lliave 
Susan, Bless me ! it’s very hard to be snubbed 
when one isn’t in fault, so it is. [Aside and exit, 
SirC. Mr. Cornflower, I am extremely sorry iny 
servant should have behaved so improperly; but 
London servants, sir, are the devil. 

Com, The misconduct of servants originates, too 
often, in the example set them by their employ ers,«ir. 

Sir C. That’s pretty sha^; I’ll work him for it, 
however. (Aside.) 1 hope you don’t estimate me br 
my servant; he is certHinfy, an incorrigible rascal. 
Come, 1 see the case; I should have been as indig- 
nant myself; but don't give yourself any further 
uneasiness on the score of the girl, I’ll accommodate 
the iiialter, depend 011 it. and take care that he shall 
not interfere between you any more. « 

6’orn. Accommodate, and interfere between us? 
What do you mean, Sir Charles? 

Sir C, Come, come, I’m snug ; I sha’n’t disclose 
anything; these things will happen; and if Peter 
dares to interfere between you and*— and — you take 
6'ofit. No, sir, I do not take you, ’ [me ? 
Sir C. Pooh, pooh! why, friend Cornflower, we 
have all some of that ** frailty which flesh is heir to.” 

Cam, Now, sir, you have spoken plainly ; and 
hear my plain answer : I stand here, matter oYa fa- 
mily, and as far as depends upon my power, ac- 
countable for their conduct to society and to heaven. 
Shall 1 meanly consider my servants as mere instru- 
ments of my profit, and not grant them the protection 
of that independenoe they labour to procure me ? 
Besides, sir, 1 am a husband ; married to a woman 
1 dote on, from whom I demand the most unquali- 
fied constancy ; and shall I become that despicable 
brute who could insult a virtuous wife 1^ a degrading 
intimacy with her servant? Fie, fie! iSir Charles. 
SirC. Mr. Cornflower, you — ^you misunderstand— 
Corn. Sir, you have roused me, and I must speak 
as 1 feel. The innocent girl you have dared to defame 
by your surmises, is the virtuous offspringof parents 
who have no wealth but their integrity : no human 
prop for their age but that daughter whom I have 
taken — yes, sir, I have taken— not forthe diabolical 
motive you have audaciously taxed me with : no, sir, 
but to be the protector of liar youth; '’the promoter 
of her happiness ; and the ghardian— yes, fashion- 
able sir — the guardian of her virtue. (Turns indig- 
nantly up the stage.) 

Sir C, Rot me, if I believe him ! but I most draw 
in my horns. (Aside.) My dear, dear sir, I beg ten 
thousand pardons; but, consider, I live in a world 
where these things are so common, that, really, we 
think nothing of them : but, as I have unfortunately 
erred, I trusty our manly sense will readily excuse me. 

Corn. Say no more, air ; I can only treat the ac- 
cusation with the indiflerenoe it merits. 

^ Sir C. A sly old fox ! (Aside.) Thank you, my dear 
sir, thank you ; but though you look over it so gene- 
rously,! cannot easily forgive my self; but hope, when 
we next meet, I shall be able to make an apology with 
a better grace. Old guardian of virtue ! [Aside — esnt. 
Com. Contemptible ! but I shall soon get rid of 
him, and then the evil he has occasioned will cure ! 
itself. Enter Doctor Pother. 

Doctor, Who talks of curing without the doctor’s j 
assistanoe ? that's against all rules of practice. 


Com. I should rather think curiDg with his as- 
sistance against all rules of practice. 

Doctor. Very wdl for a fanner — stale Joke, though 
-picked it op in London, I suppose; by-Bie-by, 
haven’t had a single opportunity of congratulating 
yon before on your return : business, business, my 
dear friend — always in a bustle; don’t know which 
thing to turn to first. people. Doctor. 

Corn. And so neglect all ; the way witn most bust- 
Doctor, Thnnkye, thankye! London has made 
you f^etious; bought wit of the lawyers, perhaps : 
speaking of lawyers, did you ever hear the story of 
my suit in chancery? [volve me in another. 

Corn. I’ve just got rid of one suit, and don’t in- 
Docior. Tell you the story another time ; but pray 
tell me, you have a baronet at your house who wants 
medical assistance. Unluckily, I was ont of the way 
when he came ; but better late than netipr. You 
shall introduce me ; and let the case be ever so des- 
perate, that I set all to rights. I’ll stake my credit 
to a cabbage-stalk. 

Com. Lay odds, and I'll take 300. 

Doctor. My skill against your would-be-wit, an^ 
let the jockey-club decide. 

Corn. Then it will be ncck-and-neck business, I 
fancy >but, call at the farm, see tfie baronet, ana 
intr^uce yourself; though iinluckijy, as^ou say, he 
has recovered ; Mrs. Cornflower prescribed for liiniK 
Doctor. Prescribed! Physician in petticoats — took 
her degrees at Queen’s-college — studied Buchan, 
Culpepper, and Glass’s Cookery — old women— old 
women — 

CifSi. Who often make the best doctors. 

Doctor, Sflil facetious: your wit’s like a bee; 
when it strikes, always loses its sting. 

Corn. And yours, like a drone, possesses neither 
honey nor sling. [Exit, 

Doctor. Stupid fellow ' but doctors, like lawyers^ 
are considered fair fame for quizzing. Talking of 
doctors, puts me in mind of a story ot one who mar- 
ried ail old maid, it^ose only perfection was her 
purse. AIR.— Doctor Pother. * 

There Uv'd in a country town 
A doctor uanid Antony Brown; 

Who, as he got nothing by trade, 

Made love to a wealthy old maid. 

So ugly she hadn't a ^nrm. 

But her purse was as long as my arm. 

What a bait for Doctor Brown ! 

One dittf, vHth a grace^debonair, 

^ He ask a for a lock of her hair; 

Says she, Von embarrass me quite. 

Doctor Brown, you're so verg polite." 

She gave it, and he was all gig. 

But soon found 'twos a lock of her wig. 

What a dose for Doctor Brown! 

Her teeth aU so white, he'd declare. 

Made amends for the loss of her hair; 

She fancied the tooth-ache, by way 
Of seeing the doctor one day; 

• When her teeth were all false, he said. 

Bat she'd got a colt's tooth in her head. 

Which fasten'd on Doctor Brown. 

Fine Jonneis he wrote on her eyes, 

And praised 'em to the skies; 

But the day he his passion declar'd, 

A thing happen'd at which he star'd: 

While she ogled the doctor, alas! 

Out tumbled a peeper of glass. 

What a sparkler ! quo' Doctor Brown. 

One hand fix'd on with a screw ; 

Her legs wa'n'i a pair, though turn; 

But the doctor, who courted her purse. 

He took her for better, for worse: 

And their first child was born, or they Ue, 
With a ung, wooden hand, and glass eye. 

But the image of Doctor Brown. [Exit. 
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SCKNB HI. — A Parhur m the Farm, 

Enter Mrs. Cornflower, dreetedfor thefiie. 
Mre, C, Well, 1 am dressed for this fdte ; Tet,II 
don’t know how it is, with a gaa outside, all here 
is not at ease. {Putting her hand to her heart,) 

Enter Fanny. 

Fanny, Ma’am, here's his reverence the curate. 
Mrs, C. Shew him in directly, Fanny. Fan- 
ny.] I am glad he’s come ; his conversation will re- 
store my serenity.— [Enfer M R. Wi LLI AMS.]— Mr. 
Williams, I am, indeed, lianpy to see you ; our lit- 
tle festival will be doubly pleasant when sanctioned 
by your presence. 

Mr, Ir. Innocent mirth, at proper seasons, ma- 
dam, is the oilspring of gratitude to the great Dis- 
penser oMoy. You will have to boast what few 
can; a ll^e assembly of unaflected friends; and 
your guest. Sir Charles, may take a lesson to Lon- 
don with him, for the benefit of fashionable society. 

Mrs, C. Sir Charles is going to leave us to-mor- 
row, sir. 

Mr, W, (Aside.) That tone had something like 
regret. 1 am not sorry to hear it ; Sir Charles is a 
danprous inmate for an humble village, madam. 
Mrs, C.Ae rank an object of dread, Ihenf 
Mr, IF. No, madam; for respect, when dignity 
and rectitude accompany it. 

Mrs,C, Do you know, Mr. Williams, that Sir 
Charles’s sister is coming here, after his departure, 
to invite me to town : I have nut metitioned it to 
Mr. Corn/lower; it will be time enough for lyru to 
know it when the invitation comes. « 

Mr, W, Indeed! {Aside,) 

Enter SIR CHARLES CoURTLY. 

Sir C. Most enchanlingly dressed, Mrs. Corn- 
flower— I beg pardon, air; I did not see you. {To 
Mr, IF.) Our sports are highly honoured, when gen- 
tlemen of your cloth unbend and join in them ; 1 wish 
th^ would oftener mix in those of the heau monde, 
Mr, IF^Men of my cloth might be thought un- 
pleasant intruders. Sir Charles ; for the importance 
of their sacred charge compels them sometimes to 
apeak disagreeable truths. 

Sir C, 1 don’t imagine you would ever flatter, sir. 
Mr, IF. It is not the province of my calling to 
flatter, air; but a word apart, if Mrs. Cornflower 
will excuse it. (ilfrji'. C, retires up the stage,) You 
leave us to-morrow, 1 find ; and it has been hinted 
to me, that your sister is to visit the farm, and in- 
vite Mrs. Cornflower to London. • 

Sir C, Why, a — a— it is probable. 

Mr, IF. I would act the part of an adviser, not a 
busy-body. 1 understand human nature. Sir Charles 
— do not attempt it. 

SirC, 1 protest, sir, your meaning is enigmatical. 
Mr, IF. You are a man of mode, and must under- 
stand me, sir ; the temperature of your fashionable 
atmosphere is too feverish for our uncontaiuinated 
females. 

^ir C. We are mightily indebted to your good 
opinion, sir; though folly is not more ridiculous 
than rudeness, nor the fever of fashion more fatal 
than the ague of fastidiousness. • 

Mr, W, Yon may put what construction yon 
please on my words, sir ; take ’em as they are meant, 
you will have reason to thank me : but, remember, 
your sister’s visit here will be in vain. [FxiL 
Mrs. C. ( Conmtg forward,) Mr. Williams seems 
warm. Sir Charles. 

1 ^ C, Oh I only a few nonsensical words, madam. 
^ Mrs, C. He is a worthy man. Sir Charles, and 
I’m sure, never offends against propriety. 

Sir C, If he has the esteem of Mrs. Cornflower 
he most have mine. Well, I don’t know how it is; 
black coats, like red coats, are generally favourites 
with^tbe ladies. I certainly will get into orders ; 
don’t you think I should become canonicals, madam 7 


[Act II. 

Mrs, C. Yon, Sir Charles? Why, you have not 
a serious lineament in your face. 

Sir C, Why, certainly j;ravity is no great ingre- 
dient in my composition. E^d ! 1 believe I am better 
calculated for the scarlet; aud, if it were possible, 1 
would revive the age of chivalry, and, sallying forth 
as your knight, I think 1 could defy the world in arms. 

Mrs, C, Not ouite so enthnsiastically. Sir Charles ; 
you should recollect, that the ladies of kuights-errant 
were all unmarried. 

Sir C, A mistake, madam ; they were all paragons 
of virtue as well as of beauty, and the ardour ofpla- 
tonic love sent their warriors forth; that ardour 
overpowers me ; from this moment 1 am yourkniglit, 
madam ; the Cornflower, emblem of innocence, shall 
be my distinction ; and my motto — respect and ad- 
miration. [too romantic to listen to. 

Mrs, C, Ha, ha, ha! Why, SirCharles, you grow 
Sir C, Romantic I say bewildered : am I not to 
leave this place to-morrow, and leave behind that 
which will occasion m^ regrets no time can ever 
remove 7 

* Mrs, C, 1 protest, sir, I do not understand you. 

C. Not understand me! Ah ! madam, forgive 
the heat of an imagination which has involuntarily 
betrayed the secret of a heart oppressed beyond 
description. [to be. 

Mrs, C, You forget, sir, what I am : what you ought 
! • Sir C, I forget eVery thing but the unhappy fatality 
I which brought me here ; the — 

Mrs, C. N o more, sir : has my conduct ever given 
you room to presume thus? Recollect yourself ; in a 
lew minutes we shall be summoned to the ball, and 
discomposure on either of our parts must be fatal to 
my peace for ever. 

Sir C, Sooner would 1 die than be the occasion of 
anxiety to you. Blame your charms, vour virtues, 
more than my ill-starred error. I shall soon leave 
you — never — never to see you more ; but treat my 
memory with charity, I implore you. 

lExit , with affected agitation, 
Mrs. C, Unthinking man ! I am all agitation: had 
we been surprised — the thought is agonixing; yet, 
ob ! my Henry, could you ever believe me false? 

AIR.— Mrs. Cornflower. 

Ah! never believe 

/ so fickle could prove. 

Your twpe to deceive. 

Or prove false to my Utve: 

Though fancy may stray ^ 

Through the ardour of youth. 

Can affection decay, 

Fix'd on virtue and truth? 

Ah! never, all! never, 

Believe me, love. 

To passion no slave, 
in my bosom no art. 

The hand that I gave 
Fix'd for ever my heart. 

The faith J profess'd 
To sweet gratitude due. 

Had not love charm'd my breast. 

Must secure me to you, » 

For ever, for ever, 

^ Believe me, love, [Enf. 

Scene IV. — Cornflower's Bam, fitted up for the fete 
in a style of elegant simplicity; rural emblems, de- 
corated with coloured lamps, wreaths of flowers, dfc, 
tables with refreshments, seats, a band in an or- 
chestra, 4rc. Company assembled, 

£n/er M RS.Co R N FLO W E R, Si R C H A R LES Co I) RTLY , 
and Mr. Williams; also Cornflower, with a 
hazel-wand m his ha^, decorated with oak-leaves 
and roses. 

Com, Come, neighbours, let ns begin our merri- 
ment: a sprightly dance, by making good humour 
aud exercise go hand-in-hand, will add both to our 
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health and bappineaa. We eannot rie with London 
roots for elegance or splendoor ; but what we want 
ill magnificence shall be made up by mirth ; and our 
deficiencies In taste shall be supplied by friendship. 
I’ll be master of the ceremonies; and, by virtue of 
this hazel wand, decorated with emblems of rustic 
health and rural simplicity, invite you to pleasures 
that, I trust, will not fail to please on reflection. 
Sir C, And Mrs. Cornflower will, I hope, do me 
the honour to open the ball with me. 

CHORUS. 

Welcome are all to this scene of delight ^ 

Where frolic and temperance haud-in-haud go ; 
Th9 rejoicing of gratitude still must excite 
Emotions the children of pleasure ne*er know. 

[A dance. Exeunt. 

ACT III. — Scene I. — A Landscape. 

Enter Barnard and Dr. Pother. 

Bam. Poor Cornflower! he would listen to no 
advice; and now the consequence is even worse 
than 1 had feared. Scarcely was he gone to 'the 
county-meeting, after the baronet's chaise drove, 
oft‘, than she and her maid were both missing, and 
all search for them has been in vain. ^ 

Doctor. Monstrous melanchol}' I But I could tell 
you a droll story on that subject. 

Barn. You have told a story too much on that 
subject already: that coxcomb, Peter, and you, 
have been overheard talking together ahont Corn 
flower and his wife; and it is suspected you know 
more than you will acknowledge. 

Doctor. Me ! I’m as innocent as my new gout 
medicine. But you astonish me, bv supposing 1 had 
any hand in this business. I’ll tell you all about it. 
One day 1 met Peter: — I have the honour to ad- 
dress Dr. Pother, 1 believe,” said he , — ** Dr. Po- 
ther, at your service,'’ said I ; and, after a long 
harangue, (all iu the way of my profession;) he 
asked me, merely out of curiosity, as he said, how 
Mr. and Mrs. Cornflower came lo be married? 1 
bod the fact from you« 

Bam. W'ith an injunction of secrecy. 

Doctor. Humph ! ihal’s true, to be sure. But, 
my dear sir, I was taken by surprise. By-the-by, 
1 can tell you a most laughable story about that. 
Barn. IStick to your own story. 

Doctor. Well, then, as 1 said before, Peter came 
to consult me, all in the way of iny profession; and 
he did ask me how the marriage was brought 
about, and 1 did happen to say, — “ Peter,” says I, 
** Mr. and Mrs. Cornflower — house on fire — ran up 
a ladder — saved her life — arrested her father” — 
Out of uurc love and afl'ection,” says Peter; says 
1, ** YouTe a blockhead!” — Says he, ** You’re a 
parliamentary orator — cock and bull story — unin- 
telligible explanation;” and — (raising his voice) 
Am I to be catechised? I, Doctor Pother ; who, 
for anatomy, chemistry, pharmacy, phlebotomy, 
oxygen, hydrogen, caloric, carbonic, atmospheric, 
galvanic, — ’Sdeath I sir. I'll follow them till 1 find 
’em ; and prove, sir, that Dr. Pother, sir, is not a 
man, sir, to part man and wife, sir, except in the 
way of his profession, sir; and ifl had time, sir, I 
could tell yoti a story about that, sir, that would — 
Pooh, pall, broo ! [Exit in a passion. 

Bam. The fellow’s honest, I know : bu* his folly 
has made him the dupe of that scoundrel, Peter. 1 
have seen Mr. Williams, our worthy curate ; and 
he has undertaken the task of breaking the dreadful 
tidings to poor Cornflower. Unhappy, misguided 
friend ! 1 feel for your disappointment as if it were 
my own. Modern fashionable friends are warm in 
the hour of prosperity; but give me the man who 
is equally zealous in the moment of adversity. 
AIR.— Barnard. 

What fashion caUs friwdship dishonours the name, 
Tre cloak of convenience, the child of caprice; 

The phantom of folltf, the compact of shame. 

On prosperity rising, with ^riLto cease: 


Such nerveless affections control not my wUl, 

J glow with an tCrfbmr no check can suspend; ffil, 
Apia when friendship's the toast, being sumiRon id to 
My heart's in the bumper I pledge to my friends 

Let worth be the basis, plain-dealing the mean. 
Affection the impulse, and honour the guide: 

In the compact I glory, norshijt with the scene. 

In prosmrity tender, adversity tried. 

Let him slutre all my joys, mine his sorrows be stitt. 
His interest and fame mine to watch and defend; 
Thus, when friendship's the toast, being summon'd to 
fill. 

My heart's in the bumper t pledge to my friend. 


Enter RoBlN, dressed as for a journey. 

Why, Robin, how’s this? dressed for travelling I 

Robin. Ay ; and I’s a favour to ax of thee. 

Barn. Wnat is it? 

Robin. A few days’ absence, unknown to anybody; 
mind, to find out the baronet and his puppy dog, 
Peter, who have veigled away madam Cornflower. 

Barn. 'What, you’d turn knight-errant, and sally 
forth to the succour of distressed damsels? 

Robin. Oh! you mean that Don Quixote fellow: 
I’ll roak’ a belter out on’t than hd, I warrant: I 
won’t mistake a windmill for a casfle, theugb I may 
fancy baronet’s back a corn-sheaf, and Peter’s head 
a ten-penny nail ; and this (his cudgel) shall serve 
for both flail and hammer. 

Barn. Thou art an honest fellow. Go, and here’s 
something for tlie journey. (Gives money.) 

RSbin. Thank ye-— Oli! I met Dr. Pother in a 
panic ; and l.'e be going wi* me to clear up his cha- 
racter, as he said. I never ax’d him how, for fear of 
setting him off* wi’ one of his long stories.^But I 
inun be off'; fur master Cornflower's a good fellow; 
he were a cordial to my poor heart, when my poor 
ould mother had her goods seized fbr rent, and be 
paid it all down for her, wi' expenses; eleven pound 
sixteen and fourpence ha'penny ; and shall I rest 
quietly in my bed, aud see him clande'Uinely vio- 
lated of his wife! No. So here 1 go; and if 1 catch 
the interlopers, iff don't peg Peter and bang t’ ba- 
ronet, to their hearts’ delight, never trust me. [ ExU. 

Barn. As I live, here is Captain Belton. Would 
be had returned earlier , he might have prevented this. 

£nfer Captain Belton. 

Copt. W’bat, my old friend? 

Bam. Captain Belton? Welcome home. — Yet, 
yon are not going to the farm? 

* Capt. Where else should I go? 

Barn, Come with me ; there is a misunderstand- 
ing at the farm . 

Capt. Your look and manner declare something 
I almost dread to hear. 

Barn. As a soldier, you can summon courage 
against a surprise. — Your sister — 

Capt. What of her? 

Barn, She is missing — In short, we snspeot, ia 
gone oft* with a baronet; who, through an accident, 
became a guest at the farm during Cornflower’s ab- 
sence in London. 

, Capt, Impossible ! Sir, my sister’s character ii 
I not to be spirted with. 

Bam. Come, come ; reserve yonr anger for the 
proper object. I don’t say she is gone with him ; but 
botn disapi>eared this morning, and caiinotbe traced. 
A partiality between them has appeared to every- 
body but Cornflower. 

Capt. Distraction! — And he— 

Barn. Knows nothing of it. He is gone to the 
county-meeting. Our curate will, at his return, 
bresk'it to him ; and you had better not be seen till 
the surprise is over. 

Capt. Who is the villain? 

Bam. He is called Sir Charles Courtly. 

Capt. Heavens ! my Rosabel’s brother ! ( Aside.) 
1 know, by aocideut, this baronet has a sequestered 
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▼ills, some few miles from here *, tbere they are pro* 
bablj gone, and we may intercept them. 

JBtam. In such a cause 1 am yours to the world’s 
end* I’ll step home, prepare myself for the jour- 
ney, and meet you again directly. ['Exit. 

Ci^, Alas! who could have suspected this? 
Had! not better pause, ere I proceed further with 
Rosabel? Like her, iny sister Emma was, in appear- 
ance, all beauty and truth : she has fallen, and may 
not — No ; 1 cannot suppose it. 1 am too far gone 
in love and honour to retract ; and must still sigh 
when she is absent. 

AIR. — ^Captain Belton. 

Fly swift f ye zephyrs. 

Who waft the sighs of love; 

Tell her how I languish. 

What pain for her I prove* 

Fly swift, ye zephyrs,^ 

Ah! fleet as fancy move; 

Tell het- all my anguish — 

No joy without my love ! 

Oh! tell her, o'er my mind 
She bears the sojtest sway; 

Oh!' tell her all my ardour, 

^ My fondness all display. 

Fly, Sfc. lExit. 

Scene II. — An Apartment in Cornflower's hottse. 

Enter Cornflower {hooted and spurred, with a 
parcel in his hand) and Mr. WILLIAMS^ 

Com. My reverend friend, you co'ild not have 
called on me at a better time : tnls evening I devote 
to mirth ; His the birth-day of my Emma. See, I 
have brought her a present, and have delighted my- 
self with anticipating the pleasure it will allbrd her. 

Mr.W. The hopes of human life, good friend, 
are for ever chequered with dispapointinent. 

Com. Sir, I hope you have met with no disap- 
pointment to (mcasion the remark. We are old 
friends ; and if it be in my power to remedy it, 1 
trust 1 needn’t say you may command me. 

Mr, W, Command but yourself, and — 

Com. Command myself! 1 don’t understand you. 

J|fr. W. You have promised yourself nincli plea- 
sure from presenting this testimony of your aflec- 
tiou to Mrs. Cornflower: is it not possible you may 
be disappointed 1 

Com, I think it is not possible. But you shall 
witness what you seem, so strangely to doubt. — 
{Bings the bell.) — [Enter Susan.] — Tell your mis- 
tress I wish to see her. 

Susan. Sir? (Embarrassed.) 

Corn, Tell your mistress 1 wish to see her. 

Susan, My mistress, sir? 

Corn, Yes, your mistress. Is the girl stupid? 

Susan, My mistress is gone out, sir. 

Com. Gone out this evening? Well, we must wait 
her retnrn. Why didn’t you tell me so at first? 

Susan. Yes, BIT. [Confused, atid exit. 

Com, The girl’s a fool. 

Mr. W, The absence of Mrs. Cornflower gives me 
an opportonity for a serious conversation, which an 
anlaoay circumstance prevented yesterday. 

Corn. On what subject, friend Williams? 

Mr.W. The baronet, and — and Mrs. Cornflower. 

Corn. The baronet and Mrs. Cornflower? 

Mr. W. Have you never observed the familiarity 
between them ? 

Com. If 1 understand yon, sir, yon would insinu- 
ate something to the disadvantage of Emma; but 
beware bow you touch on so tender a point. Bar- 
aard has troubled me on that subject; but from a 
man of your knowledge, one could hardly expect 
trifling. tronet — 

Mr, W, Do me the justice to hear me. The ba- 

Com.Isjj^Be; and 1 candidly confess, as I never 
Eked hiv, f wish to bear no more about him. He 


should not have staid se long, bat as a nest thrown 
in my way by calamity, I could not vimatethe laws 
of hospitality, and drive him from my door. 

Mr. W. The viper should ever be dast from our 
bosom. 

Com. Speak plainly, sir; you are probing me in 
the most sensitive part of my feelings. 

Mr, W, I would wound only to comfort. The 
insidions attention paid by the baronet to Mrs. Corn- 
flower 1 have long observed — 

Corn. And have interpreted tlie politeness with 
which Mrs. Cornflower, considering him oor guest, 
received it, to her disadvantage. This, sir, is not 
well done : you insult me, yon hurt me, you — " 
Mr, }V , Necessity imposes the task. Sir Charles’s 
assidnities have made more impression on Mrs. 
Cornflower than vnu imagine : he was a man well 
caicnlated to seduce, and Mrs. Cornflower — 

Com. For heaven’s sake, sir, do not trifle : de- 
clare ail yonr suspicions, and I’ll stake my existence 
on my poor Emma's incoceiioe. Your crnelty, sir, 
brings tears into my eyes ; and your character only 
bridles my anger. My Emma false ! 

•Mr. W. Have you ever known me capable of a 
serious falsehood ? 

Com. Never. Perhaps she has returned. — 
(Goes to ring a bell; Mr. IF. stops him.) 

Mr. W. Kestrairi your impatience a moment. 
Com. Then plainly speak all, and do not agonize 
my heart with phantoms you cannot — 1 hope you 
cannot realize. 

Mr. W. Delicacy now were cruelty. Could I 
have spoken to you yesterday, all might have been 
prevented. [freeze me! 

Com. All what? Speak! Unaccountable horrors 
Mr. W. Compose yourself. 

Corn, Compose myself on the rack I Speak, man, 
what you know. Emma Cornflower false! No, no, 
no I Yet, you woul^ not destroy — But why not you 
as likely false as she? 

Mr. W. The hour of temptation only exhibits 
our hearts. — Your wife is — 

Corn, What? 

Mr. W. Gone. 

Com. Where? when? how? 

Mr. W. No one can tell : we have .searched for 
her the whole day, but in vain. Fanny, her maid, 
is missing with her. You saw the baronet ofl‘, then 
went to the county- iiieetiiig; in an hour after, both 
were gone. ( Cornflower drops into the chair, and 
sobs audibly.) Indulge awhile this natural excess of 
grief, then listen — [sex I 

Corn. Listen ! to what but madness? Curse on the 
Mr. W. Hold! curse not all for one. 

Com. That one was all to me. Had I but died^ 
and ignorant of this, I had been blessed ! 

Mr. W. To covet death is the common fault of 
di.sappointed ooiifidenoe. Remember, resignation 
is our duly. [wife — nor I — 

Corn. You have no broken heart! you hove no 
Mr, W, 1 am a man, and niii.st partake your sor- 
rows. Bat can I be your friend, and let them crush 
you? No. Then let my friendship, blending with 
my duty, draw from the sacred source of healing 
hope, that consolation which may calm your breast. 

Com, ^)h ! you had need ; for you have planted 
a dagger there, death, death only can withdraw! — 
Which way went they? I'll fly, pursue, and sacri- 
fice ’em . ( Going off. ) 

Mr.W, Hold! Recollect yourself, and then — 
{Stopping him. ) 

Corn. I will! The storm is past. Give me wine! 
I am sick at heart! Oh! man, man! Hug adders, 
vipers, scorpions; but trust not woman I {Tears 
open the parcel, and produces two portraits in one 
Jrame.) That was her present ; she herself had beg- 
ged it; her portrait and mine, united in one band 
as we were ! Oh ! how the wish delighted me ! 
Look at that face : doc.s that, sir, speak deceit? 
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See, see that angel>sniile ! that heavenlj look 1 
that — that — Coufiision ! {DasJiea it down,) But it’s 
over — (’ve oonquered-- I’ve torn her from niy 
heart — Ha, ha, lia! {^Exeunt, 

Scene 1H. — 4 Sir Charles's house in the 

distance, A public house on one side. Rain heard. 

Enter Peter, running, 

Peter, Bless heart, how it rains ! and that’s 
not the worst of it: I saw Robin and Dr. Pother at 
a distance; they have smoked us, 1 suppose; and 
if they saw me, all's done up. I’ll pop into Chalk’s, 
for I shall never be able to reach our house across 
the heath, yonder, without being seen. Here, 
Chalk, Chalk ! {Knocks at the door,) 

Enter ClfAl.K. 

Chalk, Ah ! master Peter, is it you ? 

Peter, Very much like me. Stand by, and let 
me get out of the rain. 

Chalk, I don’t mind rain, for my part. 

Peter, Why, water is your best friend. Your 
grog’s like an April-day, — a little sunshine with a 
deluge of water. [proof. 

Chalk, I'm sure, Mr. Peter, iny spirits are all 

Peter. Not water-proof; for you generally givj 
them the dropsy. [£xt^ 

Chalk, An impudent fellow ! Bui T must be mum, 
for fear of his master ; and if he wasn’t iny landlord 
and a magistrate. I’d tell him a piece of iny mind. 
He ought to he ushunied of himself! two women at 
once, and — 

Peter, ( Without,) Chalk, Chalk! 

Chalk, Coining, coming ! — A puppy ! calling 
about him, and never paying, [froex luto the house. 

Enter KomN ««d Doctor Pother. 

Robin. Dang it ! how provoking it were to miss 
the rout, and that like, only at t’ last town. 

Doctor. Provoking, indeed : I’m afraid it’s a 
a lost case, and 'scaicely know what to prescribe ; 
but it will make a singular .story. 

Robin. Never mind stories nuw,mun ; let’s go in 
here till the hurricane be over, and consider, in the 
meuiitinie, what to do. Here, house! house! 

Re-enter ChaI.k. 

Chalk, Please to want, gentlemen'! 

Robin, To come in, to be sure. What a daft rhap 
thou muii be to ax such a question ! This is a house 
for travellers, I racken ; that’s enough for us ; and 
we’ve brass in our pockets, and that’s enough for 
thee. 

Doctor f Speaking of brass, I know a monstrous 
good story auout the widow Wad and a warming- 
pan. 

Robin. Rot the widow Wad, and the warming- 
pian, too! Be I to stand in the pelting rain to listen 
to such gab? [CToejeN. 

Doctor. Landlord, you never beard suen a story 
iu your life. Says the widow Wad — 

Chalk, Coming, coming ! [Run.« in. 

Doctor. Insolent fellow! I’ll go find the waiter; 
for I'm determined somebody shall bear it. ^ExU, 

Scene IV. — A Room in the house, A chimney- 
hoard conceals the fire-place, 

Peter discovered, 

Peter, I certainly mancBuvred Mrs. Cornflower 
and Fanny neatly; but the women are both so 
squeamish, and squall so, I don’t know what we 
shall do with ’em : entreaties are useless, and force 
is dangerous. 

Rohm, {Without.) Ony where, ony where: I’ze 
find my way. 

Peter, There they are. Why didn't I caution 
Chalk? They’re coming up here. Where shall I 
hide? ( Looks about.'S On ! this ohimuey-board will 
oonoeai me. {Gets behind the chimney-board.) 


Enter Robin and Pother, preceded hf the Wmtar, 
who puts a glass of Uguer on the tabte, and exit. 
Robin, Doctor Pother, towards yonr good heMtli. 
Why, this stuff b£ like your poticary stuff, dear 
and nasty. [an apothecary. 

Doctor . Ha, ha, ha ! I could tell you a story about 
^ Robin, Could you? Why, as we must stay here 
till rain’s over, we may as well mak’ oursdves 
agreeable ; so, give us a story. Doctor. 

Doctor. With all my heart. You must know that — 
Chalk. ( Without.) This way, sir; Ibis way. 
Doctor, I protest there’s always something occurs 
to interrupt my stories. 

Enter CHALK aiu/ StuDBLE. 

Robin, What, measter Stubble ! what brought you 

[Robin. 

Stub. Why, I may put the same question to you. 
Doctor. 1 fancy. Stubble, we are all on a scent. 
Tell you the story of our journey: set out, post 
haste, over gate, stile, hedge, and ditch ; stuck in 
a bog ; and, says Robin — [story. 

Robin. Stop i’tbe bog abit, while we bear Stubble‘’8 
Stub. We’re after the lost sheep, Mrs. Cornflower. 
I left master at the la.st town, stopping to have the 
horse slioed ; and trudged on before, to inquire for 
Courtly-hull, which parson Williams l^und iu aroad- 
book. ' [men. 

Chalk, Courlly-kall is across th% heafli, gentle- 
Robin, Then I shall catch that rascal Peter, at last. 
Chalk, You mean Sir Charles’s man. He was here 
just before you came in ; and which way he went 
out, I can't tell. Bat shall I bring you anything, 
gentl^cu ? 

Slub‘, Ay, landlord; and, as it’s but a raw day, 
and we may wail some time for the rain, suppose 
you light the fire. 

Chalk, Directly, gentlemen. [ExiL 

Doctor. Like your notion of the fire vastly. Look- 
ing at the chimney-board puts me in mind of a 
story : calling one day on a gouty patient — ebim- 
iiey-swi»eper was sweeping parlour chimney, which 
cuinc into the flue of patient’s chamber. “ How’s 

f fout?” said I. — “ Wish the devil had it,’-* said he ; 
ump came something against the chimney-hoard, 
and out rolls the little soot-scraper into the room. 
** The Devil !’’ cries the patient, and jumped out of 
the window into the fish-pond below it. Cured 
gout ; and, out of gratitude, he gives the chimney- 
sweepers, every May-day, a public breakfast in the 
afternoon.— [Re-enter Cll A LK , with a red hot poker.'] 
Robin. That’s right, landlord; I'ze remove V 
board, and we'll be in a bla/e in no time. {Robin 
removes the board; Chalk applies the poker, and 
the fire becomes lighted. Peter drops down the chim- 
ney, and jumps out with terror.) 

Chalk, A thief, a thief ! 

Robin, Oh ! it’s thee, is it? I’ve got thee at last. 
(To Peter.) 

Chalk, "What, Peter ? 

Peter, Yes, it’s Peter!— “ Dead for a dneat.”— 
{Aside,) 

Stub, Villain! Where is she? 

Poter, She ! Who ? [thee over t’ coals. 

Robin, None of thy tricks : speak, or 1 ’see haul 
Peter, Why, T have been hauled over the coals. — 
What shall If do ? I’ll sham faint, to gain time for 
recollection. {Aside.) — Oh! I’m very much hort. 
Oh ! oh! {Pretends to faint.) 

Robin, Oh ! that’s all sham-Abraham. 

Doctor. I’ll soon find out that; I’ll bleed him. 
{Feels for a lancet.) Bless me! I haven’t a lancet. 

J?o.^i;i. Here's an excellent fleam, man; and I’ll 
hold him. {Peter tries to escape, but is secured by 
Robin.) Now, down on thy marrow -bones, and tell 
me where Mrs. Cornflower be, or I’ze brak’ every 
bone i' thy skin. 

Peter, I know nothing about her. 

Chedk, Why, you told me that was tlie name of a 
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lady old Dick drove to yonr master's. Old Diok, 
gentlemen, belongs to the Ram-inn, at the last town. 

Stub. Then I'll find him out, while yoa make that 
fellow confess. • [Exit. 

Doctor. Confess; take my advice. (To Peter ^ 
Peter. Take anything but your physic. ^ 
Robin. None of your nonsense. Did Mrs. Corn- 
flower go off willi thy master in a voluntary manner? 

Peter. No ; in a post-chaise. I’ll tell you how it 
was : my master stood there, as you may do ; 
(places itobin by the door;) the lady stood there, as 
you may do ; (places Chmk by him ; ) and I stood 
there, as you may do; (places the Doctor by Vhalk;) 
up drove the chaise — Now suppose me old Dick — 
Doctor. Old Nick, you mean. 

Peter. Very well for you. Doctor. I ran to the 
cbuise-door, and opened it thus ; (opens the window ; ) 
and now catch me who can. 

[Jumps out, followed by Robin and Chalk. 
Doctor. I'll follow , the moment 1 have digested 
all this. Make a capital story. Farmer and wife — 
rural affection — husband abroad — wife at home — 
intriguing baronet — elopement— pursuit — red-hot 

J mker — md Nick in the chimney— down he comes — 
at in the fire— and the devil hauled over the coals. 
(LooJb out at the window.) There they go! Now, 
Peter — now, pobin. Peter pufiTs — Robin, at his 
heels — Peter at the pond — camt cross in time to go 
round — Robin Misses him — struggle — pull-haul — 
wrestle — and there they go plump into the pond 
together. Huzza I it will make as good a story as 
my history of a debating-society. 1 wish there 
were anybody here to tell it to. 


AIR.— Doctor Pothei^. 

The forum for fun and variety 
Is a debating society ; 

Such gabbliny. 

And squabbling. 

And humming and ha mg; 

Such thumping. 

And jumping, 

, Air-beating, and sawing; 

Mouths like cannons ope. 

Charg'd with figure and trope, 
SpUlting logical straws in **no meanings^’ digestion, 
With indefinite answer to quibbling question. 


(SPOKEN.) ** Gentlemen of the Philological Forum, the 
queatioii for thia e\«ning'a agitation la — * Which la most raarii- 
nal to the phvsical liaciiUiea of moral economy, and the intellec- 
loccual energiea of reciprocal ratiocination, wallzc or Welsh 
wiea?’”— (IN SEVERAL VOICI S.) »Oh! broiu, bravo, bra> 
voV^—Mr. Preniiient and geiitlemuii— hem ! .-the queatioii pro* 
pounded for~-hcni ! — this eveuuiK’s— -hem '.~-diacuaaiou, la of the 
Hlinoat importance Co the — hem — ** Mr. President, that geiitU*- 
man*a hem is but a so lo buaineaa ; and li he draw the thread ih 
his argument so slowly, he'll not get through n stitch to-uiglit 
** Mr. President, 1 rise to th> question ; and 1 ahall proUucr an 
vnanswcrable argument, to which 1 expect a ralegurical answer." 
— *‘Mr. President, how can any man, that is nut nii Irishman, 
expect an answer to an iinniiswernbli; argument?"—*' Mr. i'rrsi- 
drat, if that jontleman is niter making national refleetionsf I've 
a national answer to his question, culled a shclniv, that will be 
oRer knocking down him and hia argument togeihcr." — ** bir, it 
Is first iieressary to inquire what moral economy aiidtheintel- 
loctual ehorgies nre; and, Co be brief,! shall divide the suhicct 
into no more than twenty-one heads."—** Whnt arc you pulling 
<iut your night-cap for while the gentleman’s speaking?" — **Si- 
lence! Mr. Leatherlungs is on his legs.” — *' Sir,] will speak ; it's 
my turn.”— “Then turn him out.”— 


Order, order I question, question! chair, chair! 

AU talkers and no hearers, till the forum's like a fair. 


Order gain'd through the chairman's authority. 
Seconded by the majority. 

Gives season 
For reason. 

And guaint speculation ; 

With ranting. 

And panting, 

Atid dull declamation; 

With fury and fuss. 

The case to discuss; 

To hoist and to twine. 

Perplex and define; 


With paradox, punnmg, had grace, and worse graee- 
tnar. 

While some squeak, andsomebelhw, some storm, and 
some stammer. 

(SPOKEN IN SEVERAL VOICES.) « Mr. President, of this 
question much may be said on both sidci, tbougK 1 am decisively 
on one side ; and notwithstanding what any gentleman can say on 
the other side, 1 ahall back my argument with such breast-work, 
that 1 ahall have him on the bip, and not leave him a leg to stand 
nnon.”— ** Mr. President, I am clearly in favour of waltxes. 
Waluei come from Germany with whiskers, sausages, melo- 
drams, and many other drams equally efilcaeioua. A waltc ia a 
dance, an innocent recreation, conducive both to health and 
rheerfulness. And what ran be more favourable to reason and 
morality? A Welsh wig is— what is it? A mean covering for 
the head ; bestowing nut wisdom like a lawyer's wig, brnnie like 
a Brutus, gravity like a tie, weight like a full bottom, or smart- 
ness likr a scratch ; but is, ns it were, a mere iiight<eap, fit only 
for quiszes, qiiidnuiics, wotchmen, niid, whatV all the same, olu 
women.” — ** Personal, personal ”—** 1 beg pardon, sir; 1 didn t 
know any old woman was present.” — “ Mr. President, 1 maiiitalii 
that waltzes are immoral.”— ** No, no!"— ‘‘Siri the morality of 
the subject in question depends upon one question ; and 1 quea- 
tiwn if that question is at all questionable. Is morality an active 
or inactive principle? If active, we must decide fur waltses : 
and, if inactive, lor Welsh wigs ; and I have no doubt but that 
every gentleman who is of my mind, will be of the same opinion.* 
— ** Sir, a learned author, whose name 1 have forgotten, and 
whose words 1 don’t rernllect, asserts what 1 shall not take up 
your time by repeating. But, on the subject ofdebate, the enlight* 
enth Uc. l)umruzzle,in bis Dissertation on Dunderheads, has, in 
the most elegant Latin, these emphatic words : 

Cumparabandus hum, wiggum cum waltxo, 
Oeacribusque. rumfusque, waltzum cum wiggo.”— 
**JCnock down Dr. Dumruxxle.” 

Order, order! question, question! chair, chair! 

AU talkers and no hearers, till the forum's like a fair. 

The hubbub, at length, being paralysed. 

The question is further on analizea : 

“ / move, sir. 

To prove, sir, 

That, spile of all quarrel, 

Welsh wigs, sir, 

A re gigs, sir, 

And waUzes are moral. 

Let those who can't dance. 

From envy advance 
An argument con,"— 

And thus he goes on; 

Till above all the voices another exalts his, 

Toprove that Welsh wigs are more moral than waltzes. 

(SPOKEN IN SEVERAL VOIC ES.) **Mr. President, I aver 
that wal ires being more expens ve than Welsh wigs, the latter 
ere most agreeable to moral economy ; though waltxes, by over- 
heatiug people, aud giving them cold, are more serviceable to the 
physical faculty; who nre often obliged to prescribe Welsh wigs 
to restore the iniellectual energies, tor the purposes ofruciproral 
ratiorinatiun." — **Sir, as to the morality of waltzes. 1 shsll prove 
that Welsh wigs, that is, that Welsh wigs, compared with waltxes, 
bfiug comparatively by comparison, similar Co waltzes, comparM 
witli Welsfi wigs, allowing for the morality of the one, and the 
ratioci nation of llie other." — '* Nonsense, nonsense *it)ilence ! 
no interruptiuii. The president speaks.”— '*Gcutleineii, to stop 
all this heterogeneous hurlybitrly, the clerk shall reau some of 
the fuiiilnnieiitdl rules of the society.”-~‘* It is not required that 
niiv geiitlemaii should be obliged eiiher to understaud himself or 
make anybody else understand bim ; for as e\ery gentleman has 
his opinion, if he lie satisfied with it, that is enough ; as no man, 
who IS a man, ought to give up his opiniou to any man, for no 
man.— Aliy geiitleiiiaD mnv go to sleep during a debate, provided 
he wake time enough for hearing the question put ; and tnen ho is 
recniiimended to vote with the strongest party. — Clentleinen who 
learn their speeches by heart are required to come perfect; and, 
fur the benefit of discussion, incontroveriible arguments, on 
both sides of the ouestioii, may be had of the sscretaiy, at a rea. 
■nnahle rate, ready made.— Any gentleman wishing to speak the 
whole evening, may, liy paj'ing all the expouses, be accommo- 
dated with the room to himself.” 

Order, order! question, question! chair, chair! 

AU talkers and no hearers, till the forum's like a fair. 

Scene An Apartment in Sir Chanles Courtly's 
House, A door to anotlter Apartment. 

Enter Mrs. Cornflower and Fanny. 

Mrs. C. What iiiiserj has indisorotioii oost me f 
And though giiilt)r only of mental error, and brought 
here by stratagem and force, how odious must I ap- 

8 ear in the eyes of iny husband! to whom I cannot 
y, aud from whom I am, imrhaps, separated for 
ever. 

Fanny. Mjr dear madam, a thought has just struck 
me : as we are confined here, and can make no one 
hear, suppose you were to write a note, and throw it 
ont of the window, over the wall ; saying how we 
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were deludad from the farm bj that wretch Peter, 
forced into a chaise, and brought here ; and desiring 
whoerer finds it, to carry it directly to my master. 
There is pen, ink. and paper, in the next room. 

Mrs.C, The suggestion is good*, 1 will execute 
it, and heaveir prosper our hope. 

Fanny, I'll get everything ready, ma’am. [Exit. 

Mrs. C. Alas ! Henry, what must be your sufler- 
ings ! Yet they cannot equal mine. So long with him, 
in your absence, his art and accomplishments daz- 
zled my imagination, and led me to excuse, instead 
of resenting, his first approaches; and this, the ex- 
tent of my guilt, has placed me in his power. 

AIR,— Mrs. Cornflower. 

Ills surround me, 

Fears confound me, 

Ev*ry moment cares increase ; 

Ever sighing, 

Hope denying 

Balm, to give my hosom peace. 

Like the fawn, by the lion pursued ^ 

To some precipice, nantxng for breath f 
Who looks down on ine fierce raging flood,^ i 
And plunges, despairing, to death. [Exit. 

Enter a Servant, with Miss CotJRTLY and Jenny 
in travelling dresses. 

MissC. Tell my brother 1 am here. [Exit Sertf.] 
I am glad I came as you advised, Jenny ; there is, 
some mystery in my brother’s being here, which I 
must unravel. 

Jenny. Short time as I have been in the house, 
ma’am, I have seen significant looks enough to tell 
me all is not right. 

Miss C. Then my coming may prevent mischief. 
Go, and prepare my room. [£xi# Jenny. 1 Now to 
consult my guardian brother about this formidable 
captain, from whom I have endeavoured to coqceal 
the interest he has in iny afieutions, till I am sure 
of his; or I am afraid 1 shall stand as little chance 
of resisting his persuasions of matrimony, as simple 
Lisette did those of her lover, Lubin. 

AIR.— Miss Courtly. 

Young Lubin lov’d the fair lAsetle, 

And tapping at her window came; 

The sun had liarefy risen yet — 

She peep’d and cried — “ Oh ! fie for shame V* 

** Sweet maid,*’ says he, ** 'tis smiting May, 

Come, let us rove’’ — ** Indeed,” said she, 

** So soon ? What will the neighbours say? 

Fi done, fi done! ah! mon ami,” 

Still Lubin soft persuasion tried; 

And fair, Lwette, at last, content. 

Forgot the neighbours, ceas'd to chide. 

Stole out, and with him Maying went. 

And oft a stolen kis^ he caught; 

Lisette, no doubt, displeas’d would be; 

Yet only said, ivhate'er she thought, 

** Fi done, fi done! ah! mon ami” 

He talk’d of hve: Come, let’s away,” 

She crie^ yet loiter'd — Silly thii^ I 

He press’d her, too, to fix the day. 

And on her Unger plac'd a ring. 

She started, blush'd, and hung her head, * 

Yet very asiyry tried to be ; 

But only sigh’d, and softly said, 

•*Fi donc, fidonc! ah! mouami,” 

Enter SiR Charles Courtly. 

Sir C. Why, sister Rozabel, what in the name 
of astonishineiit brought you down here? 

Miss C. Neither seeing nor hearing from you, 
brother Charles, I concluded some accident had 
happened ; but 1 am happy my fears were ground- 


less. And now, brother^ I want some serioos con- 

versation with yon. 

Sir C. You know I bate serioos oonversation. ^ 

Miss C. But it iq of consequence to my liappl- 
neu ; and as you are left iny guardian, who else 
sbmild I consolt? {^Laughing.) 

SirC. What cats she be aiming atl {Aside.) — 
Well, go on ; I’m all attention. 

Miss C. I have had an adventure. An insult I 
received in St. James’s Park, brought a young of- 
ficer to my protection, whom 1 afterwards met at 
Lady Fanfly's, danced with, and— • 

Sir C. Lost yonr heart. 

Miss C. Even so, brother. 

Sir C. And what may his name be? 

Miss C. Captain Belton. And now, my dear bro- 
ther, as my peace is concerned, I mnst request that 
you will ascertain for roe all that relates to this 
formidable fellow, before my heart gets too far en- 
gaged to retreat. — [Enter a Servant,] 

Serv. A gentleman, sir, who says bis name is 
Captain Belton. 

SirC, (Looking significantly at Miss C,, who is 
confused aud astonished.) By appointment, sister? 
(Apart to Miss C.) — Shew the gentleman up. 

[To the Servant, who goes out. 

Miss C, Brother, I scorn your sngpicioii. How, 
or why f he should come here, is to me astonishing. 
On my honour, I knew not of it. « * 

SirC. It is easily accounted for: he has disco- 
vered for where she left London, and followed her. 

Re-enter iS^ervanf, introducing CAPTAIN Belton. 
Sir, your servant. [Exi< Servant. 

CrrpK Your servant. Sir Charles. 1 have intro- 
duced myself? though unknown to yon; but the 
business which brought me here is of too much 
consequence for ceremony. 

Sir C. I hate ceremony, sir, as much as any man ; 
but as I have some idea of your business, I think a 
little delicacy might be requisite. 

Capt. If you have an idea of it, delicacy, sir, is 
a consideration yon can have little claim to. 

SirC. Well, this is the most impodentantrodoo- 
tion to a love-stoiy I ever met with. (Aside.) 

Capt. Concern for the happiness of a sister, is— 

SirC. 1 must, of course, be well acquainted with ; 
and, as you pul delicacy out of the question, I shall 
follow your example, and declare that I shall take 
care to keep (hat sister out of your reach. 

Capt, (Producing pistols.) Either instantly deli- 
ver her to me, or take the alternative. (Offering him 
a pistol ) 

• Sir C. (Aside, and taking the pistol.) Well, this 
is the first time 1 ever knew tliat the way to make 
an impression upon a sister’s heart was bv a bollet 
through her brother’s. {They take places and preseui.y 

Re-enter Miss Courtly, screaming; she stands 
between them. 

Miss C. For heaven’s sake, brother— Captain 
Belton ! 

Capt. Miss Courtly ! this must appear strange, 
madam ; but insulted honour demands it. 

SirC. Insulted honour ! Zounds! sir, I don’t 
comprehend you : here’s a man introduces himself 
to me without the least ceremony, disclaims delicacy 
while talking of the happiness of a sister, and de- 
mands her ol rno, ns a highwayman would my parse, 
by a pistol ; then talks of insulted honour. 

Corn. ( Without.) Resist my entrance, and I'll 
knock you down. 

Capt. The voice of my brother ! [ Exit Miss C. 

SirC. His brother! so, so! now bis madness is 
accounted for; I foresee a pretty end to this busi- 
ness ; but 1 mast brazen it out. {Aside.) 

Enter Cornflower. 

Corn, Belton! astonishment! 
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[Act III, 


Copt, Barnard has told me alt tliai !ias happeiMKI, 
the rest shall be explained hereafter. 

Sir C, Upon my word, Kenttemeii, yon pozi^e me : 
breaking into my lionse uke rufpans — 

Com. Shall we stand upon ceremony with a rob- 
ber, the violator of ianooenoe, the destroyer of the 
lies of humanitvT 

Sir C, Yon nonoar me, sir, prodigiously; but 
when you have ceased to be facetious, do me the 
favour to unriddle all this. 

Cam. Mrs. Cornflower is in this house, sir; re- 
turn her to me innocent as you fonnd her — tl^at you 
cannot do — Oh ! it was inhuman ! your life was pre- 
served ; in return, you takeaway the support of mine. 

Capt. Gome, sir, no longer parley. (To Sir C.) 

Sir C. I shall account regpilarly with you, gentle- 
men; bat, before I deign to answer to all this inso- 
lence, you will, no donbt, in your nice calculations 
of honour, produce some proof of — 

The door in the back part of the scene opens, and Miss 

Courtly appears with MrS. Cornflower, who 

flies to her httsbatid. 

Miss C. Brother, brother, I have discovered this 
secret ; and 1 owe the exposure of it to my own ho- 
nour, and the hope of your reformation. 

Sir C. Confusion ! 

Mrs. C. Henvy, is it a dream ; or uni I saf;; 1 My 
brother hear, too ? 

Corn. (Pu/imjf her gently from him.) Emma, this 
is not a dream ; would it were ! From here you go 
for ever; but my arms must now be widowed. 
{Mrs. C. fainting, is held by the Captain.) Look, 
look at that beauteous ruin, and say, murderer! 
fiend! what atonement you can make for s .oh a 
wreck. Oh ! she was an angel of light ; now she is — 
{To Sir C.) 

Sir C. Not quite so vehement, sir; for I must 
say, in my own defence, as well as the lady’s, tliut 
she is innocent. 

Com. Innocent! speak it again: innocent! 

Mrs, C. Yes, Henry, indeed, innocent. 

Com. Yet you fled my house. 

Sir C. Involuntarily, sir. 

Com. A husband’s honour bears a sacred charac- 
ter. 1 must be satisfied beyond a doubt. 1 never 
compromised my love ; I cannot, will not, compro- 
mise my honour. 

Mrs. C. Too cruel ! {Weeping.) 

SirC. What proofdo you want? Ifbeing dragged 
here against her will ; if agony for you, and contempt 
for me, constitute innocence, I repeat she is innocent. 

Mrs, C. Indeed, it is truth. 

Re-enter Servant. , 

Sero. A gentleman named Barnard, sir. ( To 5ir C.) 

Sir C, Shew him up; all the neighbourhood, if 
they come. ^ [Ejri< Serv. 

Be-enUr Sero(^yiUh^K^^\Tllif Studrle, and 

Corn. Bamgr^ my friend, your unexpected pre- 
sence— 

Bam. Will, I hope, set all right. I accompanied 
our brother here : we settled that he should make 
is appearance alone. While wailing at an adja<9ent 
house. Stubble found me, and brought me this man, 
who drove the chaise, in which Peter and a gang of 
rascals, by force, brought Mrs. Cornflower here. 

Shib. Yes ; and one of the gang was old Gerard. 

Bam. Here is a note, too, I picked up under the 
window of this house, that will, I trust, remove all 
sdruple. 

Corn. {Takes it tremblingly.) ’Tis Emma’s hand. 
{Beads.) ** Whoever you are, if you can pity perse- 
mdtd innocence, inform — Cornflower — at — farm — 
near — that his wife — treacherous^ forced away — noio 
a prisoner in the house of Sir Charles Courtly— on 
thwheath— amply rewarded— E wm\Coji n flow er.” 
This ooold be no trick ; she could never expect me 
here, {Amde.) 


Eater RoBklf, wet and dirty. 

jRobin. I gotten all t’ fact out of him. 

Com. Who? 

Robin. Peter: he veigled away vour wife under 
olandecent pretences, and forced her into a shay. 
I’ve had a pretty tuz/.le wi’ him, to mak’ him con- 
fess; and awi^ we went, cheek-by-jowl, into the 
horse-pond. I gave him such a ducking, it cooled 
his courage, ana he confessed all. Your wife’s in- 
nocent; and I wouldn’t tell you a flam, that you 
know well enough. 

^ Com, Emma — I can scarcely speak— joy, oonfn- 
sioD, o’ercome me. If I have appeared cruel , oor 
mutual honour, our future happiness, demanded I 
should clear' your character beyond the possibility 
of doubt. Can you now forgive me? 

Mrs. C. £ have nothing to forgive : appearances 
were against me, and the aeverity of my trial has 
been amply overpaid by the further proofs it has 
given me of your integrity and affection. 

Capt. You have still to account to me, sir, {To 
SirC.) 

Sir C. When yon plt^ase, sir. 
f Miss C. Brother, do not attempt to defend one 
crime by the commission of another. To Captain 
Belton i can only remark, that the point of honour 
betng established in the innocence of bis sister, be 
will not consult the feelings of all here by persisting 
in his 'present purpose. 

Sir C. Here lei me interfere : I have done wrong, 
find would make reparation. To you, madam, {to 
Mrs. C.) I can make no amends: perhaps not to 
you, sir; (to Corn.) but 1 hope I can make my peace 
with Captain Belton, by bestowing on him, as her 
guardian, the hand of this lady, lie may impute 
this concession to cowardice: if so, I am still 
ready to meet him ; I feel no cowardice but that of 
guilt. 

Capt. But how will Miss Courtly decide? 

Miss C. 1 must consent, I supuose, to make some 
sacrifice for a general peace ; ana, therefore, nsplo- 
nipotentiary extraordinary, 1 hereby ratify it. ( drives 
her hand . ) 

Corn. My Emma restored to me in all the triumph 
of innocence! I have no further resentment. And 
now, from the lesson before us, may all learn never 
to boast of security till the hour of trial be past. As 
frail beings, let humility be our monitor, and cha- 
rity our motto ; and from this feeling may wc hope 
our friends will advocate the cause of the Farmer’s 
Wife. 

FINALE 

Mrs. C. My trial past, retriev'd my fame. 

Should wits my story handle. 

Protect me, sisters kind, from blame, 
Against the shafts of scandal. 

Chorus. Her faults forgiving and forgetting. 

Ease her bosom's anxious strife; 

Her hope supporting, cause abetting. 

Kindly aid the Farmer's Wife. 

Com. Ye married men of honour stem. 
Appearance was deceiving; 

But from her curious story team. 

All seeing i'n't beUeving. 

Chorus. Her faidts, S;c. 

Miss C. tfnmarried belles, unmarried beaux. 
Whene'er detaiTd her story. 

Since from the trial pure she rose. 

Defend her, I implore ye. 

Chorus. Her fauUs, fyc, 

Capt. Here indiscretion' efoUy read. 

Then judge with charitu through life ; 
Barn. And, as support her mind must need. 

Protect, kind friends, the Farmer's Wife. 

I Ghorns. Her faults, S^c. [£jreiitil« 
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ACT I. 

SCENi I — Paddock's Fatm house on one side, with 
a pig stye, opposite side, an Alehouse, sign The 
Barhfy mow, written under it * Pay to day trust 
to morrow, * in the distance, fields, and a windmill 
going. 

Enter Peasants, from diferent entrances, going to 
laboui , 

CHORUS 

Weil met, well met good neighbours oil, 

To our dady toil away, 

Ever,ready at the call 
Of those for toil who pay 

The sun now smiles o ei dale and hill. 

And labour rouses rusltt lije. 

Click clack goes old Hopmr « mill. 

And click clack goes old Hopper s uife, 

TRIO 

Merrily whirls the sounding fiail, 

Tdhpleas d we see derating day. 

And then we quaff old Scorem s me. 

And then^ 

SCORI M (entering from the Alehouse,) 

— Why, then, I make you pay, 

Cbo. The sun now smiles o'er dale and hill. 

And labour rouses rustic life , 

Click clack goes old Hopper's null. 

And dick clack goes old Hopper s wife. 

Dame Paddock (entente from the Farm-house,) 
AndHtqiper's mfe be i’ the right. 

If lazy hinds like you appear. 

The corn will ne'er 6e cut to-night — 


Paddock (altering ftom the Field ) 

Not if you keep 'em loitering here. 

The sun has beam d an hour or more 
To work, and prme uhen labour s o er, 

Cbo. Master and Dame, we ll haste away, 

A nd labour kindly all the day , 

And uhen our toil is o er, legate. 

And drink your health w Scorem' s ale, 

* [ JSMunt all but Paddock and Scorem 

Sco Are jou for a drop of mv beht home brewed* 
tbis morning Master Paddock^ 

Pad The^ who dunk in a morninK* neigbboor 
Scorem do K^nerallj ^et lh( head ache bj noon* 
and the beailaclie night , and they be two trou- 
blesome companions A clear head he the noKt 
thing to a clear conscience 
Sco, And you have both, they say (hotucaUy ) 
Pad. Why, as to that, my consmnee* thank hea- 
ven* he like my ciop, pretty fairish, and '* though 
mj bead be thick, as 1 say to my sponse, ** there 
be nothing in that,’ as my spouse do aay to T. 

Sio YoilV spouse is a very sensible woman; 
bat, by the by, the whole village is canons to know 
who that stripirng is you have lately hired , who* 
with bis pretty looks and smart clothes* has tamed 
the heads of half the uirls in the place. 

Pad Poor lad, he do seem to have known better 
days He came tn us a child of misfortune, and he 
be no Christian who do refuse to receive the wan- 
denng stranger. 

Sea, True, Master Paddock , and fhongh I keep 
an aU house, and aome people are wicked enough 
to say 1 chalk doable, my door is open to ererj 
stranger. 
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Xntir Frisk, Mhubhijif dretted . 

JVulr. I'm fiflad to hear it. lam a stranger, and 
want to walk in. " 

Sco. l^eloome, sir, to the Barley Mow. Tb^’a 
the honse; tbere*8 the sign, and under it, "Pay to- 
day — trust to'inorrow.” — {Aside.) A broad bint; 
be seems as poor as Job. 

Frisb. Trust to-morrow! Couldn't yon make it 
to-day? There's an inconvenience in waiting. — 
{Shewitm his empty pockets ^ aside.) 

Sco, That's my reason for not trusting, r 
Frisk. Didn't yon say your door was open to the 
stranger? 

Sco. Ay, that could pay bis reckoning Coming, 
coming ! [Runs in, and closes the door in Frisk's face. 

Frisk, A pretty fellow, to insult a gentleman in 
distress. Til expose him in the County Chronicle, 
as a warning to liongry travellers, whose stomachs 
and purses are in unison. I’ll give him his true cha- 
racter. — (To Paddock.) You can give me a hint, 
and I'll make bad worse by improving on it. 

Pad. Why, as to that, 1 tnun beg to be excused. 
He who do pick a hole in his neighbour's coat, de- 
serves to live in a house witliont a neighbourhood. 

Frisk, Give me ^our hand; I should like to be 
better acquainted with you. Feeling in a flail, and 
sentiment an a smock frock ! Your haystac'k is no 
relation to the Barley Mow. Why, you’d make a 
famous character in a novel. 

Pad. A novel! What may that be, sir?^ 

FtUk. Don't you know what a novel is? One 
village in the kingdom without a circulating li- 
brary I then there are hopes. A novel is a A)ook, 
whose title is new, and its contents generally old . 
the hero, a queer, good-for-nothing, well-meaning, 
comical fellow, though tolerably engaging, like me ; 
the heroine, a pretty, languishing, sijly girl, like 
most of her female readers ; her guardian, a crusty, | 
hard-hearted, pay to day and trust to-morrow, like 
that fellow; {pointing to the Alehou^;) her aunt, 
an antiquated, teasing, obstinate quiz, like that — 

( Pointing, to Dam C Paddock, who enters.) 

Dame. Quiz! What dust mean? and why dost 
stand talking with that Jack-a-dandy, Paddock, 
when there he so innoh to do in the tield^ 

Pad. Dame, dame; doantee be cantankerous. 
This gentleman — 

Dame. Gentleman, quotha? Ha, ha, ha! If thee 
want’st a hand in the field, I dare say the gentle- 
man will be very glad to make himself useful. 

Pad. Nay, nay ; bow oanst thou expect a gen- 
tleman to make nimself useful ? 

Dame, Well, well; I can’t stay talking nonsense*. 
Thee ought to make haste to the reapers ; and if 
thee hast anything to sa^ to the gentleman, bid him 
call another time. {Oomg.) 

Frkk. The nearer dinner-time the better. 

Pad. That be just the time I were thinking. — 
[Aside to Dame Paddock.) Wife, wife! he do want 
a dinner. 

Dame, ( Returning,) What! want a dinner? Pray, 
sir, walk in ; and do'ee take a luncheon to stay thee 
till dinner be ready ; and. Paddock, do’ee drdw a 
jug o' the best, that the gentleman may give his 
opinion of my brewing. Luncheon shall be ready 
directly, sir. Make haste. Paddock, (nake haste. 

[Goes info the house. 
Pad. I wool, dame ; and it sbal? be a jog o’ the 
best. — (Aside.) 1 wish neighbour Scorem^ knew 
what pleasure there be in sometimes drawing ale 
fornothing. [Goes in. 

Frisk. Here's primitive hospitality ! A novel 
writer would describe it somehow thus : " Arrived, 
half fkmished, with a full heart and empty pocket, 
at a picturesque farm-house, beantifnlly overspread 
with woodbines." (Loohng at it.) I see nothing 
but stingimr-nettles. And how shall I get over that 
pigstyef 'Turn it into a dog-kennel, and introduce 
a beautiful apostrophe to the virtues of honest Tray. 


[Act I. 

"Honest Tray, partaking pf the oharaoter of his 
master, the very picture of patriarchal hospitality, 
welcomed by bis caresses the hapless wanderer. 
When the farmer's wife, a pretty, modest looking 
woman, with half a dozen curly-pated cherubs 
about her, came out; and addressing him in the soft 
accents of unsophisticated humanity, |aid" — 

Enter Roger. 

Roger. What d’ye do here, yon vagabond? After 
th^igs and poultry, I suppose. 

Frisk. My deer fellow, you mistake your man. 
Roger, No, I doan’t. It's easy to see what you 
be, inon, — a common vagram ; but if yon don’t go 
ofl‘ my measter’s premises. I’ll make yon. 

Fnsk, My good sir, I give you credit — 

Roger. That’s more than you’ll get yourself. 
Fnsk. A word with you. You belong to that 
bouse? 

Roger. What if I do? 

Ft tsk, I dine there to-day. 

•Roger, Hadn't yon better stay IBI you’re axed? 
Frisk. That ceremony's past. Jog of the best — 
^fine luncheon. Don’t you bear the eggs and baimn 
frying, you rogue you ? I am off; and let me give 
you a little parting advice : if you wish to support 
the character of an Englishman, whenever you 
meet a hungry stranger, always address him with — 

Rs-etder Paddock. 

* Pad. The luncheon be ready, sir. 

Frisk, (To Roger.) Didn't I tell you so? — (To 
Paddock.) Thsnkye, thankye; I’ll do it justice; 
and as eating heartily is the best way of returning 
a hearty welcome, you shall find me as grateful as 
appetite can make me. [Goes m. 

Pad. Why, Roger, have yon been saying any- 
thing rude to that young man ? He be a gentleman 
I in distress, 1 dare say; though a queer, plain 
spoken chap as I ever seed. But, " Plain and 
above board be best,’’ as I say to niy spouse; and 
" Rough and ugly munnat be despised," as my 
spouse do say to 1. 

Roger. 1 were protecting your property. I 
thought an a poacher ; however, as matters' have 
turned out, I’ll go ax on pardon ; for when a man 
finds he’s wrong, let un own it like a man, I say. 

[Goes into the houee. 
Pad. Well, 1 be happy I chanced to light upon 
that poor hungry gentleman ; it do make pne eat 
one’s dinner so heartily when the cheerful face of a 
poor guest be the sauce to it. There be many sweet 
and cheering enjoyments ; but while they please 
for a time oiHy, the smile of gratitude gives to him 
who raises it, pleasure for ever. [Rzif. 

Scene II. — A Room in PaddocFr house. 

Enter Damc Paddock and Janct. 

Dame, I declare, Janet, you are always idle, and 
mind nothing but siuging nonsensical love ballads. 

Janet, It is no use, mistress, scolding and scold- 
ing till a poor girl doesn't know wbat bur is about. 

Dame, Heyday 1 Since this lad Harry came, 
our poor Welsh head funs so upon him that you 
ave proved false-hearted to poor Ned, our shep- 
herd. Fie, fie, Janet I 

Janet. »Oh\ yes ; it is ferjr propm, fie, fiing, in- 
deed ; but bur can’t help having affections and^par- 
tialities for Harry, any more than Ned can help 
loving hnrself ; and ao they may pripple and may 
prap^e about false-bearteduess ; but, after all, as 
the ballad goes, till prudence says yes, a poor girl 
should always say no. ^ 

AIR.— Janet. 

Love, little hUnd urchin, went stroUmg one day, 

And madrigals chanted so pretty ; 

While ballads he sold as he went on his way. 

With Valentine verses so witty : 
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Love's harden uhu ** Midde, ne'er moay your henrte 
throvfi 

TiU prudence prompie ye$t eSnuye mioer, oh\ no," 


Love, liith false urchin, adviee didn't spare. 

Vet his arrows at random he shot 'em ; 

And a dart n^d at Prudence, who chanc'd to be 

But thus ummded, their hearts she foryot 'em. 

Left by Prudemt^ the maids turn'd out sitty, and so 
They often said when they should have said no, ^ 

Enter Harriet, (in boy's clothes,) with a basket on 
her shoulder, which she throws on the table, and 
seelhs out of breath. 

Dame, Back already 1 Thee maat have flown. 
Hot, On the wings of gratitade, then. It would 
be wonderful if mjr heels were heavj^ when jour 
kindness has made my heart so light. 

Dame, Well, well sit thee down, and rest a bit : 
thy limbs were neifc made for labour, 1 warrant.-^ 
But come, now here are no listeuers ; tell me ^hat 
is it that makes thee go moping about so, and then 
so merry by turns f 

Har, Why, really I am unhappy. (Carelessly,) * 
Dame, Then yon have always a very pleasant 
way of shewing it. 

Har, Why, dear me ! would you have me make 
everybody miserable because 1 am so? 1 always put 
the best side outwards ; and, when I am sad, rattle 
away to conceal the fulness of my heart through the 
emptiness of my head.— (Aside.) I’ll tell her Tm a 
woman at once, that I may have somebody to put 
confidence in. — Ah ! my dear, dear Mrs. Paddock, 
I have such a story to tell you : I may trust yon ; 
1 think you won’t betray me. 

Dame, Betray thee? Me betray thee? 

Har, Don’t look grave, now, as if yon. were 
angry ; and you know I love you too well to make 
you angry. ( Chucking her coaxingly under the chin. ) 

Dame. Bless me! what’s the matter with the 
boy? 

Har, Now I’ll fasten the door that no one may 
intrude. (Runs to the door.) 

Dame. (Alarmed.) Heyday! what does he mean? 
Why, why — 

uar. You are not afraid of me, are yon 7 Ha, ha ! 
Dame, I protest I don’t know what to make of 
you. Bat, unlock the door, or 1 won’t listen to a 
word. Suppose my good man — suppose — bless me, 
I’m all in a flurry. 

Har. A flurry 1 Hd, ha, hal (Untoeks the door.) 
There, now your alarm’s over, I hope! and now 
for my story. Do you know, for all my swaggering, 
I’m afraid of everybody ; and though you think me 
all simplicity, T — I deceived you. 

Dame. Deceived mel-^Aridir.) The little vil- 
lau ! that was the very thing I was afraid of. 

Har, Now do look grave again. But truth most 
out now, and you won’t be angry vdien you know 
the cause. 1 am not what I seem. 

Dame, That's plain enough. Thee art too well 
spoken for a common body. 

Har. You misoonoeive me. I am— I am — 
Dome. What the gemiois art thee? Art a va- 
craBt? 

Har, No. • 

Dams. A deserter t 
Har, No, no. 

Dame, Art thee good for anything? 

Har, Oh ! no, no ! 

Dame, In short, art thee an honest man? 

Har, Nti. 

Dame. No? 

Har, 1 am — a woman! 

Dame. A woman! Mercy on ns! thee hasn’t 
been tilling thy story to my husband, hast thee? 

Har, No, no; and if I bad, you wouldn’t fear a 
poor, silly girl. 


Dams. Ha, ha, ba! Bnt come, toll thy story. 

Har, a poor orphan, and perseonted 1^ the 
dishononrable addrAses of a ricb guardian, I left 
LonHon in this dress ; and when the little money 1 
had was expended, •reached this spot — ^yon know 
the rest— your generosity — 

Dame, (Wipes her eyes,) Psha! Generosity! say 
no more ahoat it. But — ha, ha, ba ! 1 can't help 
laughing bow thee wilt disappoint all the village 
lasses, who be light-headea and heavy-hearted 
about tbee. 

Pad. (Without.) Dame! 

Dame, My good man do call. Ill come to thee 
again. But I were all in a twitteratiou ; for the 
door locked by a smart lad were enough to alarm 
a likely bedy as I am. Ha, ba, ba ! [DxiV. 

Har, Now, in case of discovery, I am certain of 
protection here. Perhaps my persecutor may follow 
me no longer. What happiness can he hope for? I 
never will be his ; and should he again get me in 
his power, the breaking my heart would &1 all his 
hopes. Pleasure is his pursuit; a phantom for 
[sever eluding its follower, and which, whenseoured« 
ceases to exist. 

AIR.— Harriet. 

•A little boy espied * 

A butterfly one day; . * 

To catch the prize he tried; 

, The insect got away. 

From flower to flower it flew 
The hunter to elude; 

He more impatient grew 
** The longer he pursu'd, 

Purshmq pleasure, if you try, 

'Tie to chase the butterfly. 

The little eager boy 
The trifler foU^'d up ; 

Who buried, to his Joy, 

Within a tula's cep. 

The boy, with all Jus power. 

To seise the tulip flew, ^ 

His ardour crush'd the flower, * 

And kUVd the insect, too. 

Securing pleasure, if you try, 

'Tis to kill tie butterfly. 


[Exd. 


Scene HI . — Another Room, 


Frisk and Paddock discovered eatmg» 

Frisk. Your health, master Paddock. Yon see 
I’m quite free and easy. 

Pad, Well, that be what I like . — (Looks iowardt 
the window . ) 1 declare there’s my landlord, ’squire 
Wilton, from Lnimnn. Well, we mon be civil to an; 
though be be trying to break my lease, and tom 
me out of doors, ’cause I don’t let his hares and 
pheasants eat all my corn. The cause be to be 
tried to-day, and no doubt be be oome on purpose 
about it. However, ** never shew your teeth till 
you oao bite,” as I say to my spouse; ** and one 
moo sometimes hold a candle to the devil,” as mjf 
spouse do say to I. [HnC. 

Frisk. Your health in your absence, my honest 
fellow. (Drinks.) Never was better sle, nor warmeg 
welcome. Bu^ didn’t he say ’squire Wilton? Ho, 
ho! I’d rather not meet him; though he don’t 
know me ; and, iafact, I only know him by name. 

Re-enter Paddock, bowing, usherina in WiLTON. 

Dame Paddock enters at another door, 

Wil. Well. Paddock- 

Pod. The rent be ready, air; I’ll fetch nn dl- 
reo^'. 

WU No snoh haate'j my steward will settle 
that : I merely called with a bow d’ye do, having 
oome down on a shooting exonrsion. 

Frisk, Good opportunity, sir— fine weather— bar* 
vest nearly in— plenty of game, and — 

WU, Sir! 



MY 8POV8B AND h 


[Act I. 


Frist. (Asidt.) Boobj in backskin— matt qait 
him. 

Dams, 'Will jour liononr please to take a snack 
this momin);? ^ . 

#Vwk. Good incentive to appetite here, air. 
Charming chops, capital cntleCi, beaatifnl bacon, 
and admirable ale. 

fV8. Sir, as I have no knowledge of you — 

^ Frist. That impediment shall be removed imme* 
diatelj, sir: I am Frank Frisk, at yonr service; 
a rattle-brained, runaway fellow ; not quit^so for- 
lorn as I look, nor so empty as you may suppose. 

Pad. {Aside to Frisk.) Dang it now, sir, don’t 
make so free with his honour ; iie may think it not 
pretty behaved, under favour. 

Fnsk. My rood Paddock, you have entertained 
me too nobly for me to aflront your friends. — {To 
WiUon.) Beg pardon, sir ; hope my nonsense will 
make no difterence between you and your worthy 
tenant. I’m a good shot, and shall be proud to ac- 
company you, in capacity of a trudge, if most 
agreeable. Start covey, pop* partridge, hamper 
bare, beat bush, bag game, shoot flying, or any 
other possible accommodation in my power. 

WH. I have my people to attend me, sir. — 
{Apart to Pad^ Sliew that man the door. Paddock. 

Pad. Why 1 be main proud to see yourKionour, 
to be sure, because it be a bit of condescension ; 
and 1 hope the gentleman will beg pardon, or so ; 
but as I nave axed un to my bouse, it be not good 
manners to turn un out. 

Wit. Very well, sir. His friendship is probably 
of more consequence than mine. . 

Dame. (i4s}V/e to Pod.) Friendship! Eh! ‘What? 
Pay relit — ask no favour. If thee turfi’stout a poor 
man to please a rich one, thee hast none ot the 
blood of the Paddocks in thee, that’s all. [jEjciV. 

WU. Good day, Mr. Paddock. The goodness of 

K nr lease is to be tried to-day, and I shall remem- 
r this. [Fxit. 

Pad. {Calls after him.) ITour servant, sir. Rent 
be ready when steward do call, sir. Master Frisk, 
thee becla comical gentleman; but I do think thee 
an honest one ; and while thee stayest in this vil- 
lage, Paddock's door be always open to thee. But 
it ben't wise to alTront ’squire ; for it be ** danger- 
ous meddling wi’ edge tools,”^ as I say to my 
spouse ; and there’s no making honey from a 
crab apple,” as iiiy spouse do say to I. 

Fridt, My dear friend, 1 have made a breach 
here, which may operate to yonr disadvantage. I'll 
follow ; and, when I’ve made it up. I’ll Took in 
again. 

Pad. At dinner-time, and welcome. 

Frisk. Thank ye, thank ye. [Rxit. 

Pad. 'Squire may be angry ; but my lease be 
firm and good for all his law, and 1 do pay my rent 
to the day ; so, while 1 do treat un with proper ci- 
vility, that for his anger. {Snaps his fingers.) He 
be, 1 know, but a half-witted one ; and ** empty 
vessels make the greatest' sound,” as I say to my 
spouse ; and, ** a fool’s bolt be soon shot/’ as my 
epoase do say to 1. [.Exii. 

Scene W. ^Fields. 

Enter Wilton, with a gun, and Dick w a Kyery, 
hut unth something in hts dress denothtg the sailor. 
WU. Well, Dick, did you see any birds? 

Dick. Not a sail, your worship. 

WU. Leave off your salt water slang, sir. 

Dick. Won't ship another sea, your worship. 
WU. Psha ! Look out, look out ! 

DUt. Crowd sail directly, your worship. [£xif. 
WU. I’m heartily tired of this fellow. 1 wish I 
hadn't taken him ; but 'tis only till his brother re- 
covers. Hey! Dido, Dido! {Whistles.) Where 
has the dog got to ? I missed her in the last field. 
1 hope BlMrirnot be snapped up. I wouldn’t lose 
lier for a hundred. 


AIR.— WiLTOIt. 

When the grey morning breaks 
O'er the dew-powder' d soil; 

When his way the hind takes, 
l^ht of heart, to his toU; * 

/ rue, ere the sun 
Darts his beams, health tofipurt; 

Call my dog, load my gun. 

Ana away to the sport. 

Creep slow through the stubble, the covey are met ; 
Soho! Dido — gtw dog — she has 'em — they're set. 

I mark 'em — they rise-— bang! one's fated to die — 

I bag it, and onward trot Dulo and J. 

Thus, brace after brace, c 

For my aim’s pretty true, 

/ baa in a space 

That few sportsmen can do. 

With appetite keen. 

To my box, then, I go; 

While ike charms of the scene 

m Set my heart in a glow. 

But hold — m the siuhbbt — hey— Dido stops short — 
k Soho! Dido— good dog — she points to the sport — 

/ nuirk 'em— they rise — bang ! another must die — 
i bag it, and homeward trot Dido and /. 

JU-enter Dick. 

Dkk. Not a sail in the offing, your worship. 

Enter 1 AkiilUI\c.T, hiohing another roay. 

WU. ( To Har.) Harkye ! my lad, have you seen 
any birds? 

Har. Yes, sir, I saw — {Aside.) Heavens! my 
persecutor! [Euusqf. 

WU. Dick, did you see that face? 

Dick. Tacked too soon, your honour. 

WiL Psha ! Run after that lad directly, and find 
out where he lives. Run! 

Dirk. Ten knots an hour, your honour. [£xiL 

WU. 1 am egregiously deceived, or that is Har- 
riet Greville in disguise. I cannot mistake a face 
that has made such an iinpressinn on my heart; and 
running away the moment 1 spoke confiurins my sus- 
picion. But how got she here? 

Enter Scorem. Frisk enters behind, and listens. 

Sco. Happy to see your honour in these psrts. 

WU. Thank ye. Pray, who is that lad that passed 
you jost DOW? 

Sco, A wanderer who came to the village, and 
was taken in by Paddock ; and I dare say, he’ll 
take him in tii return. For niy part, 1 don^t know 
what use he can be to him ; he seema more 'like a 
girl than a boy. But Paddock is but a poor, fool- 
ish fellow. 

WU. Yes, he insulted me this morning; but he 
shall repent it before I leave the country. 

Pride. {Aside.) Indeed! 

Sco. {Aside.) Ho, bo! The wind sets in that 
quarter, does it? I’m sure he ought to pay every 
respect to your honour, when his farm is so mueli 
unaerlet, and a long lease, too. 

WU. His lease, I hope, will be set aside to-day; 
however, if not, I will never give Ifim another. 

Sco. {Aside) A lucky moment! no^ for a clincher. 

Frisk. {Aside.) If you don’t get a olinelier some 
day, somebody won't get his due, that’s all. 

Sco, 'Tis no business of mine, to be sura ; but I 
would give one-third more rent for the farm ; and 
if I ooold assist yonr honour in gaining your cause, 
and getting rid of the lease — 

WU. If you can, yon shall have the new one. 

Sco, A bargain. I’ve seen his lease : ho enirages 
to keep on the farm never less than one hundred 
sheep at a time. 

WiL Well? 

Seo. Now, to my knowledge, for the last twelve 
months, there haven’t been more than fifty on it. 

WU, Indeed! that will make the lease void, and 
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gain the canae. Prove it, and the new lease shall he 
^oars. Meet me at the Manor-house this evening. 

iSho. I will, your honour. I’ll prove it. I’ll take 
my own oath. 

Wit. Willson, mv honest fellow 7 

Sco, Yes, to anything. 

Frhk. (Aside.) I don’t doubt it. 

Sco. I won’t fail, your honour. — (Aside.) I’ve 
nail’d it. [Ejrit. 

Frisk. (Aside.) Yes ; but the clincher’s to come 
yet, and 1 must have a band in that. 

Re-enter Dick. 

Dkk. Couldn’t get the weather-gage . of him, 
your honour; so hauled in, tacked about, and — 

Wil. Follow me. [Exit. 

Dick. Another squall. He grows so cranky and 
yawish, there’s no bearing him ; however, I’m rated 
for the present cruise ; but when we return to port , 
I’Jl strike the yellow admiral’s flag here, (pointing 
to the cuffs of his coat, which are yeUou),) and sail 
under the true blue again. 

Erisk. (Comes/onoord.) .Why, Dick? • * 

pick. Bless me ! your mnour, how glad I am tc% 
liail you once more. Only cruise here a few glasses, 
and I’li heave in your wake again. But boatswain 
has piped, and f must obey orders. [Exit. 

Frisk. Meeting Dick’s apropos. lie must assist 
me to foil this publican : so, as he is to return. I’ll 
ait down here, and ruminate like a half-starved pe- 
ripatetic. ( Sits down half concealed by a hush . ) • 

Enter /a NET. 

Janet, Oh ! dearest me ! it ia creat criefs and 
dialresses,' look you, that this Harry waa ever come 
to the place : he has made sad work with hur poor 
heart. 

Enter Ned, whistling, and twirling a stick, and ap- 
pearing not to see Janet. 

Janet. (Aside.) Well, I’m sure! what disdains 
and indiflerences [ But though bur doesn’t care for 
him, hur will make him feel for his waul of man- 
ners, look you ! — Ned ! 

Ned. (S%MUp, and only half turning.) Well? 

Janet. Hur is going to the fair next week. 

Ned, May be so. 

Janet. And who d’ye think is going with bar? 

AW. I don't care. 

Janet. Harry. 

Ned. What*s it to I ? what dost tease I for? 
(As Ned is going, he meets Harriet, who has a 
cane, and pttshes against him rudely . ) 

Bar. Very civil, Mr. Ned ; the road's wide enough. 

Ned. I shall walk upon what part of it I please, 
Mr. Harry. 

Bar. And so shall I, Mr. Ned. 

Ned* Broo! 

Bar. And broo again, if you go to that. 

Janet. You’re a good-for-nothing, ill-manneredly 
fellow! Lookye r (To AW.) 

Ned. And you are a good-for-nothing girl, look 
yon ! I care as little for thee, aa for he ; and if he 
give me any of his o\n,-V\[^( Flourishes his stick.) 

Janet. Do touch him ; and hur will claw your 
knave’s sconce well, so hur will. 

Bar. Prajb good folks, don't quarrel on ac- 
count. Yoii may flounce, sir, and look bluff, and 
fancy^ I’m not as much of a man ns yourself, sir ; 
but I’d have you to know, sir, that I've vdhquished 
a better inao than you, before now, sir. 

Janet. Ned, why don't hur go to bur work, and 
not affront her betters, look you? 

Ned. My betters, indeed ! A poor vagrant, for 
aught I know— I’ve a great mind to-^(Gouig to* 
wards Barriet.) 

Janet. Ay, touch him if yon dare! (Getting be- 
tween them.) ^ 

Bar. (Aside.) Let her keep to that, and I may 
bluster in safety. Pm half afraid, already. — You’d 
better be quiet, sir. 


Ned, Ay, you may swagger ; but you don't rob 
me of my sweetheart soeasDy. 

Bt^. Me rob ycjp of your sweetheart I Bless the 
bov ri’vo no inclination to rob you of your sweet- 
bcfcrt; and indeed if 1 had, I could hardly anppose 
that she, who hadvbeen false to another, would be 
true to me. 

Janet. It is fery fitting and proper, look yon, bur 
should be afironted, and set at nought, for putting 
hurself in the power of nobody knows who, and no- 
body cares who, neither ; and if hur was Ned, bur 
would^ireak her coxcomb’s bead, so hur would! 

Ned. And if you tell me. I’ll do it in a minute. 
(Adoasices angrdy towards Barriet . ) 

Janet. (Alarmed for Barriet.) If yon lay a finger 
on him, hur will never forgive you. Look you! 


TRIO. — Harriet, Ned, and Janet. 


liar. 

Ned. 


Janet. 

Ned. 

Har. 

Janet. 

• 

Har. 

Janet. 

Ned. 


Har. 

nIA 


Janet. 

Ned. 

Janet. 

Har. 


Ned. 


Pray, don't quarrel for me. 

Give up all thinking of she. 

Or worse for you It shall be, 

A ud rU do it, though Janet it lose me. 
Keep hur distance from Harry. 

His point he sha'n't carry. 

Good day — (Going,) 

Pray, now, tarry • 

To spite him. 

Nay, prythee, excuse me, • 

Fou are a coxcomb, a knave ! ( To Ned . ) 
None of your airs I'll have : ( To Janet, ) 

/ don't cure for you that. (Snaps his fingers) 
What are you both at ? 

I'U ne'er rival you, though you dhuse me. 

I dfm't care tf you do. 

And, pray, who are pouf 
If you cross me again — 

If he do, sir, whai then? 

Let him stay, and you'll see. 
i )h ! never mind he. ( To Harnsi.) 

Stay, and brave him. 

Nay, pr'ythee, excuse me. 

Now, Janet, consider; with Ned you are 

Topi^ at cross-purposes thus is provoBnp. 
A false hearted yirl! But I won't stand hu 
joking ; 

To play at cross-purpoies thus is provoking. 

[Exeunt all but FriA. 


Frisk. (Coming forward.) A pretty picture of 
rural simplicity !— [Enter DiCK.]— So, Dick, you’re 
returned. 

• Dick, Yes, I've slipped cable. And so your ho- 
nour is cruising under false colours. 

Frisk, Don't you blab, Dick ; but yon seem un- 
der false colours, too. 

Dick, After a long voyage, I’d a mind to have a 
bit of a laud cruise, by way of change ; so, my bro- 
ther Jack, who was the ’squire’s roreinast-inan, 
being on the doctor’s service, 1 volunteered into 
the service for him ; and here 1 am cox'en of the 
Cockatoo cruiser. 

l^risk. Cninroanded by Captain Strutt. Now, 
Dick, you can do me a service. 

DiA.Can 1? Wasn’t I your honour’s foster bro- 
ther? and wpn’t 1 go through fire, wind, and water, 
for you? 

Frisk. You’re an honest fellow, Dick : and now 
for the service 1 want performed. Soorem, of the 
Barley Mow, an empty, hollow-hearted tap-tub, » 
going to rob a worthy mrroer here of his lease: your 
master is his landlord, and yon must manage — 

Dwk. To rake Scorem, and bring the farmer out 
of the enemy’s wake. 

Frisk, But here they oome, and with tlicm a lad : 
no, he has turned down the other l>ath. 

Dirk. (Lodkwg out.) That's the lad «vhose lati- 
tude my master order^ ipe to find. The ’squire 
thinks he’s a girl that be is in ehast of ) and so. 
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majbap, yon can leid me t hand to pat ’aqoire 
abaft toe binnaolo, too# 

JFru/kM A girl ! So ! an odyenlnre ! (T/isy retire,) 
Unier ScoREM and #addogk. 

Aco. Whj, really, friend Paddock, the 'squire’s 
a queer fellow ; and I wonldn'^gire into hii vaga- 
ries. What have you to fear? 

Jurist. (Coming forward,) A snake in the grass. 

Seo, What do yon mean? 

Frisk, To scotch tbd snake. 

Pad, {To Frisk.) Why, yon be rather tqo hasty 
and iaterfiering like. It don't become thee, under 
favour. [fool or a knave. 

Frisk. It’s a way I have, whenever I meet either a 

ASco. One of which I suppose lam? 

Frisk. No, not one — ^both. 

Seo, You are an impertinent fellow ! Come 
along, neighbour Paddock. 

Frisk, ^iend Paddock, he’s a black sheep : you 
haven’t one like him among all the fifty you keep 
on your farm. 

Seo. (Aside.) Fifty ! He knows more than he 
should. I’ll go to the Manor House directly. — 
Well, Paddock, if you mean to stop, I most go. 
[As Storem goes off, Paddoik isfolbw^, 
bulris slopped by Frisk. 

^ Frisk. Beware of that fellow ; he’s as (hlse as 
his own measure. He’s after mischief. 

Pad. You be an odd kind of gentleman! — ^Neigh- 
bour Soorem — [lad? 

Frisk, Is like his chalk, double. But where's the 

Ihck. He pushed oil the moment he saw yon. 

Pad. Ay, that be a fine lad; and hai& gone 
through a power of mislortnnes. and she ibldiny 

Fruk. She! [dame — 

Pad. (Confused.) Odd rot’un * did I say she? 

Frisk, Come, come ; it is a girl , and a plan is on 
foot to do both yon and her mischief. Old Barley 
Mow is at the bottom ; but he shall have bis score 
profierly paid off. — [Baler Ned.] 

Ked. Dinner be ready, master. 

Pad. Well, I’ll just tell the reapers to strike, 
and then join yon. [Bxi/. 

Frisk, Then we’ll digest our business and the 
beefsteaks, at the same time. 

Enter several Reapers, who join in the Finale. 

FINALE. 

We*U hold a cabinet eountH 
O'er a beefsteak and brown ale; 

And that's a foundation for argument 
Too substantud to fad. 

A bumper we'U JUl to the honest man, 

We'U toast hun aoatn and again ; 

And confusion well drink to ev'ry rogue's 
And pledge it like able men. Jjdau, 

With a hob-nob, and a merry go round, 

And we'U pull in ere reason fail; 

For the stoutest man tn the kingdom found 
Must knock under to hummmg ale. 

AGT II. — Scene I. — Paddock's Parlours 
Fad]>ock,Dame Paddock, FRiSK,afidHARRiET, 

discovered. ^ 

Pad. (To Frisk.) But art sure thee art right? It 
be bad to take away a mao’s good name. 

Dame. Good name, quotha? Scorem’s good 
name be like his good de— bad is the best oft. 

Frisk. That he said so, I have two good witnesses, 
my ears ; that he'll do so, I’ve a certain proof in 
Ua heart; and that he’ll be foiled, I’ve a pretty 
gdod presentiment in my own. So, caiit oflT care, 
g#i in your corn, and 1 promise you the jolliest bar- 
Vfuit-bone you have bad since you was a farmer. 

Pad, Thou speak’st as thee wishes!. ** Thy 
beart be good,” as I say to my spouse ; ** bat tby 


head goes a wool-gathering,’^ as my tpoase do say 
to I. ^ 

Frisk, It will produce a golden fleece, then. 

Pad. I wish it maj prove so : however, t’ cause 
ben’t tried yet ; law's unsartaki ; and I always 
think the two tails of a counseUor’'s wig be like 
plaintiff' and defendant, their only dependauce be 
t' lawyer’s head. [Bril. 

Dame, He do seem rather narvonsome ; and if 
his kind heart do sink, mine will be too sorrowful 
to keep it op. [Boral, crying. 

FriA. (Aside.) This Wilton little dreams of the 
rod I have in pickle for him. I wonder I haven’t 
heard from lawyer Prose ; sure, be never received 
the letter I eenihim.— (Seeing Harriet disconsolate,) 
Why, Harry* * 

Har, Ahl Mr. Frisk, they have been my sup- 
port, my preservers, and are the only friends I have. 

Frisk. Come, come; don’t be so unjust as to 
leave me out of the number. But I know all about 
it : don’t blush, now. 

ffar. Sir* 

‘Frisk. Madam! k 

Hat. What do yon mean"? 

Frisk. Mean ! as if you couldn’t guess. 1 
v/ouldn’t be thought impertinent ; but do you think 
your disguise could deceive me** 

Har. (Affecting vique.) Disguise, sir* I don’t 
nnderstand yon. Tliongh yoo may look upon me as 
a mere boy, I may convince you I am as much of a 
• man as many — 

Frisk, Who wear a woman’s heart under a man’s 
habit. It is useless to trifle; Wilton suspects yoo, 
and has laid a plan to get you into bis power. 

Har. Heaven shield me from that power ! But, 
but — ( Conceals her face with agitation.) 

Frisk. Come, come, why In tears i you see 1 was 
in the secret, and — 

Har. ’Twas unmanly, sir, to take me by sarprise. 

Frisk, By surprise, my dear girl * I know your 
sex ; I honour all your sex ; and I’ll fight for yon 
all : so, don’t tear to pat confidence in me, I will 
protect me. 

Frisk. By my head and my hands ; plan with 
one, and fight with the other. But is this same 
buckram ’squire the man who occasioned your flight 
and disguise ** [fly. 

Har. He is, and on whose account I must again 

Frisk. Not while Frank Frisk stays in the vil- 
lage ; I shall leave it myself soon, and then we will 
go together. 

Har. Sir * upon my word von don’t want for oon- 
fidenoe ; but I hope you will do me the honour to 
consult me upon the occasion. 

Fruk. Oh ' my dear, we’ll have the parson’s per- 
mission; foi the moment I knew you, 1 determined 
to ofler you my heart. [of esteem.” 

Hur. InHoribed like a Tunbridge toy: a trifle 

Frisk. Pretty encouragomeot * Yet might 1 but 
presume — 

Har. Might you but presume ! What have yon 
been doing all this time? But were I inclined to re- 
turn this extraordinary compliment to my nnder- 
standiiig, there is an insurmountable objection,— 
you forget, sir, I am poor. 

Frisk. So am I ; and we shall mafoh the better. 
Love andpoverty, they say, don’t agree ; but the 
Jove that flies out of the window at the sight of po- 
verty, deserves to have the door shut in his face. 
So, if you can accept the heat t of a poor, eooentrio 
fellow, who is, I hope, moie fool than knave, there 
is my hand ; if you reject it, there's a pond in the 
yard, and a pear-tree in the garden, and if I am fished 
tor in the one, or plucked like a ^rgamy from the 
other, whose fault will it be? 

Har. If year case be so desperate, it will require 
some ooDsideratioo ; and, perhaps, it is fortuoate 
I am poor; or, really, rather than break your heart, 
I mignt, perhaps, be induced to pay— what am 1 
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Good b’je: 1 ninit letTO the place; and if 
we shoald neve^ meet again — 

Friak. Remember, if yon leave thia plaoe with- 
oot me you'll break my heart, and (toaHAUorney*a 
Clerk who en^ra aa Marriat goea off) I’ve a great 
mind to break your bead. 

Clerk. Then 1 aboold lay yon by the beela. Is 
your name Paddock 1 

Enter Paddock. 

Pad. That be my name. 

Clerk. (Owing a paper.) There. 

Pad. Well, sir, w^t be thisl 

Clerk. A common subpcsna, ducea tecum. 

Pad. Dence take 'em ! common enough, mayhap ; 
but k be all Greek gibberish to I. 

Clerk. 'Tis a notice to you to produce your lease 
in court at the trial of the action of Thrnstonton tbe 
demise of Wilton, veraua Holdfast; unless rou 
wisely prefer letting judgment go by defanlt. The 
deed won’t hold water. 

Pad. Hold water I Won't it hold tbe land for I ? 

Clerk. 'Tis good for notbjpg. ^ • 

Pad. Why, it be a shameful thing, then: and 
what be 1 to do about it, sirl * 

Clerk. Weare plaintiff's attorney, and oan’tadvi8& 

Friak. Now I can. 

Clerk. Well, then, what would yon advise? 

Friak. You to get out of this place, or I’ll serve 
a writ of ^ectment on you. (Lifts up his foot.) 

Clerk. Sir, I'll clear the court wituout eaecutingg 
any further writ of inquiry. [Exit. 

Pad. Why, now you will be hasty, sir : the young 
man were but doing his duty, and he couldn’t help it. 

Friak. No more could I ; my spleen rose, and my 
foot often rises with it ; but let us take a turn round 
tl^e field together, and consider what is to be done; 
I'm a bit of a lawyer myself, and you’ll have my ad- 
vice without a fee ; and if it mislead it's no 
more than tlie adyice you pay for often does. 

* [Rxstmf. 

Scene II^J retired Landscape. 

Enter Wilton and DiCK. 


WU. Now, Dick, yon must get in conversation 
with this Harry, and decoy him to the back of the 
manor-house, where Soorem will be waiting, dis- 
guised like a black — 

Dick. And your honour wonld make a black of 
me, too. 

WU. What, sir ? 

Dick. Why, lookye, sir, I a'n’t used to the smug- 
gling service ; in oil proper duty, till the cruise be 
over. I'll obey, but ril never disgrace tbe blue 
jacket I once wore by piracy. 

WU. Yon shall repent this. 

Dkk. I should repent t'other, 1 believe ; and if 
we can't mets togetner without squalls, I’m ready 
to strike the flag, unrig, and take my discharge. 

WU. Go back to tbe manor-house and wait my 
pleasure. 

Dick. With all hearts; steady in the rigging, 
staunch at my gun ; but always steer clear of a lee- 
shore, your honour. 

WU. This rascal will betray me, so I’ll ship him 
off, to use his own phrase : the girl I’ll have, and I 
am doubly determined to punish Paddock for pro- 
tecting her. The cause relative to Paddock's 
lease comes on to-day. Scorem's evidenoe ensures 
me success ; then I'll turn Paddock out directly, 
and give the lease to him, because he's just snob a 
convenient fellow as I want; and, 'faith! 1 must lose 
no time while the power is in my hands ; for young 
Worthy, whom I never saw, prosecutes his cause 
against me so vigorously, to recover this ample 
estate, which has been so many years in onr famuy, 
that such is tbe unoertainty of the law, I may not 
long bemasterofit. Yet Quibble's lasiletterassqres 
me I'm safe, and— do my eyes deceive roe? No— 
here comes Harriet— lucky opportunity! (Retires.) 


Enter Harriet, thanghtfidlg^ wUh a kundle. 
Ear. Yes; I'm resolved, this night it shall be 
done : I must bid Frank adieu for ever: for an hour 
in this place is an age of terror, lest Wilton should 
seclure me. 

WiUon. (Seiaingel^.) Wilton has secured you ; 
and now, madam, with me }ou return. 

Ear. For heaven’s sake, sir, persecute me no 
longer ; I never will be your's. 

Enter Frisr. 

WU.a Yon know me too well to suppose this 
nonsense will avail. 

Frisk. Then, peihsps, this will. (Shewina hia 
cane. To Earriet.) Return to Paddock’s, and leave 
him to me. [Rjnt ffor. 

Wtl. Rascal ! what do yon mean'* 

Friak. Excuse my rudeness *, but I've a strange 
complaint in this arm ; a kind of something that 
always puts it iu motion whenever I see a scoundrel 
ill treat a woman. 

WU. This shall cost you dear. (Going off the wag 
Harriet went.) 

Frisk. (Stopping him, and pointing to the other 
side.) No, your road lies that way ; the air of that 
field isn’t good for your health. 

W il. Let me pats. • 

Friit. Now, be advised. • 

lYti. Death and fury, sir* if yoR were a gentle- 
man, I should know how to talk to you. 

Frisk, No, you wouldn't , it would require a gen- 
tleman to do that. In one word, go that way, or — I 
feel it coming. (Shaking his cane.) 

Wd^ Yon shall answer for this, sir. [Esitm 
FriSt. ( CaUing after him. ) I shall always be ready. 
This was a lucky recontre ; but I must watch him, 
that he may not go round and meet her again. [Exit. 

Enter NCD. 

Ned. Heyday ! I met my rival, Harry, running as 
if be were bewitched, he seemed unhappy : I’m sorry 
for that, though be have stolen Janets heart from 
me; for now I ha’ recovered my own, and he may 
take her and welcome. I ha’ done with the sex ; for 
since she be false-hearted, 1 don’t think there be a 
true one amongst ’em. I shall never forget when I 
brought her a riband from the fair. 

SONG.— Ned. 

I went to the fair with a heart aU ao merry. 

Sum hey down, ho down, derry down dee! 

And i bought a gay riband, as red as a cherry. 

For the girl I hv*d best, and who vow’d to love me. 

I return'd from the fair, gaUy whistHna and singing. 
Mu true lover's knot I in triun^h was bringing: 

Oh * it wasn't for me that I heard the bells t inging ; 
Sing hey dawn, ho down, derry down dee! 

I found she was false, though she promis'd me fairfy. 
Sing hey down, ho down, derry dawn dee; 

And women, / trow, are like weatherco^; rarely 
They're fix'd to one point, so coquettish they be. 
My true lover's knot I away were nowfttnaing. 

I've done with the aex, will live single, and singing. 
Oh! it wasn't for me, ^c. [RjreMtit. 

SOENE lU.— Paddock's Parlour. 

0 Enter Dame Paddock. 

Dame. Ob ' dear heart ' my poor man be gone to 
the 'sizes about the lease ; if lie lose the cause it 
will go nigh to break hi^ heart. — [Enter Janet.] — 
Janet, girl, why, what brings thee? 

Janet. To ask and entreat, look yon, that yon will 
speak a goot word for liar to Harry ; and tell him it is 
creal shames and scandals to plague a poor girl, who 
has partialities and afleotions for him, look you. 

SONG.-4anet. 

Ah! waU-a^day! 

Now may hur say, 
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[Act II. 


^ A 


Hurfar a hmhand nnut tarry: 

Mur*s young t and thought pretty ^ 

Ohrttsapity . 

That Ned hur e'er promis'd to marry. 

In vain he comes after hur wooing, ' 

In vain hurself Harry pufswng, 

*Tis wailing and woe; 

Hur must sight heigho! 

And love, spite of Ned, cruel Harry. 

Why did he come? 

Sweet was hur home; • 

Care hur had never to parry : 

Now all's melancholy, 

Grieving and folly, 

Ah! sure, to the grave 'twill hur carry. 

Of her cruelty Ned is complaining, 

Hurself suffers Harry's disdaining; 

*TU wailing and woe, 

Hur must stgh, heigho! 

And love, spite of Ned, cruel Harry. 

Enter Ned. 

Ned. Love Harr^ ! Then more shame for yoa, 
after all the proiiiUes vou made tome; bat I’ve 
done with you. 

Dame. Two ^oIm ! ( To Janet.) Bui if thee be’st 
BO chanueable, he'll have no bargain of thee««I war- 
rant. (/(iiief and Ned go up the stage. ) 

H A K R I ET runs in with a hundU, and drops on a chair. 

Har. Oh! dame, I have had snch an escape! 
Wilton, notwithstanding iny disguise, has disco- 
vered that I am the woman he persecutes. 

Janet. Oh! bless hur conscience! hurisavromau. 
Dame. There ; now the secret be out’; but if either 
of vou blab, I'll never forgive you. 

Ned. Never fear me, mistress. Now 1 shall be 
even with Miss Janet. {Aside.) 

Har. Disguise is in vain now ; all, all will be 
known. Save me from Wilton: exposed, as I have 
been, I shall, in this form, become a laughing-stock ; 
in that bundle is the last female dress 1 ever wore ; I 
will resnnte it, and wait the event with resignation. 

Dame, Come, come, keep up thy spirits; never 
nind him ; biess’cc, at thy age, if the best he that 
ever woie a head had been troublesome to me, he'd 
Lave met with his match, I warrant me. 

[Exit with Har. 

Janet. Well, it is full of wonders and marvels, 
look you. ( To Ned, who is going off.) 

Ned. Oh! you want to follow me now? 

DUETT.— Ned and Janet. , 

Kcd. JHy heart is as free 

As a bird on a tree, 

Your days of vagary you've had 'em: 

A nice thing youm- made 
Of your parjury trade ; 

Pack off to some other, good madam. 

Pray, do. 

Janet, 'Tis fitting to jeer. 

And to flounce and to sneer. 

But hur sex were all cruel from Adam : • 

But hur won't take if so. 

And I'd have hur to know. 

Mister Sir, hur was never a madpm. 

No, no. 

Ned, You know it was base. 

But I pity your case; 

How the folks will be aU of them joking ! 

And, then, by the way. 

Such spitejul things say-^ 

Poor Janet! ti's very provoking! 

Poor girl! 

Janet, Hur's monstrous wise. 

But hur'U tear out hur eyes: 

Hur's come to a pass very pretty ! 

Pray, go, and who cares? 

« Hur an't at her last pray'rs. 


Ned, Poor Jauai, your trouble IpHy, 

Ido. 

Janet. Ay, insult her now, do, with wur pity, 

Pray, do. 

Scene IV.— J Village.* 

Enter FlllSK, reading a letter. 

Frisk. Brave news! andlawyerProsB will be here 
this day ; what between law and love, I’m prettily 
perplexed ; the terms are almost synonymoos, and 
in either case, when it comes to an attaobmeot, 
there’s an end to the liberty of the subject. 

Enter Constable. 

Con. In the king’s name, stand. 

Frisk, i prefer walking. r 

Con. You mon walk wi’ I, then; you are iny pri- 
soner, for salt and batter on the 'squire’s honour. 

Frisk. Now don’t be importunate, or I may be 
troublesome. 

Con. But you shall go. {Collars him.) 

Enter DiCK, dressed as a sailor, with a slick. 
l>tgk. Belay; haul q/fyonr grappling irons, and 
^ heave a head. 

C'cm. What, do you bring a rescate? 

• Diek. No ; I bring a stick. 

Con. Do yon know that 1 represent the king? 

^ Frisk. Then he’s as ill represented as some of 
his people. 

Enter Pross, hooted and spurred. Frisk puts his 
f> flnger on his mouth, to indicate secresg. 

Pross. Ah! my worthy friend, glad to meet with 
you ; have scoured the whole place for you ; in a 
great hurry to be oft* again ; so, come along. 

Con, No ; be man go along. 

Pross. Why, what s the matter? 

Frisk. A trifle : a gentleman was impertinent, and 
I was impatient; he wanted a conge, and I oll’ered 
him a cane; that's all. {Dickwhispers to Frisk.) 
Pross, I’ll undertake for him. 

Con. Why, what be an undertaker to do in this 
business? 

Pross. An undertaker, fellow? I’m Peter Pross, 
attorney at law, and I’ll answer for bis appearance. 
Con. No ; be inun appear to answer for himself. 
Frisk. You astonisb me, Dick; then there’s no 
time to lose. ( To Constable.) My good fellow, I'll 
go where you please ; but first go with me. You, 
Dick, keep aloof a bit, you’ll know your cue. 

[Exeunt all but Dick. 
Dick. Ay, ay, your honour ! never miss signal. 
{Looking at his dress.) Now I feel as I used to do: 
I’ve parted company with the ’squire; and this rig- 
ging makes me look something like again : why, in 
ois livery, I was like a British bottom with French 
colours. He thought to frighten me, by talking of 
a discharge ; but he’d got uold of the»wrons man, 
A true seaman is never frightened at a squall ; and 
if be be set adrift, why he works bis way as well as 
as he OBO. 

AIR.— Dick. 

We tars have a maxim, yonr honours, d'ye see. 

To live in the same wau we fight; 

We never give in, and when running a lee. 

We pive hands the vessel to right. 

It may do for a lubber to snivel and that, 

If by chance on a shoal he be cast; 

But a tafamong breakers, or thrown on aflai, 

Pulls away, tug and tug, to the last. 

With a yeo, yeo, yeo,fol de rol. 

This life, as we're told, is a kind of a cruise. 

In which sfoniis and calms take their turn ; 

If'tis storm, why we bustle; if calm, then we boose; 

All taught from the stetn to the stem; 

Our cqpfain, who in our own lingo would qteak, 

Would say, to the cable stick fast; 

And whether the anchor be cast, or a-peak. 

Putt away, tuy and tug, to the last. 

With a yeo, yeo, yeo,fol de rol. [Rjnf« 



Scene 5.] 


MY SPOUSE AND 1. 


Scene V^Paddoek*a Parlour, 
Paddock and Dame Paddock ducovored. 

Pad. YeSf dame, it be all over, sure enoagh: 
’iquire ha* Scorem, for hia 

villany, will get the lease. 

Dame. Well, well, keep op thj apirita; we have 
a little left, aad we can atill work. I reel moat for the 
poor girl, who is op stairs, crying ; and do look like 
an angel in her own olotheK. (Knock at the door.) 

Poo. Come in. [finter fkeilttorNey'a O, 

you be here already, be yon? but ** ill weeds comd 
quick,*’ as I say to my ipoose ; and “ there be no 
shaking od* troublesome companions,” as my spouse 
do aay to I. 

Clerk. You most all torn out; the landlord and 
the new tenant are coining. 

Dame. Hey! wliat,8oorem? Ifaoomeanearme — 

Pad. Nay, nay, dame; don’t lose thy temper, 
and be a fool, because be be a knave : we innn turn 
out. what then? John Paddock may hold up his head 
where they will be ashamed to shew their^ faces. 
Come, wife, come ; why do’ee be foolish and cry for? 
have a good heart, and bear it like I ; ( Aa//* cruiug^ 
heigho ! If I did but keep fifty sheep, t'farm be^ 
good again as when I took it: but this be law. 

Clerk, Yes ; the very letter of the law 

Pad, Then it be black letter, and justice couldn’t 
read it. ^ 

Enter WlLTOH. « 

Wil. Mr. Paddock, you guess the nature of my 
visit here? 

Pad. Yes, yea ! you ha* done your worst, and I 
am ready to turn out as soon as the law requires. 
For ** the weakest goes to the wall,” as I say to inv 
spouse; and needs must, when the devil drives,” 
as my spouse says to 1. 

Enter Harriet, in female dreaa. 

Wil, (Aside^ seeing her.) She’s here! and no 
longer in disguise. (Alletupts to seize Harriet; 
Paddock catches up his whip, and stands between 
them.) 

Pad. Stand ofl:'! stand off! She be under iny 
protection. (Scoretn disarms Paddock.) 

Dame, (To iSicorem, and catching up themiier.) 
Ah! do’ee touch him, do’ee. (Wilton seizes llarrietS 

Hot. Will nothing but my destruction, and that 
of these worthy people, to whom I owe my life, 
content you? 

1Yf7. 1 seek your happiness, and to give you an 
opportunity of returning their kindness ; there is a 
new lease, with blanks for the tenant’s name; con- 
sent to return to town with me, and 1 will insert 
Paddock’s, and leave him in possession of the farm. 

Pad. Dofln’tee consider os — pray doan’tee, miss ; 
we should never thrive in the farm. 

Dame, Doan'tee, miss, pray ; I’ll go down on my 
knees to thee — 

Har. 1 will never insult my protectors, 1^ sup- 
posing they would profit by my dishonour, lam of 
age, sir ; vour power over me ceases, and 1 defy it. 

Wil. Then yon have decided their fate. Give me 
the lease. (Signs it.) Now insert Scorem’s name. 
(To the Clerl, who writes.) And now, sir, (to Pad- 
dock) von quit the premises. 

Pad. Mon we be thrust out like vagabonds ? 

Enter Frisk. 

Frisk. Never, while Frank Frisk is near to pro- 
tect yon. 

Pad. What canst thee do, foolish man ? our cup 
of affliction be full. 

Prisk.^ Then we’ll make his honour drink it. 
Harriet in tears? Harkye! sir, (to Wilton,) how 
have you dared to insult that incomparable girl? 

Wu. I expected you was in oustMy, sir. 

Frisk. Yes, and bere’s my bail. 


Enter Pross. 


ITif. Pross, the attorney ! 

ProM. Yes, Pdler Pross ; old Quibble, as I told 
ys>u he would, deceived you: ’tis all up— decree 
pronounced against you. 

WU. What, sir? 

Pross. ( Takes outanew^[}aper,andreadsi) Worthy 
versus Wilton. The long depending cauu relative to 
the valuable estate of Golden Acres is at last decided 
in favour of the plaintiff, Worthy; and all the leases 
given by the defendant, Wilton, are void; who has, 
likewise, to pay up a long list of arrears^ ^c. 4^. dfc* 
Pross. Here, sir, is the lej^al instrument, (shews 
aparchme»tt) by virtue of which we act. 

Wil, Confound you all ! rDvif* 

Pad. ( To Seorem, who has the lease in his nsmd.) 

one. 

renewed. 


) Yonr lease. Master Seorem, be not a long one. 
I Datne. Mayhap, he’d like to have it rene 


Ha! ha! ha! 


Enter DiCK. 


Dick, So hishononr has bilged at Iasi. (Frisk and 
Harriet talk apart.) 

Pad. (To Pross.) Aud, pray, who be landlord 
now, sir? 

Pross. Francis Worthy, Esquire, and there be is. 

• (Poitds to Frisk. All amazed hut Hide.) 

Dick. Yes, yea; the false cqlours*are hauled 
down, and the true blue hoisted. 

Pad. Be that Mr. Worthy? I do humbly beg 
yonr honour’s pardon for all the freedoms we have 
I taken with one another ; but we were all in the 
dar^; and ** ignorance be excusable,” as 1 say to 
my s^use ; and ** a fool’s tongue do run before bis 
I wit,’’ as niy*spouse do say to I. 

Frisk. Freedoms ! Why you made me free of the 
; dining parlour, when old Trust-to-iiiorrow shut the 
diior in my face. 

I Sco. I’m sure if I’d known who your honour was— 

I Frisk. You would have told me of Uie clause in 
I the lease; you’re a black sheep, and I mean to shear 
! Sco. Your honour won’t turn me out? [tmi. 

I Frisk. But my honour will, I assure you. 

! Sco. Then that (snapping his fingers) for your 
honour ; stand out of the way. (Pushes against the 
' Clerk, who follows him out.) 

Frisk. Now, friend Paddock, rest happy under 
your old roof; your rent shall be reduced; Ned 
and Janet shall have the Barley Mow ; and Dick 
, shall be brought into safe moorings in town. And 
i now, Harriet, may I hope? 

Dame, Do’ee, miss, bless’ee, do'ee. 

^ • Har. ( To Frisk.) As you certainly are entitled to 
! some consideration — ( Starts and looks behind her, 

•' affecting fright.) Bless me' I thought W iltoii was 
I there! .So, to make myself secure, and (to Frisk) 
to save you from the pond or the pear-tree, I fancy 
I mnvt e’en consent — ( Gives her hand, ) 

Frisk. Say you BO? then all shall be jubilee. 

Pad, And I wish you may be as happy as My 
Spouse and I. 

FINALE. 

Frisk. Guilt detected, worth reward^, 

Still a care obscures our view. 

Mw approval he awarded? 

Sovereign lords, we bow to you. 

(Tothe Audiemce.} 

Har. What fears atmoy 
The farmer's hoy ! 

Ah! kindly smile them all away. 

Pad. Your smiles, when won. 

Shall be our sun, 

Andwe'U, while atm akmea, male our hay. 
Dick. A sailor rough, on ocean bred, 

Would favour ax, but knows not how. 
Ned. And pray, your worships, honour Ned, 
with favours at the Barley Mow. 

Cfao. GuiU detected, 4rc. [Exesmi. 
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CHARACTERS. 

CAPTAIN TROPIC 
PAUL 
DIEGO 


ANTONIO 

DOAnNiailC 

ALAMBRA 


\IROINIA 

JACINTHA 

MARY 


ACT h — Scene X,-~~A Wood and Cottage. 
Enter PAUL. 

AIR. 

SeOffrom the oeean rising, 

Br^ht flames the orb of day; 

Yon grovels gay songs shall slumbers 
From Virginia chase amay, 

Virginia appears at the collage window, 
DUETT 

Vir. Thouyh from the ocean rising, • 

Bnght flames the orb of day, 

Alas ! the hour of meeting 
Awhile we n^t delay. 

Vet awhile retiriny-^ hence ^ away ^ 

Paol. My absence if destt ing, I obey. 

\Vtrginia disappears. 
Pan/. When will thetedioiulioar arrive, deatined 
to explain mj doom ! 

Elder J ACI NTH A /rom the cottage, 

Joe. Paol, Paul! 

Pool, Well, Jacintba, what tidings? 

Jac, Virginia reqaests yon to depart for the pre- 
sent. Dominique will be panctaal to tile appointed 
hour; but it is not yet arrived. Pray, reUre. See, 
the young women and the children or the'island ap- 
roaoh, to offer oongralulations to Virginia on her 
irth-day. PauL 

JBInfer Mary, and several young women vnlh garlands 
of flowers. 

CHORUS. 

Haslet my comiNmiims, here to pay 
Our deot of gratitude to worth, 

Wdh song M dance to had the day, 

^ That gone the fair Virginia hvrth. 


Sweet flowerets, while you shed perfume. 

And while each wreath her goodness tells; 

Here, like her cheeks, where roses bloom, 

Shall beauty mark where virtue dwells. 

Enter Diego. 

Diego, Heyday* what mumming is here? What 
fool’s holiday is this? 

Mary. Fool’s holyday, indeed * it ought to be a 
holyday Ihrooglionl the island. It is the birth-day 
oi Virginia ; the amiable, the excellent Virginia ! 
Every heart acknowledges her goodness, every 
tongue proclaims it. 

Diego. Ay, 1 have beard of her, though 1 have 
never seen her. * 

Women. Then you most have heard that deeds of 
charity are her delight. 

Diego. Charity, indeed * Ha, ha, ha! An orphan, 
poor and friendless, to boast of charity. 

Wontett. You may deem her poor, because ahe 
subsists on the gain of her modesty : but friendless 
ahe can never be while gratitude lives in the hearts 
of all around her. 

Diego. But if the girl have no mdhey, whence 
comes her charity ? 

Mary sFrom a rich treasury — ^her own beneficent 
heart Her kindness smooths the brow of age, and 
lightens the burthen of calamity ; her example en- 
courages everyone to be content with their own lot. 

Diego, Well, I shall soon be better acquainted 
witli her ; for I most search her dwelling. 

Mary, Search the cottage of Virginiski 

Diego. Yes; for a runaway slave, named Alam- 
bra ; a young rogue who belonged to my master, 
the English planter, Captain Trimio. 

Mary. Oh * do not let n rude motstep intrude on 
the abode of innooeoce. 
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And to, yoa repay your obUgation with a 
few trumpery flowen : a cheap way of shewing your 
gratitude. Ha, ha, ha! I will go in. 

TRIO and CHORUS. 

Women. ReU intruder, hence away, 

Let no rude act profane tnia day : 

’Tie VirgiMs natal day, I 

Diego. Hence, ye idle pack, awem! 

Inetead of hard and healthy labour, \ 

figging to the pipe and tabor, | 

Serenadmg-‘~masquerodmg — I 

Go home, go home, and work, I aay. 
Women. Againsi decorpe^'tia a sin — 

Diego. Lei me pass — IwUlgovn, 
yfgmon. With these floswry wreaths to-day | 

Our debts of gratitude we pay; I 

Your flinty heart can notiung feel— I 

Diego. You pay your debts with what you steal, | 

Enter "DoMltilQUU, from the house, \ 

Dorn, Ah ! iny pretty lasses, here ye are : come, 
according lo aonoal custom, to congratulate my dear 
young mistress on her birth-day. You all loolf re- 
markably handsome this mornings but I donH woi^ 
der at it. Beauty shines with redoubled lustre when 
lighted up by a kind and beneyolent heart. 1 must 
salute you all round : 1 promised to do so last year : 
it is our duty to perform a promise, and 1 always 
endeavour to do my duty. (Salutes the women,) And 
see, Virginia appears at the window to invite her 
kind visitors. • 

Virginia opens a windotc, and makes signs to the 

Women to enter the cottage ; they go in, and Diego 

is following them, when Dominique stops him. 
Whither are you going, friend? 

Diego, Into that house. 

Dom. Upon whose invitation ? 

Diego. 1 am in search of a slave, who has run 
away from my master, and who may, perhaps, be 
concealed there. 

Dom. That cottage belongs to Virginia *, her oha> 
ranter should silence your suspicions. Be assured 
the slave you seek is not there. 

Diego. Stand aside, and let me pass. 

Dom, Lookye, friend, 1 always do my doty ; I am 
naturally a merry fellow, and tolerably goud-nat ured , 
but if you persist, I must knock you down, I must, 
indeed ; I most do mv duty. 

Diego, Your duty f 

Dom. Yes; Virginia has no parents, no relations 
to protect her. I lived as a servant with Virginia’s 
father when she was bom. He died when she was 
an infant : her mother, when she was on her death-' 
bed, bequeathed this her only daughter to my pro- 
tection ; and 1 will protect her while this arp can 
do its daty\ 

Diego, Do yon mean to strike me? 

Dom, Not 1, indeed, except you oblige me to do 
so. My hand, at any time, would rather greet a 
friend than conquer an enemy. As 1 told you be- 
fore, I am naturally a mer^ fellow: a song or 
dance will make meakip as if roy-nerves were fid- 
dle-strings. My heels are light, for my heart is 
light, ’tis not encumbered with a bad conscience ; 
and when 1 lay my hand on it, and say I have 
always endeavoured to do my duty, it won’t con- 
tradict me. 

Diego, Ha, ha, ha! Virginia is fortunate in 
having snch a slave. 

Dom. A slave ! No, no *, I am, indeed, her ser- 
vant: nay, I will be bold eiiougli to say, her friend ; 
but 1 am no slave, for 1 have British blood in my 

Diego. Indeed ! [veins. 

Dom. Yes ; I am told my father was an English 
sailor, who, being above vulgar prejadioes,adnnred 
a black beauty. I was born in this island, and the 
sun gave a gentle tinge to my complexion to murk 
me as a favourite ; so good morning to you. [£xtf 
Dis^o.] The whole island, blacks and whites, will 


rejoice in the happiness of the lovers : every negro, 
as he passes them, will shew his white teeth, and 
nod in salutation, Ackee O ! Ackee 0 1 ay, and the 
negroes will reifSember them in their songs when 
tiiey dance by moonlight, like so many black fairies. 

SONG.— Dom I N iQU E. 

ITksii the moon shines o'er the deep. 

Aches 0! Athee O! 

And whisker* d dons are fast asleep. 

Snaring, fast asleep. 

From their huts the negroes run, 

* Ackee 01 Ackee Of 
Full offroUc,fuU of jfm, 

Hobdeaf to keep. 

Till mom they dance the merry round. 

To the fife and cymbal. 

See, so brisk. 

How they frisk. 

Airy, gay, and nimble! 

Ivith gestures antk. 

Joyous, frantic. 

They dance the merry round, 

Ackee O! Ackee O! 

To the cymbaVs sound, 

Black lad whispers to black lass, 

Ackee O! Ackee O! • 

Glances sly between them pass, ^ 

Of beating hearts to tell, • 

Tho no blush can paint her cheek, 

Ackee O! Ackee O! 

Still her eyes the language speak 
Of possum quite as well. 

TUI mom, 4*c. 

• Enter Pavl. 

Paul. Well, Domiiiiqae, here I am, all cnrlositj, 
alj expectation. Yon Know 1 am yet ignorant of 
Virgioia’s history and my own. You have promised 
to satisfy my cnriositj. 

Dom. Now it becomes my duty. Know, then, 
that Virginia’s mother was of a noble family in 
Spaio. 

Enter MaRY from the cottage, 

Mary. Dominione! 

Dom, Unlucky ! there is my wife ; she knows the 
story this time, and envies me the pleasure of 
telling it. ( To Mary.) Leave os to ourselves but 
one minute, I entreat you. 

Paul. Ob ! Dominique, my anxiety — 

Dom, Shall be gratified. Virginia’s mother was, 
ay[B^d yon, of a noble family in Spain, who cast 
bdf RjLArom their protection on her marrying my 
a young merchant of inferior birth. De- 
serted by their friends, he retired to a small 
plantation in this island ; but one misfortune sno- 
oeeded another, and he soon died of a broken heart, 
leaving bis wife and infant in poverty and distress. 

Paul. Without a protector, without a friend ! 

Dom. Without a iriend ! No, young man, 1 hope 
I knew my duty better. 

Paul, Forgive my impatience, I was in the 
wrong. 

Mary, f Cominojfbncard.) Notstallinthe wrong; 
wBo cun Keep their patience to bear him talk s6 
slow? 

Dom. That is a reproach, Mary, which I oaimol 
retort upoif you. Paul, hitherto you have believed 
' Virginia to be year sister; but she is not yonr 
sister. 

Paul, Indeed! were not Virginia’s parents mine? 

Dom, mtd Mary. No. 

Paul, To whom, then, do I owe my birth? 

Mary. To poor Margaret. [tress. 

Dom. Who was a faithful domestic to my mis- 
I Mary, And passed for yonr nurse. 

Dom. (To Mary.) Now your story is at an end; 
yon know no more. 

Pmd. And my father? 

Dom. Really I cannot tell who he was, for I 
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nerer heard myaelf ; bat console joorself; if joor 
ignomce in that respect is a misfortane, jroo are 
not single in it. [end. 

Afary. (To Dom.) And now jour story is at an 

i>om. Not yet. 

Paul. Virginia no longer my sister! A thoasaiid 
emotions rise in my bosom— nut, why wa^ the se> 
oret of my birth kept for fifteen years, and why 
disclosed on this day 1 

Dom. (To Mary.) You can’t answer that— I can. 
Yoa must know that my poor mistress, on her death- 
bed, conjured me to nanoiion the deceit until Vir- 
ginia should attain her fifteenth year. 

Afary. Well, and she's fifteen this day. 

Dom, If, at that period, no news from her family 
in Spain should arrire — 

Mary. And no news from Spain has arrived. 

Dom, I was at liberty to explain the serret of 
your birth, and to add the blessings of Virginia’s 
mother to your union. 

Paul. Kind Dominique! invaluable friend! let 
me fly to Virginia. 

Dom. I have already acquainted her with the 
whole story. 

JSnCer, from ike cottaget the young women with 

Virginia \<Mgooff exceut Paul and Vitginia. 

Paul, ^hy that averted look, my dear Vii'ginia? 
do you not shartf in my joy, my transport, at this 
discovery 1 

Fir. Indeed I do : my afleclion for you com- 
menced with my life, and can only end with it. The 
first word my infant lips pronoonred was your be- 
loved name ; and when my eyes opened to the 'ight 
of heaven, my heart opened to love. 

Paul. Oil! Virginia, my happiness seems too 
great to be real. 

SONG.— Paul. 

Fort M the swelling tide of joy t 
Too mighty blue abounding ; 

Do not, ye powers ^ with sweets destroy-^ 

Each yieldiHg sense confounding. 

1 hus,from the dungeons gloom restored. 

The captwe courts the sudden liqht ; 

Shrinks f rom the blessing he adord. 

And hides m shades lits dassled sight. 

Enter Alambra from behind the cottage. 

Alam. Pity, pity the miserable Alambra! Ob' 
oompassionate a wretched creature forced by ill 
usage to eseape fl'om a neighbouring plantation. 

Pant, How ! a runaway negro ! b 

Alam. For several days the neiglibou ring forest 
has sheltered me from my pursuers, but, nas' £ 
dared not venture from my hiding-place to implore 
charity, till famine rendered me desperate— I faint 
with hnnffer. 

Pant. Poor wretch ! thou hast, indeed, suflTered 
for Iby errors, 

Ftr. We must forget bis errors in his misery. 
Let us thank heaven, my dear Paul, for having 
uttia aflbrded us the satisfaction of relieving a 
fmlow-oreatore in distress. 

Pmd. Unfortunate victim of avarice ! Alas ' you 
know the strict laws of this island will not allow us 
to afford you shelter in our abode. What misfor- 
tune tempted ^ou to the rashness of des^erting your 
master's servme! 

Alam, Oppression, oruel oppression ; not exerted 
on my own person, but on my helpless sister. Our 
parents died on board the ship which tore os from 
our native country ; we were left helpless and de- 
nerted oiphans. 

Fir. Pool, do yon mark this I We are orphans, 
end know how to pity. 

Akm. 1 thought myself too happy that our lot 
waa to serve the same master. We were purchased 
for a planter named Tropic. 

Pmd. Hit principal servant, Diego, was in search 
of you this voming. 


Abtm. It is of his oroel servant 1 oomplain. For 
some time my strength and activity enabled me not 
only to perform my own task with oheerfulness, bot 
to assist in that portion of labonr allotted to my sis- 
ter. This was discovered by Diego, andbe obaslised 
me with stripes. 

Ftr. How wretched must be the reflections of 
that bad man ! 

Alam. I bore mv punishment with fortitude; but 
the next hour, alas ! — hearts likeyour’s will scarcely 
give or^it to the tale — the next hour, 1 saw my 
Ventle sister sink under the lash of my tormentor. 
Madness seized my brain. I struck the cruel Diego 
to the ground. 

Paul. Heaven stamped that energy in your heart, 
which raised your avenging arm. 

Fir. (To Paul.) Cannot we intercede with this 
poor slave’s master to forgive him ! What, though 
be may be a man of high rank, and we cannot speak 
to him eloquently, suiely no eloquence is required 
to plead the cause of nature. 

Pa^l. Virginia, we feel the impulse of a guardian 
Dower : lot us obey it. 

* Alam. ( Falling on his knees.) He who implanted 
n^prey in >oar breasts will thank yon for me. 

Paul. Take some refreshment in this cottage, and 
then lead the way to your plantation. 

Alam. Across that mountain lies our path; it is 
rugged and diflicult. 

Ftr. Fear not for me. Sure, endeavours to re- 
lieve this poor slave will be our best acknowledg- 
ment of the debt we owe to heaven. 

I Exeunt into the collage all hutJacintha. 

Jar, Innocent and happy pair' love reigns in 
their hearts, and prepares them to enjoy every bless- 
ing around them. 

SONG.— Jacinth A. 

Glorious the ray glancing over the ocean, 

That bidt Hill and valley display each gay hue ; 
Grateful the orange-grove waves m slow tnohan. 

With joy, as it hails the fresh moriuny in view. 

Vet vairdy her beauties shad nature impart, 

Butfor love*rcheermy sunshine that reignsm the heart, 
Allis delight if kind hve lend hts aid; 

And all is despair, if fond hopes be betray'd. 


Sweet is the breeze that awakens the morning. 

Or murmurs at eve with the niyhtmgaWs song; 
Bright is the moon-beam, the streamlet adorning, 

Whde o'er the smooth pebbles it wanders along. 

Vet vainly het beauties, 

ScENk II. — A Room in Tropics house. 

Enter Tropic and Dilgo. 

Disgo. Well, sir, you are master, to be sure, and 
most be obeyed ; hut still I say you are wrong, 
very wrong. 

Tropic, What, haven’t T aulhority over my own 
plantation? Haven’t I absolute power over my 
slaves? Yes, 1 have; and I choose to shew that 
power by rendering them as happy as I can. It is 
a fancy of mine, and no one shul control me in it. 

Diego. And so, they are to have another holyday f 

Tropic, Yes, and a proper allowance of grog to 
make them happy; I love grog myself, it often 
makes me happy. 

Ah! sir, the plantation was diflerently 
managed 'before von bad H. But, really, I am sorry 
to say, you Englishmen do not understand bow to 
deal with slaves ; your own country affords you no 
practice that w^. 

Tropic. No, Diego, it is the boast of Britons, 
that from the moment a slave imprints bis footstep 
on our shore, — the moment he breathes the air of the 
land of freedom, — be becomes free. 

Diego, Av, there’s ihe pitjs bo that makes you 
spoil your slaves here in the West Indies. 

Tropic. No, I do not spoil them. 

Diego, You consider them—* 
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Tropic. At men. And I will itj, for the credit 
of mankind, whether black or white, I have seldom 
fonnd a heart so perverse as to be insensible of the 
treatment of humanity and kindness ; but voar dis- 
oipline is so ,riKid, Diego, 1 am not satisned as to 
the story of Alambra. ^ [rogue. 

Diego. Alambra is an impudent, good-for-nothing 
Tropic, Well, well, but — 

Diego. And a runaway, a deserter, eloped from 
your service. [be punished. 

Tropic. A deserter! true, so be is ; he onglit to 
Diego. And shall, if I catch him; he ran away 
because he would not work. 

Tropic. That’s bad ; every one who eats his al- 
lov^nce ought to work for it. I am an old seaman, 
and 1 hate a skulker. Mankiirf are brother sailors 
Ibrough the voyage of life, ’tis oar duty to assist 
Inch other : ’tis true, we have different stations ; 
some on the quarter-deck, and others before the 
mast ; nr else how could the vessel sail? But the 
cause of society is a common cause, and he that 
won’t lend a hand to keep the vessel in a saijing 
trim, heave him overboard«lo the sharks, I iay. 
Diego. You are a true sailor, i'faith! • 

Tropic. Yes, mv native country is my ship, and 
I am proud to call her Great Britain. Long mky 
she ride like a peerless first-rate, the oueen of the 
ocean, with a gallant crew and a beloved com- 
mander. 

SONG.— -Tropic. 

Our country is our ship, d'ye see, * 

A gallant vessel t too; 

And of his fortune proud is he, 

Who's of the Awion’s crew. 

Each man, mhate'er his station be, 

When duty's call commands, 

Should take his stand, 

A ltd lend a hand. 

As the common cause demands. 


Among ourselves, in peace, *tis true. 

We quarrel — ntake a rout; 

And having nothing else to do. 

We fairly scold it out. 

But once the enemy in view. 

Shake hands, we soon are friends; 

On the deck. 

Till a wreck. 

Each the common cause defends, [Exeunt. 


Scene III . — The outside of Tropics house, with a 
view of a sugar plantation. Some Slaves appear to 
have just left work. 

Enter PAUL, VIRGINIA, and Alambra. 
Alam. At length we are arrived at my master 
Tropic’s plantation ; and see, my young friends, 
there be is at a distance. Now, kind Virginia, plead 
for me. ' ^ 

Vir. I will, if— 4f-*I can fii^'^irHs to perform 
the task ; but my courage faiIRme jnst when 1 moat 
want it. tC 

Atom, Oh ! do not forsake me in this extremity. 
Retire a moment and collect yourself. ( They retire, 
Paul likewise retires and converses with some of the 
elttvee.) — [Enter Tropic <imI Diego.] 

Diego. There, sir, I toli^on so ; now your own 
eyes will convince you. There is Alambra; who 
haa the assurance to ooine into your presence with 
aome vagabond companjdM. • 

AhuSra' hither, {Diego going to setae 

Alam. Oh! spare me. (Paul rushes forward and 
draws hu sword to defesta Alambra against Diego, 
who desists.) [tion? 

Triple. 'Bold youth, what means this presurop- 

AIR.^Paul. 

Boldly I come, to pbad the cause 
Of nature and^tqygk; 

Oh f let your heart own uature'e laws : 

Bodress this tier'd youth. 


Diego. Don’t credit what they say. Don’t listen 
to that girl ; ibe’ll make yon believe anything ibe 
pleases. 

Tropic, I am relolnte. 

aDiego, I wish vou would turn your eyea thin 
way. You should not trust yourself even to look 
upon Virginia. 

Tropic. Is this Virginia? 

AIR.— Virginia. 

Ah! could my fait' ring tongue impart 
^ The tale of woe that pains my heart, 

Then in vain I should not crave 
your pUy for a wretched slave. 

The injur'd ne'er in vain address'd. 

In plaints of woe, a Briton's breast : 
Compassion ever marks the brave: 

Oh ! pity, then, your wretched tlaoe. 

Ah! could, Sfc, 

{During the air, Tropic converses with Paul; Diego 
watches his countenance anxiously; Tropic looks 
fiercely at Diego: when Firyniia htis finished her 
song, she goes to Alambra, who if kneeling, and 
takes him by the hand.) 

Tropic. Alambra, you have been wronged ; but 
you a|iall have ample justice. Diego! 

^ Paid. (To Tropic.) Mark his countenance : bow 
timid is guilt! IDiego sneaks ojT. 

Tropic. The knave shall answer fur this. What 
do I owe to you, children of truth? Simple nature 
spoke forcibly to your hearts. Distress of a fellow- 
creature was a claim too powerful to be resisted. 
Regardless of every personal danger, you boldly 
preferred atcomplaint against a wretch, at whose 

f ower of revenge you might have trembled. And 
— I, who had been made an innocent accomplice oi 
this man’s guilt, might have still wandered in the 
paths of oppression and injustice, had I not been 
rescued by the courageous virtue of these poor 
children. 

CHORUS OF NEGROES. 

Oh! bless' d for ever be this day, * 

When charity asserts her sway : 

When beauty, generous as fair. 

Deems not the slave beneath her care; 

And bids the beams of mercy smUe 
Upon the suffering sons of toil! 

[The Slaves, who, from the moment Alambra woe par- 
doned, have testified their joy and gratitude, aotw 
MOW prepared a chair composed bamhoM and 
. branches of trees, in which they seat Virgmia, and 
carry her on their shoulders. Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene 1,— A Boom in Virginia's cottage. 

Enter DOMINIQUE and Alamrra. 

Alam. Paol and Virginia bade me say, that in ■ 
few hours you will see them. My master, the En- 
glish planter, overwhelms tlieiii with kindness, and 
insists upon escorting them part of the way home. 

Dorn. Hark ! what noise is that? ( Fir^ of guns 
heard. He goes out and returns.) A ship is arrived, 
and from Spain. {Looking out.) A sailor comes on 
shore withjetters. We may have some news. 

Enter a Sailor. 

Welcome on shore, my lad ; any letter for Virginia? 
Sailor. Virginia? No. 

Dorn. Well, they are not muob to bo expected. 
As for Paul, 1 imagine there can bo none for him. 
Sailor, No. [am. 

Dam. He is as much unknown in Eurwe as 1 
Sadar. But here's a letter for one Dorn — Domi— 
Dom. For whom? 

Alam. Dominique? * 

Sador, Ay, Dominique. Perhaps yon are the 
man. 
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Dorn, I Ain the man. [Pdfaee tlu Uttet. ExU 
Sailor.^ Bat, a letter forme! Who woold write to 
me? I am nnknown in Ennme. 1 know nobody: 
nobody knows me. (Reads the superscription,) Ad- 
dressed to the faithful DOmidiqae. ( O^sthe fetteri) 
From Donna Leonora de Gazmab, Virrinia’a aunt. 
(Reads,) ** Faithful Dominique, your character for 
honesty and fidelUy are not unknown to me. Tell 
Virginia that I now adawmUdge her as my niece; 
that the errors of har family are forgotten, and that 
she is sole hwess of my wealth,* ^ 

Alam, Virginia rich I How many people she will 
make haroy ! 

Dom, Do I dream? Do I really read this under 
the hand of Donna Leonora? 

AUm, Oh! don’t talk, but read the letter. 

Dom, Ay, here is a postscript, sore enough. 
(Reads.) Prepare Virginia to receive this sudden 
good news, and to receive Don Antonio de Ouardes, 
nw particular friend, who comes a passenger in this 
ship. He wul deliver my letters to my niece, and 
explain the whole of my favourable intentions to- 
wards her,** 


Alam. Oh, joy! Oh, delight! Happy will Paul 
and Virginia l>e. 

Dom, See, th^y are bringing presents for her. 1 
suppose the Don will be here liimself soon. 

Ahun. I'fl run back to Virginia immediately, and 
tell her— 

Dom, What will you tell her? 

Alam, Why, that there is fine news arrived ; and 
a fine gentleman is ariived; and has brought fine 
presents ; and— ^ 

Dom, Take care you don’t blander in the onsi- 
ness. In the first place, you give Virginia this let- 
ter — now mind my instructions, and tell her — 


DUETT.— Dominique and Alambra. 

Dom. Don Antonio* s come, 

dust arriv'd from Spain; 

And soon, in a devil of a hurry, it should seem, 
Will he ao home again, 

Alam.' What pleasure, wJiat delight. 

To see this charming sight ! 

Fal, lal, de rail 
Such gold and jewels bright! 

Dom. Why, the plague won't you learn your lesson? 

ifow attend to what I say — 

Alam. AU the rest leave me to guess on; 

Give me the letter, pray, 

Dom. Listen to me, prav — 

Alam. No more you need to say. 

Dom. Hear but what / say — 

Alam. Adisu ! I must away, 

Alam. Come, good Dominique, 

ril now Virginia seek, [cei'oe ; 

The letter give, and your commands I will re- 
I'm all attention — speak, 

Dom. / know my time to talk. 

That's over — you may walk; 

And so, with your feu, de rol! 

You now may go your way, 

Alam. Wdl you, then, witMudd the letter t « 

Come, nouh—good now^on't refuse. 

Dom. On second thoughts, I think Fd better 
Tc& her myself the news, 

Alam. iMten to me, prop— 

Dom. Kou now may go your way, 

WUh your fal, lal! 

Alam. Adieu! I must away, 

Dom. Hear but what I say, 

[In the course of the duett Alambra 
snatches the letter and exit. 

Enter Don Antonio and Sebastian. 

Dom. This must be Don Antonio. 

Ant. Sebastian, send my message to the governor. 
I mnat pay bit reapeots to him immediately, or not 
at all. 1 shall be on board to-morrow morning. 

Dom,XAside,) On board to-morrow morning! 


Ant, On mj arrival here to-day, I find a ahip 
bound for Spain to-morrow; and, as I bate to lose 
time, I sbu! take the opportnnity of returning. 
Virginia can have no objection. She will be over- 
joyed at going to Spain i 

Dom, My lord, aid 1 hear you aright? Virginia 
to go to Spain? 

Ant, Yes, to be sore. Virginia returns to Spain 
with me, who am her lover lo-day, and her hnsband 
to-morrow, aa her aunt’s letter will explain to her. 

Dom, Don Antonio, what yon propose is im- 
possible. 

^ Ant, Ay^ ay ; why so? [other. 

Dom, Virginia’s affections are engaged to an-. 
Ant, Another! Ha, ha, ha! You are a person 
of interest in this family, and I must purchase you^ 
friendship. [yourw , 

Dom, It is not to be boogbt in sooh a cause as 
Ant, Insolent slave ! 

Dom. Yon will permit me to withdraw? 

Ant, No. 

Dom, You insult an inferior. I am sorry you do 
not remember what is due to your station. Were I 
equally forgetful of mine, — 
tint. And this impertinence you mistake for in- 
de|^ndencc of mind 1 

Dom. I hope I do not mistake it. He who is 
idle or diti&ipaled most ever be dependent ; for his 
folly renders him the slave of others. Independence 
i: not confined to any situation; it is the reward 
granted by heaven to industry and frugality. 

Ant, 'Sdeath! ami to be braved thus? (Ofers 
to strike him,) 

Dom, Hold, my lord; beware of a blow. AU 
distinctions of rank and stations sink before a blow. 
Remember, it is an appeal to manhood, that would 
at once proclaim us to be equals. My sinews are 
strengthened by toil ; and although I wish to decline 
the contest, believe me, I do not fear it. lExit, 
Seb, My lord, your impatience will ruin every- 
thing. Dominique will apprise the lovers of your 
intentions, and you will have to dare all the fury of 
a jealous rival. 

Ant. Be it so. I cannot stoop to dissemble. 

Seb, Nor is it necessary. You aball dissemble by 
deputy. 1 will take that task upon myself, and will 
persuade Dominique that all you have said was to 
prove his fidelity; and that yoor errand to this 
island is to unite Paul and Virginia, with the oon- 
sent of her aunt, Donna Leonora. 

Ant, But to what purpose lose all this time? 

Seb, To lull suspicion to sleep, and to enable you 
to carry off’ Virginia this night. 

Ant, My dear SebastiaffT 
Seb. The governor has sent an answer to your 
message, and is now expecting you. • 

Ant. Well? 

Seb.^ Let the governor see the letters written to 
yirginia by her aunt, they will shew yoor authority 
for carrying her to Spain. 

Ant, 1 have the letters here. 

Seb. And request assistance from the governor ; 
guards to convey her on board of ship, and to ae- 
cure Paul from obstmeting our aobeme. 

Ant, Admirably planned 1 '* |mqae. 

Seb, Then leave me to manage our friend Domi- 
Ant, While 1 obtain an widienoe of the governor. 

[Ramifif. 

Scene II.— A pleasant Country, with IVqpic’e 
plantation. 

RttferPAUL, Jaointha, Alambra, and Virginia, 
who is supported in a seat on the shoulders qf the 
Negroes as before. The Negroes place the seat cm 
the ground, while Alambra, m dumb shew, seems to 
explain to Paul and Vurgk^ the news, tpe. of An~ 

' tonio's arrival. A donee Negroes. 

Paul, Thanks to my geaeroaf friends. 

[J^ Negroes. 



SOBNB 4.] 

Fir. Retani to m v oottago, Alambn, and let the 
beet of oor simple rare be prepared to greet the 
noble stranger. Alamhra. 

Paul, And is the wealthy Virginia still resolved 
to unite herself with a lover so poor, so humble? 

Fir. Can Paul venture to oB'eiid Virginia with 
snob a onestion? 

Jac. Reserve your love speeches for some other 
situation. The echoes hereabouts are very oom- 
mnnicative, and may, perhaps, tell more than you 
intend shall be known. 

TRIO. — Paul, Virginia, and Jacinth a. 
When teU-tale echoes whisper around, 

« The lover with prudence arming, 

Then timid love retires from the sound, 

^ Each whisper his caution alartning : 

Etit when a lover echoes your sigh, 

That*s not amiss, if no stranger is niah. 

The sweet response of love — the sigh: 

Oh! that is the echo most charming ! 

The sweet response I love, 4‘c. [Exeunt, 

Scene III . — A Room in Virginia’ s cottagdt 
Dominique and Sebastian discovered. 

Dam, Why, you don't sav so? ^ 

Seh, I assure you of the fact. My master, Don 
Antonio, was resolved to try whether you merited 
the character given yon hy Donna Leonora. 

Dorn. And he did try me pretty effectually, to be 
sure. 

died. He admires your strength of mind. 

Dom. I’faith! he had very nearly eaperienced 
my strength of body ; for never in my life did 1 find 
my hands so inclined to mutiny. Oh ! my dear Paul, 
Enter Paul. 

let me never hear that fortune is blind ; if she were 
so formerly, she has recovered her sight at last, 
and rewarded virtue. 

Paid. My faithful Dominique! 

SONG.— -Paul. 

A blessing unknown to ambition and pride. 

That fortune can never abate: 

To wealth and to splendour thof often denied, 

Yet on poverty deigns to mvait. 

That blessing, ye powers, still be it my lot. 

The choicest of gifts from above; 

Deep fixed in my heart, it shall ne’er he forgot, 
Inat the wealth of the cottage is love. 

Whatever my condition why should I repine ? 

By poverty never distress’d ; 

ExuUuig I feel what a treasure is mine: 

A treasure enshrin’d in my breast. 

That blessing, ^c. 

Enter Don j^NTONlO. Paul brings in VIRGINIA 
ondjACiNTHA. 

Ftr. My lord, I do notapoloffise Ibr this humble 
abode; peace and virtue have dwelt here; and, by 
superior minds, like your's, honoured will be the 
roof that has given shelter to such guests. 

Ant, Charming Virginia! how would Donna 
Leonora be delighted in beholding yon add grace 
to the ornaments which her fondness presents to 
you. . 

Fir. Ah ! my lord, how shall I express my gra- 
titude for her affection ! In this cottage, fifteen 
years ago, my exiled mother gave me birth. In 
this cottage, to-day, you announce to me the pa- 
rental fondness, the cherished blessings, of a second 
mother. 

Ant. This girl is an angel. (Asufs to Seb.) 

Seb. (Aside to Ant.) Granted: but it may be not 
quite so convenient to inform Paul that yon think 
her BO. 

Ant. (Aside to seen the governor, 

and shewn him Donm^JWIiDra’s letters ; he con- 
seats to my plan, and I expect a guard presently to 
enforoe bis orders in consequence. 


Iff 

Ftr. Aid me, my den* Paul, to express all the 
thanks we ought to offer. 

Ani. Virginia, yon have not yet told me the 
whole of yoor bistoi^. 

^ Kir. An ! mv lord, oar history is soon told; hap- 
piness in hamble li^ offers bnt few cironmstsooes 
to claim attention. 

TRIO.— Paul, Virginia, and Alambra. 
Paul. > Lowly ^humble was our lot, 
dcVir. ) Fortune’s frowns seem* dendteas, 

* • Yet, by kina heaven are never forgot 

Orphans poor and friendless, 

Hope, from the skies descending, 

Stul her bless* d infiuence lendi^. 

Labour o’er, we dance and play; 

Hearts free from guile are ever gay. 

Chorus. Hearts free, d;c. 

Alam. Lowly, humble though your lot. 

Goodness in you was endless; 

Ne’er shall that goodness be forgot; 

/, too, was poor and friendless. 

Oh! may, from heaven descending, 

* Hope, her hless’d infiuence lending. 

Crown with jay each happy day ! 

Hearts free from guile are ever gay. 

Chorus* Heai'ts free, 4*c. * 

Paul. > Blissful though our future lot, * 

6c Vir. { Fortune’s smiles, thouah endless, 

* Amidst our joys shall ne^er be forgot 

We once were poor friendless. 

Humble content most prising, 

• ^ Our joy s though the proud are despising , 

” Still ^is truth we may dvtplay. 

Hearts free from guile are ever gay. 

Chorus. Hearts free from guile, Sfc. 

Enter an Officer. 

Offi. Don Antonio de Guardea? 

Ant, The same, good signor. 

Offi. An order from the governor, f Gtwaapqper.) 
Ant. The governor’s order shall be obeyed^ii^ 
are all ready. [Exit Officer.'] Virginia, thus far I 
> have listened to yoor story ; now, in your tom, at- 
tend : it is reserved for me to complete yoor eventful 
drama. 

Paul. What means Antonio? 

Ant. Hark! my actors approach. (March heard.) 

QUARTETTO and CHORUS. 

; Paul. What sounds strike my ear? 

Jac. The guards are passing by, 

Dom. But why approach so near? 

Alam. The truth let me descry, [Exit, 

( The march still continaes to be heard, Alambra 
re-enters in consternation. The governor* e 
guards then enter, commanded by an Officer, 
who speaks apart to Don Antonio.) 

Ant. Come, sir, despatch ; your order see obey’d, 
Offi. ’Tis from the governor. 

Paul. Thus meanly betray’d! 

His name by this order you degrade: 

• Stand forth, base deceiver, and say, ^ 

Of what are we accus’d, our crime iMspHay, 
Antonio, Officer, and Chorus of Guards. 

Be sUint; the order you must obey, 

Paul, Virginia, and the rest. 

Cho. The order of the governor you must obey, 

[The guards carry off Virginia and Paul on op- 
posite sides. The march is heard as they retire. 

Scene IV. — Another Room in the cottage. 

Enter Mary, meeting Dominique. 

Mary. Oh ! Dominique, this is a miserable hour. 
Dom. (Agit^ed.) Yes, it isn’t an hour of the 
happiest sort, to be sore. 


PAUL AND VIRGINIA. 
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PAUL AND VIRGIN! A< 


Afflry. That wicked Doif AMnio! 

Domu Antonio ! Cnrnei on HUttaine ! bat children 
Tent their complaints in scolding; it is for men to 
bear misrortones. 

Mary, Where is Virginial 

Dorn. Carried on board a ship. ^ 

Mary, And where is Paul? 

Dorn, By this time be is no longer a prisoner. 

Mary, Who obtained his release ? 

^ Dcnh. Why, the gallant Englishman, whom Panl 
visited to-day ; that man has, indeed, a heart in his 
bosom. 

Mary, See, Dominique, here he is. 

Enter Tropic. 

Ob ! sir, yon sorely bring ns good news. 

Tropic, 1 wish it were so. 

^ Dorn* Why, then, for bad news. Let us bear it, 
sir. 1 can bear it. 

Tropic, I had explained to the governor the in- 
jnstice which he had been betrayed into by the ar- 
tifice of Don Antonio — 

Dom. And the governor ordered Paul to be re- 
leased. 

Tropic, Yes; and indignant at Don Antonio's 
conduct, he directed the ship to be detained, and 
Virginia to be brought before him. 

Doiii. Then 'Virginia is on shore 1 

Tropie.iNo: before the governor's order could 
reach the port, ^he ship was under sail, and Virginia 
a prisoner on board . 

Mgry^ Then Virginia is lost to ns for ever. 

Doihi. DC silent, be silent; tears do no good. 
(TVndlVUifde and lesrjps.) 

Tropit. Already hiul we made signals from the 
lighthoifse for the velsel 4b put ba»k— - 

Dom. Ay, and~ 

Tropic, And the signals were obeyed. With joy 
I saw the ship returning towards the harbour, 
when — 

Dom.^ What, sirl — what'* Speak out — never 
■nind^ sir — we’ll bear misfortune; ’tis our duty. 

* Tropic^ The elements fight against us. Suddenly 
there arose one of those hurricanes which are the 
Boonrge of our climate. Hark ! how the tempest 
bowls! 

Dorn, But the ship has gained the harbour? 

Tropic, Alas! no. I fear she is in a perilous situ- 
ation. I immediately despatched Alanibra to the 
shore: he knows the coast perfectly. His long stay 
forebodes no good news. 

J)om. Here is Alambra. 

Enter Alambra. 

What news of the ship? 

Afam. In the greatest danger: firing guns and 
making signals of distress, which are answered 
from the shore, but, T fear, to little purpose. 

TVopitf. Has sbe weathered the reef ot rocks? 

Atom, No , there will be her ruin. 

Mary. Can no assistance be rendered to them ? 

Atom, The swell of the sea is tremendous. No 
boat can veiitore to leave the shore. 

Tropic, Indeed! We*ll have one trial, however. 
I think 1 know two or three good fellows who will 
take their ohanbe to sink or swim in the cause of 
humanity ; and, to the extent of my purse, they shall 
claim their re ward. [ Exit, 

Alma. Come, Dominique, let us endeavour to 
render assistance, although I have but little hope. 

Dorn, Don’t despair ; Uie weather is improving. 

Atom. Improving ! Why, the wind is loader. 

Dorn. Ay, just at this moment; but it will be 
lower presently ; and see, the sky is lighter. 

Aiam, Yes, because the flashes of lightning are 
incessant. 

JDom, Well, but I hear no thunder. 

Ahm, That is because the wind is so high. 

JDom. Not merely so, I am confident the weather 


[Act II. 


is growing better. I have not heard the thunder 
these five minutes. [TAtimfer. Exeunt, 

Scene V. — A rocky coast; the sea violently agitaUd, 
Thunder and Ughtniug at Mfervau. 

Enter Tropic, Mary, a number of Soldiers, Sailors, 
and Negroes, some of whom hold lights from the 
enctr of long poles, while others seem preparing a 
boat to be put to sea. 

Clio. Hour of terror ! scene of woe! 

Lost Virginia! hapless maid! 

Fate, avert th* impending blow; 

Powers of mercy, leak your aid! 

( The ship comes in sight, and runs on a 
rock stem foremost,) * 

Tro. From yonder cliff let signal fires ascend; 

Once more, myytdUmt hearts, your efforts lead, 
(Some Sadors get into the boat andsn^ 
her off.) 

Cho. Save the helpleis maid! 

( The ship appears on fire.) 
S^c, Behold, who is yonder. 

How wild is »» air/ 

// hither he wander, 

Ah^ soothe his despair. 

Cho. How wild hiA despair! 

Enter PAUL, 

Panl. Then is she lost? *tis madness all! 

A mid the gloom, 

Virginia! on thee / caU: 

Thee I come to save, or share thy doom, 

( Paul breaks from the Women, who endea- 
vour to detain him, runs up the cliff, and 
disappears ) 

Alam. Of winds and waves Vll brave the strife : 

*Tis honour calls, fearless I go. 

What, though I risk my ransomed life, 

The debt I to Virginia owe. 

Cho. Haste, generous youth, Virginia save, 

{Alambra jumps into a boat soith two 
Neyroes, and shoves off ) 

Tro. Unhappy lovers ! all vain : 

See, breathless he is cast on shore, 

{The boat returns to shore with Paul 
apparently breathless.) 

Ofii. Yet shidi a spark of hope remain, 

Virginia may be ours ome more. 

While sinking in the foaming wave, 

Alambra, genet ous ns brave. 

Rescu'd the fax' rite of the skies. 

To shore he brings his hwely prise, 

Aiambra brings Virginia onshore, Paulrecovers 
by degrees, mid after embracing each other, they 
Jail on their knees, and stretch tnsir arms to heaven 
in token of gratitude. 

Clio. From the cruel waves. 

Fate, the fair Virginia saves, 

Paul and Piryinia come forward and receive the con- 
gratulations of all present, 

FINALE. 

Paul, Virginia, Mary, Jacintha, 

Strains of joy 
WeU now employ. 

And dance a mirthful measure; 

• From above. 

Fate emitee on love. 

Of Ufe, the choicest Ireasure, 

Fat, lal, la, 

Lsfs dance a mirthful measure, 

Alam. Sing away. 

In strains 80 gay. 

The praise of love and beauty ; 

Like DosMque, 

No prais$J[ seek, 

I only did my Mp. 

Chorus. Strains of joy, ^ 0 . lExeuni, 
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ACT I 

Scene I — The VAiage ofServui, wUh the JPatuibe^ 
on one stdi, the Turkish camp , ot« the other, the 
Auatnan, which appeal sat a distance 

Mnter several Turkish SoUiers, who range themselves 
on each iide the stage, then enter Turkish Peasants 
of both sexes, who dance, qfter the dance, 

CHORUS —Turkish Soldiers. 

Wave out propheCs fam d standard of alory on high, 
TiU the envious moon dm away m the sky. 

And, tike the pale Chnstians, leave Danube s fair 
stream. 

To reflect our victorious crescent s bright beam. 
Enter UsEPH. 

Us^h, Be silent, joa soldiers fais highness the 
Seraskiei is comiiig, he has just arrived with the 
Turkish armj under bis oommand to relieve Bel 
grade I have been conversing with him , I told 
uim of yonr loyalty to the sublime Porte. ** Sir — 
your highneA— mv dear highness," says I , for we 
talked it very tamiliarly ** I am the chief magis- 
trate of this village , I know the Ottoman Porte has 
not more loyal soDi|ects in all the province of Servia , 
and as for yourbiRhness — always talking of \oar 
highness — your hignneas’s name is never out of our 
mouths." By-the-^, remember bis name is Mo 
hamed Aboubeker Ben Abdallah Ben All , 1 dare 
say you never heard it before. So, says the Seras- 
kier to me, ** Mv dear Useph Ben Yacomb Ben 
Mnstapha" — at the same time gramonsly laughing 
at me with great oondeBoeBaion--( F/oumA ) Oh ' 
here he comes now you shall see how bis bigness 
IS pleased to honour me, 1 sbaH oertainly be created 
a pacha of three tails. 


Enter Spraskilr, Tsmali , and Attendants, 

Seras, Useph, rome hither. 

Useph Ves, jour highness (Apait to the Pea^ 
sants 3 Now ht is going to consult me on some 
great military operation 

beras Are there many pretty girls in this neigh 
bourhood ^ 

UscpA Ha, ha, ha ' That s a good joke. Ah ' 
vour highness will conquer every way T see Ha, 
ha, ha ' Y unr highness is pleased to make me laugh, 
Ha ha, ha’ 

Seras You are too familiar. 

Useph My lordl 

Seras Begone ^Exeunt Useph and Peasants 
Enter Lilla, uko kneels to the ScraikiLr, 

AIR —Lilla 

Lost distress d thus driven from home, 
l^hthir shall poor IaIIo go? 

* Whv! esoe r my steps may roam, 
lyrantpoicet wiU prove my foe. 

Seras, Who is this beautiful giil Rise, lovely 
fair one. * 

LtUa 1 humbly beg jour highness’ pardon for my 
boldness , I am not used to talk to neat folks. 

Seras Speak, charming angel ' bfesa me with the 
voir e of nature , who ai e j ou 

TRIO — Slraskh r, Lilla, and Ismael. 
Seras Speak, I command thee , teU thy grief , 

Say, can my power afford relief. 

For my trembUng heart must yield belief 

(jlsu/e ) 

Lills Ah ’ may I date to tell my gnef. 

And, humbly, thus, implore lehef. 

To my fall img iongm, oh ' yu M bsUef, 
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THE SIEGE OF BELGRADE. 

Ismael. Btauty may boldly Peter. Then, suppose I take my leave? 

Such fine eyes command reltef; Ghita. Do ; Vm sure I shall not grieve. 

And his trembling heart must yield belief. Will you stay, or will you go ? 

Lilia, 1 am but a poor country girl, air; my Peter. Shall I stay, or shall I go? 

name is Lilia; but 1 love Leopold, and Leo|y)ld Both. As you j^ase, say yes or no, 

lores me ; yet my crdas, ill-nafared .brother wants 

me to refoae Leopold^ to marry that ugly old miser, Enter UsEPH. 

Useph, a justice of peace in our village. Useph. What, the deuce! quarrelling beforir 

Seras. Useph! *^0h! Uie old poacher! (Askk.) marriage! Oh, fie! that is very irregular; wait till 
does your brother c^Jeot to Leopold? the ceremony is over, and then you will quarrel of 

Lula. He says, and please your highness, that course. 

Leopold is too passionate to make a go^ husband ; Peter, Indeed, sir ! 

DOW, I own he is rather violent, but 1 don’t like Ghita. Hear me, sir. 


him a bit the worse for that. 

Seras. Where is Leopold? 

Lilia. Ah ! my lord, my mind misgives me that 
some mischief has happened to him ; but they locked 
me up to prevent my going in search ot him. 

Seras. Then how came you here? 

Lilia, Please your highness, I jumped out of the 
window. 

Seras, What a pleasing sample of rustic simpli- 
city ! how handsome she is ! (To Ismael.) 

Ismael. 'What, my lord, do yon forget your Aus- 
trian captive? 

Seras, Forget her ! no ; but why should I confine 
myself to a sinj^le rose, when f can form a ^uquet 
of them. < Well, charming Lilia, within this half- 
hour I promise* you redress. Conduct ber to my 
tent, and attend her well. 

Lilia. A thousand thanks, your highness. lExit. 
Seras, Is she not beautiful, Isinam? 

Ismael. I own. my lord, she is beautiful; btk — 
Seras, But what? 

Ismael. I heg your highness’ pardtn ; but while 
I see the black eagle soar upon the walls of Bel- 
grade, I cannot forget that I am a soldier. 

Seras. Nor I, Ismael; but I have room in my 
heart for love and valour at the same time ; 1 never 
fight better than when I am in love; Mars never 
smiles so propitiously upon me as when I am pay- 
adoration to Venus ; so, if you wish me to 
con(]^ner the Austrians, yon must get me this girl. 
[Exit Ismael,] She is a charming creature, and 
shall be mine. 

AIR.— Si’RASKlER. 

The rose and the lily their beauties combining, 
Delight in adorning a form so divine; 

Such warms to a peasant consigning. 

Ah! must I resign? 

Forbid it, ye powers! to love ^iis a treason; 

Yet, ambition, assuming the semblance of reason. 
Commands me, with scorn, the mean thought to 
decline. 

Wealth and power, what ate your worth. 

To pleasure tfyou give not birth? 

Rich in ambitksCs gilded toysj 
I barter them for real joys, [Exit, 

Scene II.— /nside of Peter's house. 

Enter Peter and Ghita. 

DUETT. 

Ghita. How the deuce I came to like you, 

I am sure I cannot tell; 

Had my face ne'er chanc'd to strike you, 
rd been pleas'd, sir, just as well. 

Peter. Faith! as you say, I, too, wonder * 

Why to like you Pm inclin'd: 

Thot^n in love we're apt to blunder; 

Lave, you know, they say, is blind. 

Ghita. You're ogling all the usses, 

Peter. Yftu're simp'ring at each lad. 

Ghita. Each hour iu fatschuodpasses. 

Peter. You flirt it quite as bad. 

Both. You Aod better not provoke me; 

Though you think as you've bespoke me, 

* I shall let you break my heart. 

But Pm ready now to part. 


Useph, No, I’ll not bear you : am I to be talked 
toby you? I, who have conversed with his high- 
ness the Seraskier? — besides, 1 hate to hear both 
sides of the question; it perplexes me so, that I 
never know bow to make a decision. 

Peter. Why, then, sir, how can yon decide? 

Useph. Why, I decide that you are both fn the 
wrong. I fancy that decision will hold good in 
most qnarrels ; my friend, his highness the Seras- 
kier, could not make d better decision. But where 
is your sister? where is my dear Lilia? (To Peter.) 

Ghita, Why, Peter lias locked her up, to keep 
Her from yoor rival, Leopold. 

Useph. Ah ! that's a desperate dog : he is always 
in a desperate passion, and always pretending to 
keep his temper; he is the very toren of sedition, 
and always in a blaze. (LeopoM singing without.) 
Eh ! why, that’s his voice. J — I— I don’t much 
wish for meeting — Here he comes. 

Enter Leopold. 

Leap. How are you ? how do you do? Harkyc ' 
yon, sir, where’s your sister? 

Peter, Why, as to that, Leopold — 

Leop. Oh! 1 know what you are going to say; 
you mean to say that 1 am in a passion. — Ah! 
Ghita, how do you do? Very fine, pleasant, disa- 
greeable, temperate weather, 1 think. 

Useph. Ralber cloudy. 

Leop, What? 

Useph. It was rather cloudy when I was talking 
to his highness the Seraskier just now. But I be- 
lieve I can answer your inquiries; in the first 
place — 

Leop. What do you mean by that? I’d have you 
know that I won’t take an insult from any man 
living. 

Useph, Why, there is no talking to you; I can’t 
reason with you. 

Leop. It’s false; you — I say, yon are mistaken. 
I insist upon your reasoning with me; d — e! yon 
shall reason with me ; ay, and coolly, too, though I 
know you are my rival. 

Useph. But give me leave — 

Leap. Well, I know what you are going to say, 
that peo|>le needn’t quarrel because they are rivals. 

Useph. Granted ; and besides — 

Leop. Well, I know, I know ; and you mean to 
observe, that warmth and anger betray a weakness 
on these occasions, wbicli, 1 trust, I am free from. 
Harkye! you rascal, (to Peter) I know your sister 
^ia looked up ; if you don’t give me tl’*> key, d — e! 
I’ll break your bead; I will, by — 

Useph.^Sir, do you remember who I am? a ma- 
gistrate and a courtier : do you respect m v mtbo- 
rity? {Marchinq up to Leopold, who drams back.) 

Leop, {Marchwa up to Useph, who draws back.) 
No, 1 do not : that for your autbority. ( Snaps hisfin^ 
gers.) A magistrate, indeed ! Ha. Iia, ba ! Look 
at the magistrate. What have you to say now, 
magistrate t 

Useph, Nothing: if you don’t respect authority, 
there’s an end of the matter. 

Leop. (To Peter.) Give me the key. 

Peter. Why, to say the truth, Leopold, I have 
lost it. 
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Scene 4.] 


A 


Leop. Lost it! Oil ! very well. Bot it’s no mat- 
ter : 1 believe this right shoolder of mine will force 
any lock. I’ll break open the door; and I’ll do it 
witbont any violence, only to shew bow I can keep 
ray temper ; now 1 defy any of you to say that 1 
put myself In a passion. ! stand out of the 

way, or I’ll knock you down, yon old goat. 

{Pushes violentitf against Useph and exit, 

Ghita, Wbat do you think now, sir? 

Useph. ’Faith! 1 don’t know; ray thoughts are 
rather confused ; I — I — I — (Noise without.) There, 
there, be has broke the door all to smash. Good 
morning to you: perhaps his highness waits for 
me. (Going.) 

Peter. Consider, sir, yon had better not leave us. 

Useph. Indeed, I beg your pardon ; our good 
huinoored friend may come back and knock out my 
brains very coolly ; only to shew what he can do 
without being in a passion. [Exit with Peter. 

Ghfta. Poor Lilia! I hope Leopold will carry 
her oir. I am sure she loves him, and that he loves 
her; the whole village will rejoice at their wed^inf;. 

AIR^Giuta. 1 

A ll wilt hail the joyous dag, ^ 

When love Ids triumph shall display; 

The dance shall mingle old and young. 

The rustic pipe assist the song; 

The sprightly bells with welcome sound, 

Shall spread the happy news around, ^ , 

And give a hint to maidens coy. 

That youth they should not misemploy. 

Useph will, with sullen pride. 

Envy joys to wealth denied; 

A nd as toe trip with merry glee. 

Wish himself a.s poor as we. 

The sprightly bells, l^e. [JSjrit. 

SCLNE III. — Outside of Peter* s house; a garden 
wall round it. 

Leopoi.D discovered at the window, out of which is a 
veil hanging. 

Leop. Poor Lilia! nowhere to be found: she's 
gone; and, by her veil banging here out of the win- 
dow, in a lit of despair. Ill after her. (Jumps out, 
and comes out of the door of the garden wall with the 
veil.) This relic of my beloved lalla’s shall serve to 
keep my resentment alive. But where’s that cruel 
villain, Peter? d — el I’ll maul him. 

[Retires into the garden. 

Enter Peter. 

Peter. Ha! the window open! nay, then, madam’s 
oil*: but where’s that inad-braiued Leopold? 

Enter Leuvold. 

Zrsop. Havb 1 caught you, sirrah? Now, what 
have you to say for yourself? (Seizes him by the 
throat.) 

Peter. Why, nothing, to be sure, if you stop my 
breath. 

Leap. Harkye ! rascal, if you don’t tell me where 
Lilia is — 

Peter. Why, yon are in such a passion, Leopold. 

Leop. It’s tiJse ; I’m not in a passion, if you say 
I'm in a passion, I’ll kick you, you scurvy knave. 

Enter UsEPH and Officers, • 

Useph. Seize that fellow directly. 

TRIO AND CHORUS. 

Useph. Seize him, seize him, I sau. 

Peter. Seize him, seize him! Why, pray? 

Leop. Let me come at him, pray. 

Chorus. Haste, let us bear him away. 

Useph. Dan* t fear, VU protect you. 

Leop. You*re a rogue; I suspect you. 

Useph. Knock him down, I command it. 

Chorus. Knock him down, he commands it. 

Peter, How can justice demand it ?‘ 


Hear me. 

Chorus. Hear me, 

Leop. • No, hear me, 

Useph. We are none of us safe — 

Chdrus. While that fellow is free. lExeunU 

Scene IV. — Inside of Anselm's Cottage. 

Enter Anseln- 

Anselm. The hour is almost eome. I wonder if 
Colonel Cobeuberg be yet arrived ; perhaps he may 
be the dhosen instrument of heaven to destroy this 
Turkish tyranny, that like a baneful weed, chokes 
up our every seed of freedom. 

AIR. — Anselm. 

The sapling oak lost in the dell. 

Where tangled brakes its beauties spoil, 

And every infant shoot repel, 

Droops hopeless o'er the exhausted soil. 

At length, the woodman clears around 
Where'er the noxious thickets spread; 

And high reviving fiom the ground. 

The forest monarch lifts his head. 


LWer Colonel Cohenberg. 


Ansefm. Colonel Cohenhcrg ! • 

CWoiftf. My friend Anselm! 

Anselm. Wliatcould induce you, Goloti^, to trust 
yourself so far within the enemy’s camp? 

Colonel. Two powerful motives, my Anselm, love 
and glory. Our general means to attack this post 
to-night, and 1 am honoured with the command of 
the di^achment. Will the villagers assist us, think 
ye? • ^ 

Anselm. Assisi ye ! ay, Colonel, to the last drop 
of our blood, every man of us. \Ve have groaned 
under Turkish oppression loo long. But you men- 
tioned the word love, Colonel : may I venture to 
inquire after the fair Catherine, whom I saw at 
Vienna last year? 

Colonel. Adui able girl ! sbe had just consented to 
be mine, when I was suddenly ordered to tlieTie]^ 
of Belgrade. ^ * 

Anselm. That was unlucky. How did she bear 
the news? 

Colonel. Like a heroine ; when I attempted a fal- 
tering adieu, ** What,” says sbe, “ will you now 
refuse the band you have so often solicited? Should 
the bitter hour of misfortune overtake you, my Co- 
henberg, yon will need the consolation of friend- 
ship; and have you a dearer friend than yoor 
Catherine? I will go with you, and shall find iny 
hkppinesB in fullilling the duties of a wife.” 

Anselm, You married her, then? 

Colonel. Ay, but was immediately obliged to join 
my regiment.' How shall I speak the remainder of 
our melancholy story? She attempted to follow me, 
but was taken prisoner by a straggling party of the 
Turkish army , just arrived to the relief of Belgrade. 

A Hselm, Then, I fear she is taken to the Seraskier’s 
seraglio. 

Colonel, That’s what I dread. In what part of the 


I camp is his seraglio? 

Anselm. Yon may have observed, about two 
‘Uiles from hence, a convent almost in ruins, which 
be has convened into his seraglio. 

Colonel. I am not personally known to the Seras- 
kier. By pretending business to him 1 may easily 
gain admittance to his presence. 1 have prepared 
two letters, one to the Seraskier, in my own name, 
another to my Catherine, informing her of my 
design. 

Anselm. And if you find her there, what then? 

Colonel. What then! why, then I’ll storm the 
Seraskier’s tent, and carry her oft* this night. 

Anselm, Heaven prosper you! ’tis a hazardous 
enterprise. 

Colonel. Hazardous, ray Anselm ! I scorn the 
thought. I have picked the gallant fellows whQin 
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1 nommaDd ; inj' brave husaara, the flower of the 
Austrian army ; we have fouf^lit, we have bled, we 
have conquered together ; and that leader hazards 
little, who has thought it his first duty to treat his 
aoldiers as his friends. ^ 

^ Anselm, But you know, Colonel, frienda in all 
situations will sometimes desert. 

Colonel, I am not speaking of the weathercock 
friendship that only shews which way the wind of 
caprice points. We have tried each other in ad- 
versity and prosperity, and have cemented our 
friendship witn our blood on the field of battle. But‘ 
come, lead me to the Seraskier ; be diligent, confi- 
dent, and secret; 

Then trust our cause to Providence ahove. 

The moer-faiUng hope of faithful love, [^Exeunt, 

Scene V. — The Seraskier' s Tent, 

Enter Lilla. 

AIR. 

ESthe as the hours of Mapt 
Were those / now deplore. 

When first I own'd love's gentle swag; 

They will return no more. 

Every fond hope is lost: 

No comfort can they orhuf; 

Winter s untimely chdluig frost * 

Desti-oy'd the infant sprim. 

Blithe as the hours, Sfo, 

Elder Ghita. 

Ghila, Ah ! my dear Lilia, I am glad f have found 
yon. Do you know, the surly guard denied me ad- 
mittance at first. Well, how did you coitic here? 
tell me all about ill 

IMla, Hush! some other time; here comes his 
highness; now, pray, don’t leave me alone with 
him. 

Enter Seraskier. 

Seras, Ha! a companion with her! that obstacle 
must be removed. (Aside,) Well, Lilin, you shall 
lind me a man of my word ; I promised you redress, 
and yon shall have it, but 1 must first talk with 
Useph on the business, and this pretty maiden shall 
be my messenger, to say that I desire his immediate 
attendance on me. 

Ghita, Yes, your highness. Come, Lilia. 

Seras, Lilia, you may remain with me. 

Ghita, (Aside,) Oh.' yes, she’s like to remain, 
indeed, whilst his highness is so violently in love 
with justice; yes, yes, 1 understand it very well; 
ay, ay. [Extf. 

Seras, Lilia, why are you so much alarmed^? yon 
have nothing to apprehend: do yon know, Lilla, 
it is in your power to make me very happy? 

LUla, Is your highness unhappy? 

Seras, I am. Tell me, Lilla, are yon sensible of 
love? 

Lilla, Ah ! that 1 am, indeed, sir. 

Seras. Suppose I were to love yon. 

LUla, 1 should be sorry for that, my lord. 

Seras, Why sol 

LUla, Because, my lord, I oonldn’t love yon in 
retorn : pray, my lord, don’t be angry. 

SerM, I am not angry hot come, Lilla, I must 
inspire yon with on ambition for mn&enr. 

IMla, Will f^andeor make me nappy, air? 

Seras, Certunly. 

Lilia, Then how can yonr highness be unhappy? 
Seras, Ob! that iS'— that is— I cannot explain 
that to yodr comprehension — bnt say, LUla, when 
you behold from your oottage-window the magnifi- 
cent bnildings and gaidens of Belgrade, do yon 
not — 

LiUa, Oh! my lord, I own I admire them; but 
^y fiivoorite is an humble flower, which, I fear, I 
ahould not find in your highness’s garden. 

Seras, What’s that? 

LUla, Heart’s -ease, sir. 


Seras, Come, come, yon afaall misanderstaiid me 
no longer— (Takes hold of her.) 

Enter GhITA, hastily, 

Ghita, Ob ! my lord, my lord. 

Seras. You are soon returned. 

Ghita, Oh ! yes, my lord ; ill newa, yon know, 
flies apace. Some oflioers have seized poor Leopold, 
and are hurrying him to prison, for affronting that 
wicked old josiioe Useph. 

Lilla, Ah! my lord, pray, have compassion on an 
unfortunate lover. 

Seras. You must first set me on example: the 
law must have its course. 

TRIO — Seraskier, Lilla, and Ghita, 

Seraa. Whenjusties claims the victim due, 

Her dictates I obey, 

Lilla & > Yet should distress for pity sue, . 

Ghita. S You'll own the gentle sway, 

Seraa. Law mustprsvaU, 

liill/^ And so^it may. 

Except when love is in the way, 

Seras. Your arts forbear, 

c No more rll hear, 

Lilla. When justice she attendedf 

Let her not find a foe, 

Ghita. When justice I attended. 

Let me not find a foe, 

Lilla. In what has she offended f 
Alas! Ido notlmow, 

Ghita. In what have I offended? 

A las ! I do not know, 

Seras. In what you have offered, 

Disseimler, well you know, 

GhitiL \ resolve? 

All. My troubled bosom vexing, 

In varied forms perplexing, 

A thousand doubts revolve, 

Lilla & ) Compassion thus entreating, 

Ghita. \ In vain shall we implore? 

Seras. In vain shall they implore, 

Lilla & ) May pity, sorrow greetmy, 

Ghita. ) Our hnminess restore. 

All. In what have / offended, ^c. 

Enter ISMAEL, UsEPH, Peter, Leopold, and 
Officers, 

Useph, Please yourbigimesSfhere’s a most unruly, 
ohstropolous country fmlow, who has broken open 
a door, and attempted to knock down a magistrate ; 
and ail, forsooth, because he’s under the influenco 
of the tender passion ; be is the most violent, un- 
mannerly — 

Leap, It's false, I am not violent. 

Ismael, (Aside to Seras,) This poor fellow has 
au honest heart ; the m^istrate is a villain ; the vil- 
lagers ore already disafifected to us ; be careful how 
you act in this affair, my lord. Subdue them by 
yonr justice — ^your olemenoy. 

Seras. (To Ismael.) 1 will take your advice for 
the present, but 1 most have the girl, sooner or 
later. Hear me. 

Ismael, Silence ; attend to his hignaess. 

Seras. You all know my affection for the good 
perale Sf this village — 

Inop, (Halfasuu,) The women, I believe, know 
it very well. 

Useph. Silence, sirrah! 

Seras. I consider yon all os my children— 

Leap, (Aside.) If he were to stay Bmon|pt ns 
much longer the whole village wonid be his obildton 
in another generation. 

Useph, How dare yon mutter, you rrarobate? 

Seras. ( Whispers Ismael, who goes off,) 1 would 
willingly content yon all, but that’s impossible; let 
my sentence be publicly known. (The curtain atihe 
back of the tent is drawn the Turkish camp is 
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seen; Soldiers, Peasanis, enter through thM Hm, 
utu^iace themsehfea on each side of the stage.) 

Cfhita. (Aside,) Now for some terrible sentence. 

Seras, Leopold, >oa are in lore with Lilia? 

Loop, YeS, iny lord. 

Seras, And loved by her in retom? 

Leop, Yes, your highness. 

Seras, Then marry her. 

Leop, Thanks to your highness. 

Seras. You are in love with Lilia, Useph? 

Useph, Yes, my lord. 

Seras, And not beloved by her? 

Useph, I fear not, my lord. 

Seras. Leopold has offered yon an affront? 

Useph. He has, my lord. 

Seras. You are a man of authority, and should 
set an example of moderation ; yon must forgive 
him. 

Lettp, How do you like that, old one? (Aside to 
Usmh.) 

Seras, (To the Officers.) Take off his chains. 

Enter Lilla okd Ismael. • 


lAUa, That be my task ; it is my duty and ha|^ 
\nnees. (Takes off hts chaitis.) ^ 

FINALE. 

Lilia. So kindly condeseendmg. 

To our complaints attendu^. 

Tour highness us befriending. 

No more shall wrongs assail, * 

Chorus. So kindly, ^c. 

Leop. Tour highness, please to hear me — 

Lilia. Be silent, I beseech. 

Leop. Zounds! Fll be cool, dotCtfear me, 

Peter. Oh ! let us hear his speech. 

Gliita. We're Iwund to you for ever. ( To Seras.) 

Seras. No silly compliments, I pray, • 

Lilia. To thank you I'd endeavour — 

Seras. You soon, methinks, might team the way. 

(To Lilia.) 

Chorus. So kindly, 

Seras. Seemingly condescending. 

To their complaints attending. 

Though love my bosom's rending. 

Yet shall my scheme prevail. 

Chorus. May fate our prayers befriending. 

No disappointment sending ; 

Let love and truth prevail. 

Securely, bliss etyoymg, 

A ll fear of power annoying. 

Your clemency destroying. 

Now justice shall prevail. 

{^During the finale, the Seraskier takes hold of Lilia's 
hand and kisses it; Ijcopold observes this, and takes 
Lilia's place ; the Seraskier takes Leopold's hand, 
supposing it to be Lilia's, but finding his mistake, 
appears confused. Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

Scene I . — A Convent. 

Enter Catherine. 

AIR. 

My plaint in no one pity moves, 

Sme echo, who in plaints replies: 

Like me, dtpriv'd qfhim she loves. 

With sympathy she counts my sighs. 

Pleas'd with the strain, the hapless maid 
Repeats the unavailing moan; 

And, while she lends her soothing aid. 
Laments my sorrows and her own. 

Unhappy as I am, it is some consolation to me that 
Cohenberg knows my heart, and will not wrong me 
so fur as to doubt my constancy. But see, the Se- 
raskier — he treats me with respect, though he is 
still ignorant who I am. 

Enter Seraskier. 

Reras. Alas ! madam, shall 1 never have the hap- 
piness of seeing you wear those smiles which nature. 


prodigal in adorning yon, meant as her last gift to 
perfect your charms. 

Cath. lam your prisoner, sir; my indignant heart 
swells whilst 1 avow it. 

Seras, 1 am your prisoner ; does not my every 
sigh — • 

Cath, You are a soldier, sir ; do not disgrace that 
character by iusnltiug a defenceless woman. 

Enter Ismael. 

Ismael, My lord, a deserter of no vulgar rank, 
from the Austrian camp, desires to be admitted to 
your presence. 

Seras. Conduct him hither. TExitlsmaeL] I pre- 
sume, madam, you would wisii to retire? 

Cath. If I stay, I may bear some news of my 
friends. (Aside.) 1 request, sir, yon will permit me 
to remain here. 

Seras, 1 thank yon, madam, for the reonest, 
since it, at last, gives me an opportunity of obliging 
you. 

Re-enter Ismael with Colonel Cohenberg. 

Cath. (Aside.) Ob, heavens! my Cohenberg! 

Colonel. (Aside.) My Catherine! 

Seras. What are you? 

Colonel. An Austrian. 

Seras. What have yon to comnviDicate? 

Cofbnel, Colonel Cohenberg is not gnknown to 
your highness. • 

Cath. (Aside.) What can he mean? 

Seras. His character is not unknown to me : what 
then? 

Colonel. Yonr highness once wrote to him as to 
an ^change of prisoners; conseqoently, know his 
band.* , 

Seras, Perfectly well. 

Cath. (Aside.) I perceive some artifice; but what 
a hazard does he run ! 

Colonel, (Giving a letter.) Here, sir, is my com- 
mission. 

Seras. ’Tis his seat, his writing. (Reads.) ** The 
bearer is in my confidence ; if you wish for my aid, 
tell him on what terms you are willing to actffia ti iHty 
friendship and assistance , — COHENBERG.*’ Is it pos- 
sible that I shall be the happy means of gaining 
Cohenberg to the Ottoman cause? Tell the gallant 
Christian I deem his friendship invaluable; and in 
the name of my most illustrious sovereign, promise, 
as a debt of gratitude, whatever be shall ask. Do 
you know this Colonel Cohenberg, madam? 

CtUh, Yes, my lord, so well, that I have him 
now before me. (Looking at the Colonel.) He mar- 
ried a lady who was dear to me as myself; they 
* were separated by the chance of war, and Cohenberg 
now lives to see her he loves in slavery and sorrow. 

Colonel, Take comfort, madam; he loves her 
more tenderly than ever, and vows to relieve her, 
or perish in the attempt. 

Seras. Say, Christian, if I write, when may I ex- 
pect an answer? 

Colonel, Within these few hours yon may depend 
on seeing me again. 

Cath, (Aside.) Indeed! 

iSeras. Heavens! madam, how yoo are altered! 
To what am I to attribute this blissful change? 

Cath, To the blessed tidings I have just now 
heard. 1 am charmed to hear of Cohenberg’s invio- 
jable coDstaiioy, and transported with the hope of 
bis Catherine being, one day, restored to freedom, 
by the arms of the hero she adores. 

Seras, You take so warm an interest in his fa- 
vour that, were he here, I should almost suspect 
myself reduced into his rival. 

Cath, There would be no fear of that, for well 
be knows his Catherine will not suffer him to have 
a rival. 


Seras, I hardly comprehend you. Bat I must 
send my answer to Cohenberg’s letter. (Sits down 
to write.) ’Tisdone. Now, madam, if you have any 
kind things to say in behalf of your friend, I’ll be 
lit) 
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jour Beoretary; eontinoe tbose mniles, and fon 
ahall find a Mussalman can be as oomplaisant 
a }over as any Ctiristenddm can boast. What shall 
I tell him? c 

Cath, Tell him — 

DUETT.— -Seraskier md Catherine. 

Ofnlighted faith so truly kept. 

Of alt love's dictates tell: 

Of restless thoughts, that never slept. 

Since when she bade farewell. ^ 

The rising sigh, the freauent tear. 

The flush of hope, the milling fear: 

So may the sympathetic soul, 

Direct kind fancy's wing, 

Where future hours in transport roll. 

And love's reward shall bring. 

(During this scene the Colonel and Catherine shew 
their joy at seeing each other, unobserved by the 
Seraskier, who is between tliTsm. In the course of 
the duett, the Colonel makes an unsuccessful effort 
to give her a letter . ) 

Set'as. (Gives the Colonel a letter.') There is my 
answer; and by our holy piophet do I swear faith- 
fully to perform ^^aoh article. (The Colonel gives a 
letter to Catherine, unperceiced by the Seraskitr.^ A 
Stave euterS, snat".hes it from her, anti presents it to 
the Seraskier on his knee.) What's this? (Reads,) 
“ I have ventured into the Turkish camp in hopes of 
seeing you, my beloved Catherine." Ha' Catherine! 
•* This night J mean to storm the Seraskier' s fort, and 
give you liberty. Kour true CoHEN BE R(>.* \yhut 
^ ho 1 a guard I '' 

Muter Ismael and Guard. 

Sei/ie him. 

Cath. Hear me, my lord. 

Seras. No more, dissembler I Bear her away. 
Cath. My Cohenberg, 1 have undone thee. 
Seras. Away with her. [Exit Guards with Cath.l 
Slaves, on >oijr live.s I charge you, guard well this 
h5.r~<...lte, this liar. (The Colonel, in great atfitation, 
feels for his sword which the Guards have taken from 
him, and missing it, clasps his hands in agony.) 
Deep in the darkest dungeon of the fort let him 
be cuaiiied, there shall he stay till his associates 
in perfidy shall come to burst his bonds, and storm 
the post 1 guard. 

Colonel. Alike I scorn thy menaces and taunts. 
I glory, though 1 failed, in the attempt. Heap 
cruelty on cruelty on me, I can bear it; my dark- 
ness is the loss of Catherine’s eyes, my chains the 
despair of seeing her ; and death were transport to 
the pangs 1 feel in knowing her a slave to thee, 
barbarian ! guarded. 

Seras. Ismael! 

Ismael. My lord? 

Seras. Wilt thou not despise me when I tell 
thee neither Cohenberg’s plot, nor Catherine’s 
charms, can drive this rustic Lilia from my heart. 
I’ll carry her oflf'tliis night. Have you piepared the 
disguisek as I conimanded? 

Ismael. I have, my loid. 

Seras, Give orders that my tent be pitched in 
yonder wood, and iny seraglio instantly removed 
thither. 

Ismael. Why so, my lord 1 
Seras. To elude the search that will be made 
after Lilia: besides, Colienherg’s designs have taught 
me that 1 lie too near the frontiers of the Austrians. 
Away ! and see my orders are obeyed. 

Ismael. 

AIR.— Seraskier. 

Confusitm! thus defeated! 

With bitter scorn thus treated! 

Whatever thought pursuing, 

Where'er I turn my epes. 

Surrounding^ mists of ruin 
In darVning circus rise: 


D£. 

^ Infiro8i,onflre,hy turns. 

My bosom freezes— bums — 

*iwflx’d—my^ rival fluds a grave. 

Yet honour mds me save 
From death the cmiive brave* ^ 

Confusion! thus defeated! 

With bitter scorn thus treated! 

Whatever thought pursuing, 

Where'er I turn my ei/es. 

Surrounding mists of ruin 

• In dark' ning mrehs rise, [Evtf. 

Scene II.— A Wood, 

Enter Anselm and Peasants, 

Anselm. It is as I suspected. 1 am sure ’twas 
Colonel Cohenberg I saw hurried to the fort. I 
fear the worst. 

1 Peas. Is there no help, Anselm? 

Anselm. None but this : some of yon must swim 
the river, and inform the Austrian out-posts of 
Cohenberg’s danger; and, perhaps, their succour 
may a-rive in time to f-ee him. I will remain on 
this side, that, should they arrive, 1 may conduct 
them by short and secret paths to the Seraskier’s 
te..t. 

2 Peas. I’ll go. 

1 Peas. And I, if I drown for it ; let’s all go. 

Anselm. Hear roe, hear me, friends. You two 
shall undertake this message to the Austrians, the 
6thers stay with me to excite the villagers to revolt. 

[ Exeunt, 

Scene HI. — Another part of the Village, 
Enter Lilla and GiUTA. 

DUETT. 

Haste, gentle zephyrs, o'er the glade. 

If there my love discerning, 

Kindlg with fl tillering pinions aid 
His VHtary steps returning. 

So may thy wings (their wanton play 
No scorching sun opijressiny) 
suit gladly fan the sultry day. 

And prove the summer's blessing, 

Ghita. Love they call a gentle passion. 

Boast its power to calm the breast ; 

I prejer the jealous fashion; 

Sweets when dash'd with sour are best. 

While, the ever-rooing doves, 

In fond nonsense tell their loves; 

Starce existing, nought desiring; 

Cloy'd with bliss, as well they way ; 

They, with langour half expiring. 

Doze their stupid lives away. 

Lilia. Let me in true pleasure's mirror 

Tranquil view love's placid form; 

Free from every jealous terror. 

Give me the calm, take you the storm. 

Lilia, Weil, Ghita, now we are married, I hope 
our husbands will take their leave of jealoiLsy. 

Ghita. Psha! Lilia, how often must 1 tell you 
jealousy follows love like a shadow. 

Lilia. 'J'hen love is a pretty thing and an ugly 
shadow. But 1 have seen my shadow often in the 
sun, and it appeared so tall and frighUul that I am 
sure it couldn’t be like me. But it b^ins to grow 
late, I wish our hu.sbands would come home. 

Ghita. Tiierc are two men coining this way. 

Enter SEKA.SKTF.R and Ismael in long cloaks. 

Seras. (To Ismael.) Desire my followers to keep 
back. 

Ghita, (To Lilia.) See, they have wrapped them- 
selves up in long cloaks that we shouldn't know 
them. 

Lilia. Ah ! this is another of Leopold’s jealous 
frolics. But I’ll not speak first, I am determined. 

Seras, Lilia, Lilia ! 

IMla. I can’t bear to see him uneasy; I must 
speak to him. 
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SESTETTO. 


Lilia and ^ thus from m concealing 


Gbita. 


Seras. 
Ismael. { 


Lilia and I 
Gbita. 
Seras. 


Thu form of Idm I love; 

’ ‘ ‘ ' his voice, revealing 

ih, my fears remove, 
from me eoacealmg 
It of her I love ; 

Oh! let her voice, revealing 
The truth, my fears remove. 


ficAsf I 

leeofi.. Tp 


Ohilet his v 

^jd/j^th, 

t 




Oh, heavens! the Seraskier! 

A lover* s accents hear; 

With sympathetic passion, 

• Fond expectation cheer. 

Ghha*^”*^ I -4/i/ should my husband hear us. 

What could poor Ghitu do ? 

Wluit could poor Lilia do ? 

[Euler Leopold and Peter. 
Leop. & ) Hark ! Fm sure there's some one near 
Peter. J «.v. 

Peter. Ghita! ^ • 

Loop. Lilia! « 

Lilia and ^ Our husbands near us ! 

Gbita. ) My love, Fm here. 

Leop. fic i y\m're here! 

Peter. S Then, who is this so near? 

Lilia and > Honest peasants, homeward going 
Ghita. ) From their labour, / suppose. 

Leop. & i How, I pray, are you so knowing, 

Peter. J Whether they be friends or foes? 
Jealous fears perplexing, 

Like whelming billows roll. 

And wreck my tortur'd .soul. 

Begone ; 'tis thy falsehood 

( 7'o Lilia and Ghita.) 
Distracts my tortur'd soul. 

Lilia and > Ah! can my dear suspect me? 

Ghita. J My truth he cannot fear. 

All. Euspen.se, in clouds, shuts in the day. 

Hope, cheering star, afford thy ray 
Of .silver light ; and, to our eyes, 

Oh ! bid thy bright creation rise. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — Inside of Peter's House, 

Enter Peter and Leopold. 

Peter. A pretty adventure this. 

Leoj}. Yen, a very pretty adventure, indeed. 
Peter, How do you feel, Leopold? 

Leop. Ob! Pill composed, quite composed. 

Peter. For my part, I own I am in a passion. 
Iteop. Oh 1 then you are wrong, my dear friend ; 
you are wrung, Peter. 

Peter. My suspicions are not easily roused, but 
now — 

Leop. Oh! for shame, Peter, can’t you be calm? 

De.ith and d n I can't yon be cool f 

Peter' I confess I am angry, and — 

Leop. Hut you sha'n’t be angrj , I tell yon. You 
must be cool ; d — e ! you shall. 

Peter. Mustl? 

Leop. Yes. 

Peter, W.Vy, then, I will ; you know I am na- 
turally very peaceable. 

Leop, Peaceable 1 Here’s a fellow, pow, that 
would stand by quietly to have his horns fitted on; 
by my troth, if I must wear mine. I'll butt with 
them like a mad boll. [Exit. 

Peter. Poor Leopold, he's angry with me for not 
putting myself in a passion, desires that I will he 
cool, then flies in a rage because 1 follow bis 
advice. 

AIR.— Peter. 

How few know how to value life, 

And taste Us real joys. 

Unmix'd with jealousy and slrife. 

With anger, pride, and noise ! 


If riches, pvmsr, andymap surpass, 

And scorn me, if they please; 

Let me love,iaugh, ana take my glass. 

And lead a life of ease, 

Idmpid and pure life' a current eeeuu. 

Till passSikns wild mistake. 

In maanese, troubles att the streams 
Of which he must partake. 

Let riches, S;c. 

Ite-enter Leopold. 

Leop. I say, Peter, Ghita’s coming this way. 
Now don’t you sav anythijig to her, because you 
won’t keep yourself cool ; leave me to manage her, 
I know more about these matters than you do. 

Enter Ghita. 

Well, Ghita, your husband and I have been langli- 
iiig over the whimsical affair that happened jiist 
now. 

Ghita. Yes, it was whimsical, indeed. All’s safe. 
I find. (Asidr.) 

Leop. Well, and so they were countrymen re- 
turning from their day’s labour, were they? 

Ghita. Yes. countrymen returning from labour. 
Leop. Oh I I dare say they were. Curse me, if I 
believe a word on’t. (ilside.) We.4, but who were, 
thev? 

Ghita. I know no more of the '.natter than Lilia 
does. 

Peter. Oh ! here comes Lilia. 




Enter Lilla. 

_ Lilia, my dear, come here, I want to speak 
with you : now vou know that 1 never put myself 
into a passion ; but a lie provokes me, therefore, 
have a care; now 1 expect you to tell me the truth, 
for Ghita has confessed the whole matter. 

Lilia. Has she, indeed? 

Leop. She has ; therefore, have a care. 

Peter, [Aside to Leop.) Now, Leopold, I tell 
you — 

l^op. Be quiet, you fool; keep yourself : 
(Ghita makes signs to LUla that she has not told.) 

LiUa. (Aside.) Ob, ohl very well. 

Leop. {To Lilia.) Come, why don’t yon apeak? 
these countrymen. 

Lilia. Ay, these countrymen — Who were they? 
Why don’t yon tell me? 1 am sure yoo know. 

Leop, I know I here’s a pretty piece of business. 

Lilts, Well, if you won’t tell me, Ghita will. 

Leop. Harkye! Lilia, I am convinced you are 
wrong; tlierefore, I insist on your confession. 

' IMla. Oh ! you will have me confess ? 

/.eon. Yes, 1 will ; therefore, recollect joarself, 
I will nave it. 1 say, Peter, this is the way to ma- 
nage a wife. You see 1 have carried my point. 
AIR.— Lilla. 

What can mean that thoughtful frown? 

Why those eyes to earth cast down ? 

Tell me what amiss they see; 

Let them kindly look on me. 

La ratal la! 

If7iaf, then, would my dearest have? 

Come, indeed, I will be grave; 

And, viith melancholy face. 

Calmly hear thy piteous case. 

La ra lal la ! 

(During the song she dances slowly between Peter, 
Leopold, and Ghita.) 

Peter. I say, Leopold, this is the way to manage 
a wife ; you see you have carried your point. 

Leop. Why, t^—I — I don’t know how it is. bnt 
eood ! she has danoed me into a good humour, I 
think. 

LiUa, Now, Leopold, how could you serve me 
HO? Why, Ghita says you have been laughing at 
ber. [humour. 

Leop, Why, yes, 1 believe I am in a merry 
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LWa% I don’t think joa are merry; yi 
grumpy. 

Ltvp. Paha! no anoh thing; lam not grnmpy. 

Ghita, Ah! yon don’t deaerve the aapper we 
hare prepared for yon. But oome, Lilia, we mfist 
forgive ’em. • 

Lilia. Well, if we moat, we moat. {Brings ike 
tabu with sugmer forward.) 

Leap. {Aside to Peter.) Well, Peter, what do 
you think of this? 

Peter. {Aside to Leap.) Why, for my part, I 
think it looka like innooenoe. 

Leop. So it does, so it does; hot we’ll watch 
them, thoogb ; so, mom ! Peter. {All sit.) Egad! 
1 never was happier in my life; oome, let’s have a 


Lilia. I’ll give yon one : may oor happiness ever 
continue ! 

Leap. Very well; very well, indeed. {Alldrnik.) 
So good a toast deserves a second bumper. {Dritiks 
agtmi.) Now away with suspicions for ever. 

Seraskier sings without. 
SERENADE. 

To ndghtu love, the trembling strings are pressing; 

9 Sacred to hin^they praise, their sweet employ. 

*Ahl the fond heart, whose passion they’re express- 

Vibrates like them to love, hut not to joy. 

Leap. What's that? 

Peter. It sounds like mnsic. 

Ghita. What delightful harmony ! 

Leop, Corse harmony ! 1 don't like it' ^ all. 
{Rises.) . 

Lilia. Sit down, Leopold. 

Leop. 1 won’t sit down. 

Lilm. Nay, don’t be angry; here’s a merry- 
thought for you. 

Leap. Eat it yourself, then. 

Lilui. Yon shall sit down. It is only the vil- 
lagers amusing themselves; and yon know, Leo- 
iToittJ that people of fashion often have music at 
supper. (Seraskier sings without. ) 

Leop. Oh 1 choak vonr singing. 

Lilia. {Aside to Gnila.) We are undone ! ’tis the 
Seraskier. 

Peter. Ah ! Leopold, there’s danger in that voice. 
How melodious ! 

Leop. Horridly melodious ! Harkje ! Peter, 
are you courageous? 

Peter. Tolerably so. 

Leop. ( Takes two swords, and gives one to Peter. \ 
Here, then, take this sword, and follow me. We’lT 
join the concert ; and if 1 don’t put these gallants 
out of tone, I’ll be — It’s astonishing how I con- 
tinue to keep my temper. [Exit with Peter. 

JLUla. What will become of us 1 Let’s follow 
them ; I fear there will be mishief. 1 wonder that 
Leopold keeps his temper. [Exeunt. 

Enter UsEPH at a hack door. 

Useph. All quiet; then I’m sure Leopold can’t 
be here ; and I have such a dread of that d— d fel- 
low, that — {Seeing the supper.) Eh! What have 
we here? a good supper, and nobody to eat it. I 
think my appetite returns, aa my frigfit goes off. 
Egad! i’ll pick a bit. There’s nothing in the world 
1 like better than a good supper, especially when 
anybody else pays for it. Ha, iia, ha! Eh! What’s 
this ? ( Holding a large slice of ham on his fork. ) Oh ! 
the Christian dogs ! what, eat pork ! Oh, horrible ! 
{Eats the ham ejmerly.) Oh, fie! oh, fie! What 
have we here? Wine! worse and worse ! Wine, 
indeed ! How can people be so impious to drink— 
{Drinks a large cupful. )— Though, I believe a Ma- 
hometan may take a cup of wine when nobody sees 
him. Egad ! I’ll take another. Here’s to the 
founder of the feast. {Drinks.) Now, if I could 
but meet Lilia— Good cheer puts one in snob ex- 


[Act II. 

spirits, and makes one so valiant and so 

ving, that— (Ptsfob )ir6.) — Ob, Lord! {Starts 
up.) They are firing pistols against the door. Oh, 
Gear! oh, dear! What will become of me? {Goes 
to the door at the hack.) Eh! f^Bt! 

Mercy on me ! {Hides under 

Enter Peter and 

Ghita. Stay here, my dear Peter, if you love me ; 
all opposition is fruitless. I am sure the Seraskier 
it amongst them. 

Peter. Poor Leopold ! he’ll be overpowered by 
numbers. Run up to the houHe-top, Ghita, and 
alarm the neighbours. — [Exit Ghita.'] — How un- 
lucky that this accident should happen just at sup- 
per-time ! 

Enter LEOPOLD. 

Leop. Confusion! they have carried oil' my Lilia. 
Plague on my sword for failing me, when I might 
have rescued her; but I'll raise the neighbour- 
bood, and if I can but find that old scoundrel, 
USbpJji — {Turns round^and sees Useph.) — Ha! vil- 
lain, what bronght yoo here ? 

Useph. What bronght me here ? Why, I heard 
a,riot, so I came to — to — 

Leop. To what? 

Useph. Why, to quell it, and defend your house ; 
and, besides, 1 came to wish you joy on your mar- 
riage, my dear friend. 

« Leop. And bow did yon get into the bouse? 

Useph. I came through the garden, and in at the 
back-door, quietly ana peaceably as a magistrate 
shonld do, and agreeably to my function. 

Peter. Yes, and yon seem to have been eating 
some of our supper : was that agreeably to your 
function? 

Xeop. Ah I sirrah, Who asked you to supper? 

Useph. I only picked a bit. 

/.eop. Hold your tongue. Harkye, rascal! my 
Lilia’s curried oflC; and 1 am almost sure that you 
are in the plot; so, come along, and if 1 find my 
suspicions light. I’ll hang you on the next tree. 

[ Exeu,it. 

Scene V. — A Turkish Watch-tower, 

Enter the Seraskier, Trivia el, and Guards, from 
the Tower. 

Seras. Well, Ismael ; so far wc have proceeded 
successfully, and Lilia is safe within iny power. 
’I’he villagers fought manfully. 

Ismael. I fear, my lord, we shall experience other 
proofs of their valour. 

Seras. To what am I to attribute these unusual 
apprehensions, Ismael ? 

IsmaeU My lord, I never before fought in a 
cause I was ashamed of. 

Seras. No more: it’s time to think' of Coheu- 
berg. Are the executioners prepared ? 

Ismael. They are, my lord. 

Seras. Are the horsemen ready to bear off Ca- 
therine? 

Ismael. They have their orders, my lord. {Re- 
tires back.) 

Sera^, {To the Guards.) Strike off his chains, 
and bring yonr prisoner forth. Do v^ conduct the 
lady hither. [To another Guard, who e.xit. 

The Guards lift up a trap-door, one descends and 
returns with Colonel Cohenberg. 

Colonel. To what new indignities am I reserved ? 
Enter Guard with Catherine. 

Seras. Hear me, Christian : had the chance of 
battle made yoo my prisoner, I should have treated 
you as a soldier; but you have degraded yourself 
into a spy, and on ignominious death is, by the law 
of nations, your reward ; vat life or death, on one 
condition, may still be yours. 

Colonel. And if that one should be unworthy, 
learn, though life and liberty arc dearor to me tban 
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Act III. Scene 1.] 

aU tbetreainrei of joar eastern world, 
gem within my keeping, more raluable farT^IH 
noDoor! which 1 scorn to barter for it, {MufieMi 
dmuis WM heardm ) 

Seras, Hagb ! that is thy knell. When thrioe 
tliose soq||||||B|Mthin a few short moments, shall 
have thy obstinacy, that instant is thy 

last. AtBPftbis night thy Austrians mean to 
attack my fort. Let Uie deceivers be deceived : 
deliver them to my sword. Renounce yoor Chris- 
tian worship : do this ; and, in my Saltan’s name, 
I promise you power, wealth, honour, your Cathe- 
rine, all your wishes can desire. 

Colonel, My Catherine ! she is a reward so va- 
luable, so truly great, that — 

Cath. Hear roe, Cohenberg : should an unmanly 
tenderness for me make thee forget thy faith, thy 
counti^, and thy king, though that instant be my 
last. I'll tear thee, coward from my bleeeding 
heart, and cast thee olf unworthy of my love. 

Seras. (Aside.) Death to my hopes! she ruins 
all my purposes.— Christian, reflect ; be quick, or 
both your lives shall expiAe thy fault. * 

Cath. This is the greatest mercy thou cans! shew. 
He dares to die, and 1 dare not live to sec him dis- 
honoured. 

Seras, (Muffled drums,) Appear, ye ministers of 
death. — [Enter hlackSlaoes.^ — Now, Christian, this 
moment is th v last. 

Colonel, Oh, heavens! 

Seras, Bear her away ! 

Cath. To torture — death. My Cohenberg, re- 
member me. 

Colonel. In life and death, my Catherine. 

Seras. Away with her ! [ Exit Cath guarded. 

Colonel. Come, tyrant, give me tlie talal bow- 
string, and end at once this pageant of thy cruelty. 
Thy liireats 1 boldly despise ; thy oilers thus 
T tread beneath ray feet ; and, though this worth- 
less frame may fall bcfoie thee, fixed as the founded 
rock, my soul shal^ stand, Arm to my Cod, my 
king, and iiiy country. i 

Seras. I’ll hear no more. I 

Colonel. (Kneels,) Preserve my Catherine, hea- 
ven ! (Muffled drums. The Slaves fmt the cord round 
his neck, and prepare to strangle him,) 

Seras. Despatch him, slaves ! 

Colonel, (iruod angels, guard iny Cathuriae ' 

Seras. Christian, thy prayers are vain. (A great 
shout is heardf and the drums beating to arms.) 

Seras. Distraction ! we are betrayed. [^Exit. 
Colonel. Oil', oil'! ye slaves. 

Enter Anselm, Pltcr, Leopold, ^-c. 
gives the Colonel a sword. Slaveys go ajd- Anselm ^ 
Peter, and Leopold, go into the tower. Ner ask li'R 
re-enters with his sword drawn ; the Colom l lights 
with him, and drives him off. The Turks are driven 
from the tower ; ttu Turkish flag is taken down, 
and the Ausltian colours hoisted. A party of 
Austrians enter from the tower, with Plter, 
Leopold, Anselm, and Peasants. Colonel 
Cohenberg enters. Drums and trumpets.) 

Colonel. The villain has escaped me in the throng. 
But, oh ! Cfltberine is no whore to be found. 

Peter. A Turkish soldier told me, even now, 
some horsemen bore her over yonder plain. 

Colonel, Ha ! over yonder plain ! [Extl. 

FINALE. 

Now victory has, like a mistreM kind. 

Put an end to all our quarrels; 

In a brimming cup our joys we'U find, 

Erom tlw vine we* ll pluck our quarrels. 

Let us drink as wefignt ; with loud huzzas. 
We'll charge, and scorn all shrinking ; I 
Till our wine, like the foe, retreats apace, j 

And we shew our valour tii drinking, 

lEjeiml. I 


||Hp ACT in. 

E^Bcene of the Seradner's tent* 

“ Severed Ladies diseovered, 

CHORUS. 

On tlw uMrtike plains descend/^, 

Nipht, in pity, casts her veil; 

Hostile strife awhile sounding. 

Short-lived peace ana rest prentaL 

Enter Fatima and Lilla. lAUa in an elegant 
Turkish htibit, 

Fatima. Then yon are resolved to leave os, Lilia 7 
Lilia, Yes, yoor ladyship, that I will as soon as 
1 can. 

Fatima. And are yon not sorry to part with your 
line clothes, and quit the pleasures of the seraglio? 
Lilia. Pleasures, madam, what are they ? 

Fatima. Why, ’tie our pleasure to obey his high- 
ness, the Seraskier, who is our lord and liusbana. 
Lilia. And have yon no other hosband? 

Fatima. Why, that’s a very odd question. 

Lilia. Nay, I beg yonr ladyship’s pardon ; bnt I 
understand there are five and twenty ; if so, what a 
pity you should only have one husband amongst 
J'ou. 

Fatima, Nay, nay; I ought not to be sorry at 
your going, nr for the beautiful stranger leaving 
us. J have, hitherto, been the Seraskier’s favour- 
ite ; and you are two dangerous rivals. — Oh ! here 
she conics. 

Enter CATHERINE from the tent. 

Cath, This intelligence of Cohenberg’s safety, 
niK new life. Now let fortune do tier worst. 
Well, Fatima, are the sentinels bribed to let us 
pass ? 

Fatima. I gave Selim the gold, as you desired ; 
who, doubtless, has obeyed yonr orders. 

Cath. So, Lilia, 1 find you are to be my guide to 
the castle. Arc you sure you know the way? 

Lflla. Yes, iiiy lady ; His by the private path, 
which leads directly to it. I dare say we shdl be 
safe. (Trembling.) 

Cath. Why do yon tremble, lilla? 

Lilia, No, my lady— yes— yes — yes, I believe I 
am a little afraid. 

Oh, lur shame! You a lover! Consider. 
Lilia. No, I won’t consider. Now, pray, ma- 
dam, talk finely to me, as you did a little while ago, 
and don’t let me think of diflicuilies. 

Cath, Difliculties ! they are the test of virtue, the 
spur to courage; the noble mind would lose half 
its splendour, were it not for the pleasure of sur- 
mounting difliculties. 

AIR.— Catherine. 

No more I heave the heartfelt sigh; 

No more I drop (he briny tear ; 

Hope's promis d hour of bliss is wear. 

Yet dangers surrounding. 

My reason confounding, 

Ah! whither shall I fiy! 

Enter a Turkish Soldier. 

*’Sold. The drums are beating to arms; we ex' 
pect to be attacked every moment. [Exitw 

Cath, Come, Lilia. Adieu, kind Fatima! 

* lExeisui, 

Peter, (Without.) The enemy’s camp’s on firer 
Plunder’s the word. 

Enter Peter, Leopold, Anselm, Peasants, and 
Austrian Soldiers, who aU down the Seraskier' s 
Tent, and carry it off in pieces. The Turkish 
camp is seen on fire, at a distance. Drums and 
trumpets are heard. Re-enter Leopold and 
Peter. 

Leon, Lilia not to be found ! Oli ! she is in the 

f iot ; 1 am sure she is ; she has done it oo purpose. 

knew she would run away when 1 married her : 1 
was certain. 
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Pet€r, Tia a pitv, indeed. 

Leap, Tia false ! ’tia not a pit^. 

Peter. Well, then, ’tia not a pitj^. What a plagnOi 
mastn't I be sorry for yon? 

Leap. Rot your sorrow ! No. r. 

Peter. Well, I won’t be sorry/ then. 

JLeop* But are you really sorry for me, Peter ! 
Peter. To be sure I am : you know the friend- 
ship 1 have had for you, ever since we were boys 
together. 

Leap. Give me your hand, then. I ask your 
pardon. But why will yon provoke me 1 
Peter. Why was yon provoked, then? 

Leap. No, I was not ; but I mean that — I say 1 
mean — Zonnds ! I don’t know what I mean. 

SONG.— Leopold. 

How provoking pour doubts i Do you think Pm a fool? 
In the heat of the battle you know I was cool; 

While ourselves and our neighbours 
With guns, pistols, sabres^ 

Were cutting and slashing, 

Mahomedans hashing. 

But need I care for that, since^Hme is on the wing ; 
You see I am merry, you hear how I sing. 

Tol de rol, dfc. 

You see I am me. ry, you hear how I sing. ^ 

TJuU jade, Hiadam Lilia, that gipsy, afar, 
lo the Turkish guitar; 

Whiui great smooth-chiun'd fribbles. 

With vile squeaking trebles. 

Chant her praises to cheer 
That cruel Seraskier ! 

Till the 'handkerchief s thrown — But, then, mhaVs 
that to me ? 

It can't make me uneasy — Fm happy, you see. 

Tol de rol, ^c. 

It can't make me uneasy — Fw happy, you see. 

[Exeunt^ 

Scene IT. -^Ah Apartment at Colonel Cohenherg's. 

Enter an Austrian Soldier, and Lll.i.A, veiled. 
untte/o'**Pray, walk this way ; our Colonel will be 
so glad to she you. 

£illa. Indeed, sir, he won’t. 

Sold. Oh ! bat I am sure he will, my lady. 

Lil/a. Sir! 

Sold. I beg your ladyship’s pardon ; but, though 
bred in the ranks, 1 know good manners. 

Lilia. Ah! that’s my misfortune. I wish you 
did not; for, then, you would cpiit tlie room, and 
let me alone. [Soldier bows, and exit. 

Usmh. (Without.) Come along, Michael. 

Lilia. On, heavens ! that wretch, Usepb ! Wbat 
shall I do ! Though, perhaps, he won’t know me in 
this dress. (Retires.) 

Enter an Austrian Soldier, conducting in Useph 
r/nd M ichael. Useph dressed as an AuAtrian 
officer. 

Useph. Pray, 'don’t disturb 'the noble Colonel ; 
but when bis hoiionr is quite at leisure, let bis ho- 
nour kndw that 1 humbly wait to oiler my con- 

S 'atulatioDs. My name is Heoon Joseph Wolfgacg 
aumbork Blandenkerstoon Schwart/enbergen. 

[Earit Soldier. 

Mich. Why, heyday! I thought your name bad 
been Ben Yaooinb Ben Mustapfaa. 

Useph, Ay, that was iny Turkish title; but it 
won’t do now the Austrians are our masters. I 
think I have got a good name, eh ! Michael 1 
Mich. Ves ; and as you never had u good name 
before, I hope you will keep it, now you have 
got it. 

Useph. Ha, ha!^ Very well ; you are a sharp 
fellow, Michael ; I’ll recommend you to the Co- 
lonel, when 1 am appointed to some post of great 
emolument under him : you shall be my deputy, 
and do all the business for me, — (aside) and I’ll take 
all the money. 
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'So I will. I have often wondered where 
ence yon could conceal your riches. 

‘ Useph. Ay, that’s a secret 1 mean to let you 
into ; for 1 don’t think my boards are quite safe in 
this time of warlike combustion. '^I^’ll remove 
them , Michael . ( Lilia listens. ) 

Mich, But where arc they? 

Useph. Why, you know the "W^ng-place, 
about a mile off, which the Turks bold so sacred. 
In the middle of that ground, stands a high and 
spacious tomb ; there 1 nave hid it. But, mum ! 

JS/ifer an Austrian Soldier, 

Sold, (To lAUa.) Our Colonel is not at home, 
madam ; but T shall be happy to attend your lady^r 
ship. 

Useph. (To the Sold.) Harkye! my lad, pray, 
who is this pretty piece of camp furniture, eh? 

Sold. Hush ! ’tis our Colonel’s lady. I was the 
first who saw her here, and expect to be made a 
corooral for it. [Exif. 

IJseph. (Aside fo JlftcAaef.) Ob, ho! then 1 Know 
my cu^. — Leave us, Mbhael. — [Exit Michael.^ — 
(vseph hows to LiUa.) How happy are we all to 
see yonr ladyship returned ! The Colonel is a most 
amiable creature; be does me the honour to live in 
my house: it was mine yesterday. Indeed, he for- 
got to ask my leave ; but true politeness overlooks 
trifles. He must have a number of very pretty 
things at his disposal. Oh ! if ever I should live 
to be appointed a commissary — and if your lady- 
ship would but stand my friend— Pray, is your la- 
dyship fond of jewels? 

Lilia. (Aside.) If I speak to him, he’ll know my 
voice. 

Useph. (Aside.) I have some of the most beau- 
tiful here, which I should be proud to present to 
your ladyship. ( Offers a casket, ) 

Lilia. (Aside.) 1 believe I had best take them, 
to prevent further questions. ( Takes the casket.) 

Useph. (Aside.) 1 can see that she is used to 
bribery. 

Enter a Solder. 

Sold. The Colonel is not returned yet, madam ; 
till he do, we shall be proud to obey the wife of 
our noble commander. 

Lilia. (Throws open her veil.) I am not his wife, 
sir. 

Useph. Why, heyday ! Zounds ! this is iny wife 
that ought to be. 

Lilia. I’ll not be the wife of any of you. But, 
since you say, sir, you will obey my commands, 
pray, be kind enough to turn that wicked old jus- 
tice of peace out of tbe house. 

Sold. Oh! that we will directly. [Exit. 

Useph, What, torn me out of the house ! that’s 
ad — d good joke. Well, but, Lilia, I'll trouble you 
for iny pearls again, dear. 

Lilia. Why, 1 thought you gave them to me. 

Usfmh. Yes, I gave them you to look at. 

Lilia. Well, 1 have looked at them, and like 
them very well. 

Useph. Come, come ; 1 must have my jewels. 

Enter two Soldiers. 

Lilia. Turn him out. ' 

Useph, I won’t go without my pearls. At your 
peril, detasn them. Lookye! rny lads. I’m a ma- 
gistrate; 1 see you are well-disposed persons, and 
so I’ll explain to you tbe nature of justice as to 
private property. ^ For instance : my pearls — I say, 
my pearls — (Soldiers push him out.) 

Lilia. Ha, ha, ha ! I think 1 shall be even with 
you, Mr. Justice. I am glad I know where his 
money is hidden. J wish 1 liad told that gentleman 
of tbe fine lady that came away with me : I dare 
say she is the Colonel’s wife. Ah ! but, then, per- 
haps, he would have been angry with me for losing 
her. Well, thanks to fortune, here 1 am at present ; 
so. I’ll think no more of past dangers. 
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Domestic peace, my souVs deeire, 

The dearest bliss fate could bestow, 

At length, to thee I may aspire; 

Mufortune's storms no huger blow. 

Escapd their ire, now safe on shore, 

J lislem ta the tempesVs roar; 

And while the billows idly foam. 

They but endear my long lost home. \_Exit. 

Scene III. — Outside of Colonel Cohenberg*s house, 

USEPH discovered being pushed out of the house • 
by two Soldiers, 

Useph, Well, Imt bear me : I saj, that— there ! 
the^bave tamed me out, and won’t hear me. No- 
body will attend to me. What a miHerable dog I 
am ! Never was there so unhappy a magistrate ' 

Enter Leopold. 

Leop, Cruel, cruel, Lilia ! 

Useph, What? 

Leop, She has robbed me of my peace for ev|r ! 

Useph, She has robbed lue# too ; however^I am 
ready to make the matter up, if you’ll pay me roie| 
the pearls. 

Leop, What does the fellow mean? * 

Useph, I mean the pearls Lilia had of me. 

Leop, What! had of you? 

Useph, Hear me patiently, and 1*11 tell you all. 

Leop, Zounds! I am patient. — Well? 

Useph, I intended those pearls as a present to # 
certain person. 

Leop, And you gave them to Lilia? 

Useph, Yes, in my house — Colonel Cohenberg’s, 

1 mean : for there she is. 

Leop. What, Lilia there ! Oh, ho! {Knocks.) 

Sold, (Withitt.) What, you won’t go along!— 
(Comes out, and sees Leopold.) Ha! brother sol- 
dier, hew are you? 

Leop. Very well, thaiikye. Well, and so you 
are here. And how are you ? Isn’t there a young 
woman — I’m gladto see you — I say a young wo- 
man — How long have you been here? — Called Lilia, 
at this house ? 

Sold. Yes, she’s within. Come with me. 

[^Exeunt Leopold and Soldier. Useph at- 
tempts to i follow; but is pushed back, 
ana the door shuts. 

Useph. What, shut the door in my face ! I see 
there is no chance of getting the pearls; and 1 
shall be ruined if I stay here; so. I’ll e’en pack up 
my remaining treasure, and go over to the Turks. 
1 "got all my money by changing sides, and I’ll 
change sides to keep it. 

AIR.— Useph. 

Some time ggo, I married a wife, 

And she, poor soul! was the plague of my life ; 

I thought, when I lost her, my troubles were done. 

But, rfaith, 1 found they're just begun. 

Tho' she's aone, 

StUl 'tis all one, 

My troubles, alas! are just begun. 

A magistrate I next became. 

To he impartial was my aim ; 

No distinctitM I made between great atid small; 

Plaintiffs, defendants, I fleec'd them all: 

Great and small, fleec'd them all. , 

Turks and Christians, I cheated 'em all. 

In praise of honesty. I've heard. 

As policy, 'tis much pref err'd; 

Then, if 'tis best, in life's repast. 

The daintiest dish I'll taste the last. 

Honest at last. 

Tir'd of the past, 

Perhaps, os a clumge, i may try it at last. 

Scene IV.— A Room at Colonel Cohenberg's, 
Enter Leopold and Lilla. 

Lilia. My dear Leopold, how glad I am to see 
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Wu it not looky that I beard Diepb aaj 
‘ where his riches were ? 

Leop, Yes, very Incky. — (Aside.) Not a word 
of the pearls yet. — Well, but, Lilia, — 1 say this 
fine dress of yours— Zounds ! 1 can’t bear to look 


at It. • 

Lilia. What, more suspicions, Leopold ? 

Leop, No, my suspicions are Tanisned. 

Lilia, I am glad of it. ^ 

Leop, Yes, 1 am convinced of your falsehood. — 
Where are the pearls that Useph gave you? 1 sup- 
pose you can explain that to me. 

Lilia. I’ll explain nolhiog, Leopold. Your want 
of confidenre in me vexes me to the heart. I am 
sure we shall never be happy, if this be the case. 
(Cries.) 

Leop. Oh ! very well. I see what— you wish to 
part — Oh ! with all my heart. 

Lilia, And with all mine. 

DUETT.— Leopold mtd Lilla. 

Lilia. Though you think by this to vex me ^ 

Love no more can give me pmn, 

Leop. Vainly strBe not to perplex me, 

Y ou shall dupe me tt^er again. 

Lilla. Now your falsehood is requited, * 

^ /’// enjoy a single life. • • 

Leop. Hark ! to glory I'm invjted, • 

By the cheerful drum and flfe, 

Lilla. By consent, then, now we sever, — 

Leop. Love's all nonsense, freedom's sweet ; 
Lilla. And we take our leave for ever, 

Leop. Never more again to meet. 

Cyia. Never more? 

Leop. Nsfver more, 

Lilla. I don't want, sir, to allure you ; 

I don't wish your slay, not I, 

Leop. Fm quite happy, I as.vure you; 

Gladly I pronounce good b'ye ! 

Lilla. You will change your mind, believe me — 
Leop. No ; I told you so before. 

Lilla. Can you have the heart to leave mod ^ 
Leop. Yes: FU never see you more. 

Lilla, Never more? 

Leop. Never more, 

Botn, Never more my love shall leave me; 

Never part — 7io, never more, [Exeunt. 

Scene V. — A Turkish Burial-ground. 

Enter Peter, followed by Leopold unth a small 
cane. 

Peter, How fortunate that Lilla should overhear 
Useph discover where his treasures are hidden, 
ftut you say we are to carry this money to Colonel 
Cohenberg, who will deliver it to the lawful 
ownttrs. 

Leop, Yea ; we are to coiiiinit a robbery for the 
public good. So, follow me, Peter. loyvc go. 

Enter MICHAEL with a sack, and Useph disguised 
in a long cloak. 

Useph, Come along, Michael. But make no 
noise, that we may make our escape, undiscovered, 
to Belgrade. This is the spot where I buried my 


Icradc. l liis is me spoi wiiere a uuncu my 
poor, dear wife, two years ago. 

Mich. I recollect it.' 

Useph. Ak ! many a time, in the dead of the 
night, have I visited this place. 

Mich. What the plague, did you want to steal 
your wife? 

Useph. No, no ; I ran away with her once, when 
she was alive ; and repented it ever afterwards. 
She was a good soul, but rather turbulent ; never 
quiet, till she arrived here; and, now she is at 
rest, 1 should be sorry to disturb her. There, Mi- 
chael; that tomb is my banking-honse ; and, per- 
haps, it is not the first banking-house where a 
fortune has been buried. However, this is an old- 
established shop, and all the parties in it qniet, 
safe people. 
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Mkk, TbM «r« cone Co romove tbe frotsiirot 

Uwapk, Bf on 80, mj boj : 1 abaH take away m? 
moMj, md lea?e nj wife. Manjr a hasband woold 
tfaiak that no M bargain. (Ooim tn, meefs Petcr 
<md Leopold.) Oh, terrible t Wbat do I aee! ibj 
riobea! Olil Von andaoiona robbers! Ob! yon 
aaorilegioaa viltamat 

Lecp. Now, don’t make a noise ; you must be 
oool. 

Umfih, Why, yon impedent yarlet! Do you 
gander me, and preach to me at the aame^time ? 
Koonda! I’ll never be oool again. 

ItBop, Yea, yon will. (Siriket him with a attte.) 
How do yon find yonrself, now? (Strikes him 
a^Atn.) 

Useph, Oh! good, kind Leopold, I am cool»in- 
deed,! am quiet. 

Leap, Now, then, let’s hear wbat yon have to 


Useph, May I, then, withont oftenoe, ask what 
right you have to take mv money 1 1 don’t ask this 
in anger : I am quite cool. 

Leop. Vour money ! Whv, your name is H^roon 
Joseph Wolfgang Baumbork Blandenkcratoon 
Sohwertdenbergen. 

Peter, And tlMs money belongs to one Ben Ya- 
boinb Ben All Ben Mnsmplia. 

Leap. An old,erogniah magistrate of this village, 
who used to cheat people of their property. Come, 
honest Michael, yon shall carry this treasure for ua 
to Colonel Cohenberg’a. 

Useph, To Colonel Gohenberg’s ! Why, what the 
devil — 

Leap, What, you want the other dose? 

Useph, No, no. 

Leop. Well, then, aeslat Peter in loading Mi- 
chael. 

Useph, I tell you I will not assist. That— • 

Lsop. (Strikes him.) Now be oooL 

Useph, This Is d — d hard to make a man acces- 
sary to robbing himself. ( They nut several haps, 
Peter and ttetppold brouyht firom the tomb, into 
the sack, then place it on MichaeVs back, who carries 
itoff. Ue^h puts one of the bags into his pocket, 
unseen by Peter or Leopold. — Eaeunt, I 


Death slaUte triuomkasa Per the field: 

On every side the Christians yield, 

SHU conquest dm^h presses 
The U^-soldier s arms, 

In prospect he possesses 
Conning oeauty*s charme, 

Scene VII.— Cast/a and view of Belgrade.--The 
siege commences, Ouns firing balls of fire, sup- 
posed to be thrown to fire the eitadei, A party 
of Turks are repulsed by a party of Austrians, 
* An Austrian Soldier fiahts some tune sword m 
hand with a Turkish soldier; but, losing his sword, 
takes a pistol from his belt, and fires at him; 
the Turk falls, and is thrown into the ditch that 
surrounds the Castle^Enter the SeraskiER and 
CoHEhBBRO fighting. The Seraskier fdls , — 
Pltrr, Leopold, Anselm, ^c, fight with the 
Turkish soldiers, Usr.Pli enters, andfiourishes 
his sword on the side of the Turks: but finding 
they are sure to be conauered, joins the Austrians, 
Drums and trumpets neard m the time, 

0, Colonel. (To the Seraskier, isfio if dbum.) Rise, 
and learn Christian revenge. 

Enter Cathbrinb. 

FINALE. — In the course qf which, enter Ghita 
I mid Lilla. 

f 7 ho* Loud let the song of trinug^ rM, 

Blessed triumph o*er tgppressicsCs sieay; 
Valour has ganCd the brightest prise. 

For freedom's voice shall join the lay, 
Cath. Fortune relenting, from her stores. 

Her richest treasures lavish pours; 

The hUss for which so long we strove, 

The joys of victory and love, 

I Seraa. Vanquish'd, I boast my victor brave; 

UgM were the chams which valour gave ; 
Mote potent fellers now I find, 

I Kindness subdues his captive's mind, 

Cho. Loud let the song of triumph ms. 

Bless' d triumph o'er oppression's sway; 
Valour has gain'd the bnahtsst prise, 
Forfkeedcm's voice shall join the lay. 


Scene VI.— Outer Wall of the Burial-ground.— 
Severed voices are heard orying—** Follow ! Fol- 
low!” 

£hter Catherine, Leopold, Peter, Michael, 
and Useph. 

Cath, Ob, heavens! 1 am closely pursued 1 -^ 
Which way shall I escape ? My frienas, will you 
conduct me to Colonel Cohenberg’s. 

Leap, Ay, madam, at the hazard of^our lives. 
Lead on, Useph. [Exeunt. 

Enter Seraskier, Ismael, and Guards. 

Seras, Confusion ! My camp destroyed, and Ca- 
therine escaped! 

Ismael. Pray, my lord, return. You are near 
the frootiere of the Austrians. * 

Seras, Not till 1 recover Catherine. (Trumpets.) 
Hark! 1 am called to arms. Begone, and bear 
our orescent to tbe wars. . tBait Ismael. 

AIR.— Serabk^r. 

Love and honour now conspire 
To rouse nm soul with martial Jhrs, 
Holyprophst, hear my prayer. 

Give me once more the chanuna fair. 

The Austrian Jhrung^i* 8 bold tuarnu 
Breathe defiance to our arms. 

Fir'd with ardour to engage. 

Owe me to dare the battlers rags. 

When groans that shall bs hsara no more, 
Beks w the cannon's roar. 


DUETT.— Lilla and Ghita. 

Now while music her straine most inviting. 
Shall in sweet gratitude's canss display; 
Tho' vntutor'd in skill so deHghtmg, 

Our hsarlfsU thanks let us kumhlu pay. 
Strains so artless tho' ws proffer. 
Hearts o'erfiowing nest the offer. 
Cho. Now while music, Hfc. 


Leop. All ill-humour thus vented in figging, 

We are, as usual, ^od-humour'd and gay; 
Lilla. Happy liberty's bl^u^regaimHg, 

They inspiring our simple lay; 

Ghita. Freedom's glorious cause suslmmng. 

The theme oar humbk eoug will raise. 
Lilla. Strains so artless , — 

Though we projfer,— 

Hearts o'erfiowing. 

Zest the offer, 

Cho. Freedom's glorious cause, ^c. 


Cath. From companions in danger, this greeting 
Of friendship, Aoie c4N tee requite t 
Trio. A reception so gracious when meeting, 

Our duty becomes our delight, 

Br&At the laurel of victory graciug, 

Qlll a The manly brow merit marks it to wear; — 

Cho. Doubly dear ir that laurel while plaemg 
jBp the lov'd hand qf the fsoowrite four, 
Tom forgetting, pbmure courting, 

Beauty beaming, smiles tranmortmo. 

Bright the taurd, {Rjiennt. 




ACT I. 

Scene I — A great Hall in the court of Pyrrhus, 
Enter Omsils, Pyiadcs, and Attendants. 
Ores, Oh ' Pjrlades, what a life without a fiieiid'* 
At bight of thee in^ gloomy soul cheeia up, 

liopea re\ive, and gladiie«H dawns within me. 
Alter an absence of bin tedious moons, 

How could I hope to hnd my Pylades, 

My jo^, my comfort, on this fatal shore? 

Even in the court of Pyrrhus ju these realms. 
These hated realms, so cross to all iny wishes. 

Ob' my biave friend, may no blind stroke of fate 
Di\ide us innie, and tear me f^om myself. 

P*fl, Oh, Prince ' oh, my Orestes > oh, iny friend' * 
Thus let me speak the welcome of my heart. 

{Embraces.) 

Since 1 have gam'd tins unexpected meeting, 
Bless'd be the powers that barr d my way to Greece, 
And kept me here ' e er since the unhappy day 
'When warring winds (Epirus lull in view) 
Sunder'd our barks on the loud stoiiny main. 

Ores, It was, indeed, a morning full of horror' 
Pyi. A thousand boding i ares ba\ e i ack d my soul 
In your behalf. Ulten, with tears, 1 mourn d 
The fatal ills, to which your life's involv d , 

And grudd^CTyou dangers which 1 could not share. 
T fear'd to what e..tremiiies the black despair 
That prey’d upon your mind might have betray’d 
And lest the gods,m pity to }our woes, l>ou, 
Should hear your pray^, and take the life you 
loath’d. 

But now with joy I see yoo. The retinue. 

And numerous followers that sorround you here, 
^eak better fortunes, and a mind dispos’d 
relish life, ^ 

Ores* Alas ' my friend, who knows 
The destiny to wiuoh 1 stand reserv'd! 

1 come in search of an inhuman fair , 

And live or die, as she decrees my fate. rear’d 
Pyh Yon much surprise me, prince, 1 thought jou 


Of your nnpity’d, unsuccessful passion. 

Why, in Epirus, should yoo Hope to find 
Hermione less cruel, than at Sparta? * 

1 thought her pride, and the disdainfifl manner 
In wliicli she treated all your constant sufferings. 
Had broke your fetters, and ansur’d your free&m 
Asham’d of your repulse, and blighted vows. 

You bated her, you talk’d of her no more 
Prince, you deceiv d me' 

Ores, I deceiv’d myself. 

Do not upbraid the unhappy man that loves thee 
Thou know'st I never hid my passion from Uiee, 
Thou saw st it, in its birth, and in its piogresb, 
And when, at last, the lioai v king, her father. 
Great Menelaub, gave away his daughter, 

His lovely daughter, to the happy Pyrrhus, 

1 ir Hvengei of his wrongs, thou saw st ray grief. 
My torture, my despair and how 1 dragg’d. 

From sea to sea, a lieaiy chain of woe^. 

Oh ' Pylades, my heart has bled within me. 

To see thee, press d with sorrows not thy own. 
Still wand ring with me like a banish d inan. 
Watchful, end anxious for thy wretched friend, 
To temper the wild transports of my mind. 

And save me from myself 
Pyl. Why thus unkind? 

Why wil^you envy me the pleasing task 
Of generous love, and sympathising friendabip? 

Orev. Thou miiaole of truth ' But bear me on. 
When in the midst of my disastrous fate, 

1 thought bow the divine Hermione, 
i Deaf to the vows, regardless of mj plaints, 

' Gave up herself, and all her charma, to Pyrrhus , 

\ Thou may st remember, I abhorr’d her name, 

! btro>ve to forget her, and repay her scorn. 

Imiide my friends, and even myself, believe 
IHly soul was freed. Alas' 1 did not see. 

That all the malice of my heart was love. 
Tnamphikig tbas, and yet a oaptive still, 

In Greece! landed : and in Greece I found 
ISO 


2 


THE DISTENT MOTHER. 


[Act I. 


The assembled prinoes all alarm’d with fears. 

In wliioh their common safety seem’d oonoem’d. 

I join’d them : for 1 hop’d that war and glory 
Might fill my mind, ana take up dll my thoughts; 
And that my shatter’d soul, impair’d with grief, ^ 
Once more would reassume its wonted vigour. 

And everv idle passion quit my breast. 

PyL The thought was worthy Agamemnon’s son. 
Ores. But see the strange perverseness of mv stars, 
'Which throws me on the rock I strove to shun ! 
The jealous chiefs, and all the states of Greece, 
With one united voice, complain of Pyrrhus ;o 
That now, forgetful of the promise giv’n. 

And mindless of his godlike father’s fate, 

Astyanax he nurses in bis court; 

Astyanax, the young, surviving hope 
Of min’d Troy ; Astyanax, descended 
From a long race of kings — great Hector’s son. 

Pyl. A name still dreadful in the ears of Greece! 
But, Prince, you’ll cease to wonder why the child 
Lives thus protected in the court^of Pj'rrhus, 

When you shall hear the bright Andromache, 

His lovely captive, charms him from his purpose : 
The mother’s beauty guards the helpless son. 

Ores, Your tale confirins what 1 have heard ; and 
^ hence 

Spring all my hopes.^ Since my proud rival wooes 
Another partner to his throne and bed, 

Hermione may stifi be mine. Her father. 

The injur'd Menelaus, thinks already 
His daughter slighted, and ih’ intended nuptials 
Too long delay’d, i heard his loud complaints 
With secret pleasure; and was glad to find 
Th’ ungrateful maid neglected in her turn. 

And all my wrongs aveng’d in her disgrace. 

Pyl, Oh ! may you keep your just resentments 
warm! [found I 

Ores. Resentments! Oh! my friend, too soon I 
They grew not out of hatred. I am betray’d : 

I practise on myself, and fondly plot 
My own undoing. Goaded on by love, 

I.caqvas^’d all the suffrages of Greece ; 

!And here 1 cpme, their sworn ambassador. 

To speak their jealousies, and claim this boy. 

Pyl, Pyrrhus will treat your embassy with scorn. 
Full of Achilles, his redoubted sire, 

Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headstrong, fierce ; 
Made up of passions : will he, then, be swayed. 

And give to death the son of her he loves? 

Ores. Oh ! would he render up Hermione, 

And keep Astjaiiax, I should be bless’d! 

He must ; he shall ! Hermione is my life. 

My soul, my rapture ! I’ll no longer curb 
The strong desire that hurries me to madness : 

I’ll give a loose to love ; I’ll bear her hence ; 

I'll tear her from his arms ; I’ll— Ob, ye gods ! 

Give me Hermione, or let me die! 

But tell me^Pylades, how stand iny hopes? 

Is Pyrrhus still enamour’d with her charms? 

Or dost thou think he’ll yield me up the prize. 

The dear, dear prize, which he has ravish’d from me? 

Pyl, I dare not flatter your food hopes so far ; 
The king, indeed, cold to the Spartan princess. 
Turps an bis passion to Andromache, 

Hector’s afflicted widow. But Jn vain. 

With interwoven love and rage, be sues ^ 

The charming captive, obstinately cruel. 

Oft he alarms her foy her child, confin’d 
Aparl;>gnd when her tears begin to flow, 

As stops them, and recals his threats. 

Hermmne a thousand times has seen 
His iU-requited vows return to her ; 

And takes his indignation all for love. 

What ban be gather’d from a man so various? 

He may, in the disorder of bis soul. 

Wed her he bates, and punish her he loves. 

Ores, But tell me how the wrong’d Hermione 
Brooks her slow nuptials, and dislionoor’d charms? 
P0, Hermione woold fain be thonght to scorn 


But, spite of all her pride and oonsdons beauty. 
She mourns in secret her neglected charms, 

And ofL lias made me pri^vy to her tears; 

Still threatens to be gone, yet still she stays. 

And sometimes sighs, and wishes for Orestes. 
Ores, Ah ! were those wishes from her heart, my 
friend, 

I’d fly in transport — (Flourish within.) 

Pyl. Hear ! the king wproaches 
To give you audience. Speak your embassy 
Without reserve: urge the demands of Greece; 
And, in the name of all her kings, reouire 
That Hector’s son be giv’n into your uands. 
Pyrrhus, instead of granting what they ask, 

To speed his love, and win the Trojan dame, ^ 
Will make it merit to preserve her son. 

But, see : be comes! 

Ores. Meanwhile, my Pylades, 

Go, and dispose Hermione to see 
Her lover, who is eome thus far, to throw 
Himself, in all his sorrows, at her feet. [Exit Pyl, 
Ejfiter Pyrrhus, PhceniX, and Attendants, 
Before!^ speak the messrge of the Greeks, 

P'^rmit me, sir, to glory in the title 
Of their ambassador; since I behold 
Troy’s vanqoisher, and great Achilles’ son ; 

Nor does the son rise short of such a father: 

If Hector fell by him, 'froy fell by you. 

But what your father never would have done. 

You do. You cherish the remains of Troy ; 

Add, by an ill-tim’d pity, keep alive 
Tbe dying embers of a ten years’ war. 

Have you so soon forgot the mighty Hector? 

I The Greeks remember his high brandish’d sword. 
That fill’d their state with widows and with or- 

C hans; 

they call for vengeance on his son. 

Who knows what he may one day prove? 'Who 
knows 

But he may brave ns in our ports, and fill’d 
With Hector’s fury, set our fleets on blaze? 

You may, yourself, live to repent your mercy. 
Comply, then, with the Grecians* just demands; 
Satiate their vengeance, and preserve yourself. 

Pyr. Tbe Greeks are for iny safety more ocn- 
cern’d 

Than I desire. I thought your kings were met 
On more important counsel. When 1 heard 
The name of their ambassador, 1 hop’d 
Some glorioos enterprise was taking birth. 

Is Agamemnon’s son despatch’d for this? 

And do the Grecian chiets, renown’d in war, 

,A rane of heroes, join in close debate, 

To plot an infant’s death? What right has Greece 
To ask his life? Must I, must I alone. 

Of all her scepter’d warriors, be deny’d 
To treat my captive as I please? Know, Prince, 
When Troy lay smoking on the ground, and each 
Proud victor shar’d the harvest of tbe war, 
Andromache, and this her son, were mine ; 

Were mine by lot. And who shall wrest them from 
Uljsses bore away old Priam’s queen ; [me? 
Cassandra was your own great farter’s prize. 

Did I concern myself in what they won? 

Did I send embassies to claim their ogntives? 

Ores, But, sir, we fear for you and for ourselvei. 
Troy may anin revive, and a new Hector 
Rise in Astf anax. Then think betimea — 

Pyr, Let dastard souls be timorously wise : 

But tell tliem, Pyrrhus knows not bow to form 
Far fancied ills, and dangers out of sight. [Troy ; 

Ores. Sir, call to mind the nnrivall^ atrength of 
Her walla, her bulwarks, and her gates of brass; 
Her kings, her heroes, and embattled armies. 




Confus'd in dust; ail mix’d in one wide ruin! 

All but a child, and he in bondage held. 

What vengeance can we fear from sneh a Troy 7 
If they have sworn to extinguish Hector’s race. 
Why was their vow for twelve long months deferr’di 
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Why was he not in Priam’s bosom slain? 

He should have fairn amonjjr the slaoghter’d heaps. 
Whelm’d under Troy. His death had then been just. 
My fury then was withoat bounds ; but now. 

My wrath appeas’d, must I be cruel still? 

And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity, 

Like a cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood? 

An infant’s blnodl No, Prince; go bid the Greeks 
Mark out some other victim ; my revenge 
Has liad its fill. What has escap'd from Troy 
Shall not be sav’d to perish in Epirus. 

Ores. I need not tell yon, sir, Astyanax 
Was doom’d to death in Troy ; nor mention how 
The craftv mother sav’d her darling son. 

The Greeks do now but urge their former sentence : 
Nor is’t the boy, but Hector they porsue; 

The father draws their vengeance on the son: 

The father, who so oft in Grecian blood 
Has drench’d his sword; the father, whom the 
Greeks 

May seek e'en here. Prevent them, sir, in time. 

Hyr. No: let them come ; since I was born toswage 
Eternal wars. Let them nibw turn their arnfh 
On him who conquer'd for them. Let them confb; 
And in Epirus seek another Troy. ^ 

’Twas thus they recompens’d my godlike sire ;* 
Thus was Achilles thank’d. But, Prince, remember. 
Their black ingratitude then cost them dear. 

Ores, Shall Greece, then, find a rebel son in 
Pyrrhus'! [Greegel 

Pyr. Have I, then, conquer’d to depend on 
Ores. Hermione will sway your soul to neace. 
And mediate ’twixt her father and yourselr. 

Her beauty will enforce my embassy. 

Pyr, Hermione may have her charms, and I 
May love her still, though not her father's slave. 

I may, in time, give proofs that I'm a lover; 

But never most forget that I'm a king. 

Meanwhile, sir, you may see fair Helen’s daughter : 
I know how near in blood you stand ally’d. 

That done, you have my answer, Prince* The 
Greeks, 

No doubt, expect your quick return. 

lExit Orestes and Attendants. 
PhuB. Sir, do vou send your rival to the Princess? 
Pyr. 1 am told that he has lov’d her long. 

Phee, If so. 

Have you not cause to fear the smother'd flame 
May kindle at her sight, and blaxe anew ; 

And she be wrought to listen to his passion ? [fill : 

Pyr. Ay, let them, Pheenix ; let them love their 
Let them go hence; let them depart together; 
Together let them sail for Sparta; all my ports < 
Are open to them both. From what constraint, 
Wli.*it irksome thoughts, should I then be reliev’d! 
Pfioe. But, sir — 

Pyr. I shall, another time, good Phcniiix, 
Unbosom to thee all my thoughts: for see, 
Andromache appears. [Exit Pheenix, 

Enter Andromache and Ccfiiisa. 

May I, madam. 

Flatter my hopes so far as to believe 
You come to seek me here? 

Andro. This way, sir. leads 
To those atp^ftinents where you guard ray son. 
Since you permit me, once a day, to visit 
All f have left of Hector and of Troy, • 

1 go to weep a few sad moments with him. 

I have not yet to-day embrac'd m v child ; 

1 have not held him in my widowed arms. 

Pyr, Ah ! madam, should the threats of Greece 
prevail, 

You’ll have occasion for your (ears, indeed. 

Andro. Alas! what threats? What can alarm the 
There are no Trojans left. [Greeks? 

Pyr. Their hate to Hector 
Can never die : the terror of hia name [son. 

Still shakes their souls, and makes them dread bis 
Andro, A mighty honour for viotorions Greece, 
To fear aii jiifant, a poor, friendless child! 


Who smiles in bondage, nor yet knows himself 
The son of Hector, and the slave of Pyrrhus. 

Pyr. Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his life, 
And send no less than Ag^meianon’s son 
tfo fetch him hence. 

Andro. And,#ir, do you comply 
With such demands? This blow is aim’d at me. 
How should the child avenge hia slaughter’d sirs? 
But, cruel menl they will nut have him live 
To cheer my heavy heart, and ease my bonds. 

I promis’d to myself in him a son, 

In Iflin a friend, a husband, and a father. 

But I must suffer sorrow heap’d on sorrow. 

And still the fatal stroke must come from yon. 

Pyr. Dry uu those tears I must not see you weep; 
And know, I have rejected their demands. 

The Greeks already threaten me with war ; 

But, should they arm, as once they did for Helen, 
And hide the Adriatic with their fleets ; 

Should they prepare a second ten years’ siege. 

And lay my towers and palaces in dust; 

I am determin'd to defend your son. 

And rather die mself than give him up. 

But. madam, in the midst of all these dangers, 
Will you refuse me a propitious smile? 

Hated of Greece, and press'd on every sid^ 
LeUme not, madam, while I figlft your cause, » 
Let me not combat with your c^uellicft. 

And count Aiidroinaolie amongst my foes. 

Andro. Consider, sir, bow this will sound in 
Greece ! 

How can so great a soul betray such weakness? 
Let not men say, so generous a design 
Vf r..} but the transport of a heart in love. 

Pyr. Yflur cliarins will justify me to the world. 
Andro. How can Andromache, a captive queen, 
O’erwhelm'd with grief, a burden to lierself. 
Harbour a thought of love ? Alas ! what charma 
Have these iinliappy eyes, by you condemn’d 
To weep for ever ! Talk of it no more. 

To reverence the misfortunes of a foe ; 

To succour the distress’d; to give the aoa^ 

To an afflicted mother ; to repel • 

Confederate nations, leagu'd against his life ; 
IJnbrib'd by love, unternfy'd by threats, 

To pity, to protect him : these are cares, 

These are exploits worthy Achilles’ son. [ever? 

Pyr. Will your resentments, then, endure for 
Must Pyrrhus never be forgiven? 'Tis true, 

My sword has often reek’d in Phrygian blood. 

And carried havoc through your royal kindred^ 
But \ou, fair Princess, amply have aveng'd 
Old Priam’s vanquish’d house; and all tne woes 
I brought on them, fall short of what I suff*er. 

We both have suffer’d in our turns ; and now 
Oar common foes shall teach us to unite. 

Andro. Where does the captive not behold a foe? 
Pyr. Forget the term of hatred, aiid^behold 
A friend in Pyrrhus. Give me but to hope, 

I'll free your son, I'll be a father to him: 

Myself will teach him to avenge the Trojans. 

I'll go in person to chastise the Greeks, * 

Both for your wrongs and mine. Inspir’d by you, 
What would 1 not achieve ? Again shall Troy 
Rise from its xshes^ this right arm shall Ak 
H er seatof empire, and your son shall reign* 
Andro. Such dreams of greatness suit oot my 
condition : 

His hopes of empire perish'd with hU father. 

No; thou imperial city, ancient Troy, 

Thou pride of Asia, founded by the gods! 

Never, oh! never, must we hope to see 

Those bulwarks rise, which Hector could not guard! 

Sir, all I wish for is some quiet exile. 

Where far from Greece remov’d, and far from you> 
I 'may conceal iny son, and mourn my husband. 
Your love creates me envy. Oh ! return, 

Return to your betroth’d Hermione. [cannot. 

Pyr. Why do yon mock me thus? you know, I 
You know Illy licart is yoor’s ; iny soul hangs on you ; 
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You take up everj wiah: my wakine thoughts, 
And nightly dreams, are all emplov*a on you. 

*Tig true, Hermione was sent to share 
My throne and bed; and would, with transport, hear 
The vows which you neglect. 

Andro, She has no Troy, ' 

No Hector to lament : she has not 'lost 
A husband by your conquests. Such a husband ! 
(Tormenting thought!) whose death alone has made 
Your sire immortal. Pyrrhus and Achilles 
Are both OTOwn great by my calamities. 

Pyr. Madam, ^tis well ; ’tis ver^ well ; I find 
Your will must be obey’d ; imperious captive. 

It shall ! Henceforth, I blot you from my mind ; 
Yon teach me to forget your charms ; to hate you : 
For know, inhuman beauty, I have lov'd 
Too well to treat you with indifference. 

Think well upon it ; my disorder'd soul 
Wavers between th’ extremes of love and rage. 

I have been too tame; I will awake to vengeance! 
The son shall answer for the mother's scorn. 

The Greeks demand him ; nor will I endanger 
My realms, to pleasure an ungrateful woman. 

Andro. Then he must die! alas ! my son must die ! 
He has no friend, no succour left, beside 
His m?jher's tears, and his own innocence. 

Pyr. Go, madaci, visit this unhappy son ; 

The sight of jiim may bend your stubborn hear\. 
And turn to softneSs your unjust disdain. 

1 shall once more expect your answer. Go; 

And think, while you embrace the captive boy. 
Think, that his life depends on your resolves. 

[Kxitvo'Uh AtUndanta, 

Andto. I’ll go, and in the anguish of mv heart/ 
Weep o'er my child ; if he must die, myJife 
Is wrapp'd in his ; f shall not long survive. 

’Tis for his sake that 1 have suffer’d life. 

Groan'd in captivity, andont-liv’d Hector. 

Yes, iny Astyanax, we'll go together. 

Together to the realms of night we’ll go; 

There to tb^ ravish’d eyes tnv sire I'll show, 

Aud point him out among the shades below. [Exeunt, 
c. act II.— Scene I. 

Et&er Hermione and Cleon e. 

Her. Well, I'll be rul'd, Cleone ; 1 will see him : 
1 have told Pylades that he may bring him; 

But trust me, were I left to my own thoughts, 

1 should forbid him *yet. 

Ck. And why forbid him? 

Is be not, madam, still the same Orestes? 

Orestes, whose return you oft have wish'dl 
The man whose sufl'erings you so late lamented. 
And often prais'd bis constancy and love? 

Her, That love, that constancy, so ill requited. 
Upbraids me to myself. I blush to think 
How I have us’d him, and would shun his presence. 
What will be my confusion when he sees me. 
Neglected lyod forsaken, like himself? 

Will he not say, "Is this the scornful maid. 

The proud Hermione, that tyranniz’d 
In Sparta's court, and triumph'd in her charms? 
Her insolence, at last, is well repaid !" 

I cannot l^ar the thought. 

CIs. You wrong yourself 
With unbecoming fears. He knows too well 
Your beauty and your worth. Your lover pomes not 
To offer insults, but to repeat his vows, 

And breathe his ardent passion at your feet. 

But, madam, what's your royal father's will? 
What orders do your letters'bring from Sparta? 

Her. His orders are, if Pyrrhus still delay 
The AuptiaU, and refuse to sacrifice 

boy, I should with speed embark, 
And'tlritli their embassy return to Greece, [time 
What would you more'’ Orestes comes in 
To siiVe your bottour. Pyrrhus cools apace: 
Pcoveni his falsehood, and forsake him first. 

1 know yon hate him ; you have told me so. 

Her. Hate him ! My injur’d bononr bids me bate 
him. 


The ungrateful mao, to whom 1 fondly gave 
My virgin heart ; the man I lov'd so dearly ; 

The man I doated on ! Oh ! my Cleone, 

How is it possible I should not hate him? ^ 

Cle, Then give him over, madam. Quit bis court, 
And with Orestes — 

Her. No : 1 must have time 
To work up all my rage ; to meditate 
A parting full of horror ! My revenge 
Will be nut too much quicken'd by the traitor. 

C/e. Do you, then, wait new insults, new affronts? 
Tp draw you from your father ; then to leave you ; 

In his own court to leave you, for a captive ! 

If Pyrrhus can provoke you, he has done it. 

Her. Why dost thou heighten my distress? I fear 
To search out my own thoughts, and sound my heart. 
Be blind to what thou seest; believe me cur'd ; 
Flatter my weakness ; tell me I have conquer'd ; 
Think that ray injur’d soul is set against him ; 

Aud do th^ best to make me think so, too. 

Cle. Why would you loiter here, then? 

Her. Let ns fly! 

Let us be gone ; 1 leave him to his captive. 

Lf^t him go kneel, and supplicate his slave. ■ 

Let us begone ! But what if he repent? 

What if the peijur’d prince again submit, 

And sue for pardon ? What, if he renew 
His former vows? But, oh ! the faithless man ! 

He slights me ; drives me to extremities. However, 
I'll stay, Cleone, to perplex their loves: 

I’H stay, till by an open breach of contract, 

I make him hateful to the Greeks. Already 
Their vengeance have I drawn upon the son ; 

The second embassy shall claim the mother ; 

I will redouble all my griefs upon her. 

Cle. Ah ! madam, whitlier does your rage trans- 
port you? 

Andromache, alas! is innocent. 

A woman plung’d in sorrow, dead to love; 

And when she thinks on Pyrrhus, 'lis with horror. 

Her. Would 1 had done ho, loo I he bad not then 
Betray'd my easy faith. But I, alas ! 

Discover’d all the fondness of iny soul ; 

1 made no secret of my passion to him, 

Nor thought it dangerous to be sincere. 

My eyes, iny tongue, my actions spoke my heart. 

Cle. Well might yen speak without reserve, to one 
Engag’d to you by solemn oaths and treaties. 

Her. His ardour, too, was an excuse to mine: 
With other eyes be saw me then. Cleone, 

Tiiou may’s! remember, everything conspir’d 
To favour him : my father’s wrongs aveng’d;^ 

,The Greeks triumphant; fleets of Trojan spoils; 
His mighty sire’s, bis own immortal lame; 

His eager love; all, all conspir’d against me. 

But I have done ; I'll think no more of Pyrrhus : 
Orestes wants not merit, and he loves me. 

My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him ; 

And if I’ve power o’er my own heart, 'tis his. 

Cle. Madam, he comes — 

Her. Alas ! 1 did not think 
He was so near. I wish 1 might not see him. 
Enter Oil ESTES. 

How am I to interpret, sir, this visit? 

Is it a compliment of form, or love? [fate 

Ores. Madam, you know my weakness. 'Tis my 
To love unpity’d; to desire to see yon; 

And still to swear each time shall be the last. 

My passion breaks through my repealed oaths. 

And every time 1 visit you I’m peijur'd. 

Even now 1 find my wounds all bleed afresh ; 

I blush to own it, but I know no core. 

I call the gods (u witness, I have tried 
Whatever man could do (but tried in vain) 

To wear you from my mind. Throngb stormy seas. 
And savage dimes, in a whole rear of absence, 

1 courted dangers, aud I long’d for death, [tale? 

Her, Why will you, Prince, indulge this mournfol 
It ill becomes the ambassador of Greece 
To talk of dying and of love. Rememb^ 
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The kings yoo represent: shall their revenge 
Be disappointed by yonr ilUtim'd passion? 
Bisoharge yonr embassy. ’Tis not Orestes 
The Greeks desire slioold die. 

Ores. My embassy 
Is at an en^; for Pyrrhos has refos’d 
To give up Hector^ son* Some hidden power 
Protects the boy. 

Her. Faithless, ongratefol man! (Aside.) 

Ores, I now prepare for Greece ; bot ere I go, 
Would hear my final doom pronounced by you. 
What do I sayl T do already hear it! 

My doom is fixed: [ read it in your eyes. * 

Her. Will you then still despair? be still snspi- 
cions? 

Wfiat have 1 done? wherein have T been cruel? 
^Tis true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus ; 

But ’twas luy royal father sent me hither. 

And who can tell but I have shar'd your piefs? 
Have 1 ne’er wept in secret? never wish^ 

To see Orestes? 

Ores, Wish’d to see Orestes! 

O joy I O ecstasy ! My soyl’s entranc’d ! * 

0 charming princess! O transcendent maid: 

My utmost wish ! — Thus, thus let me express 
My boundless thanks ! — 1 never was unhappy. • 
Am I Orestes? 

Her, You are Orestes: 

The same, unalter'd, generous, faithful lover ; 

The prince whom I esteem, whom I lament. 

And whom I fain would teach my heart to love. • 
Ores. Ay, there it is l-.-l have bot your esteem. 
While Pyrrhus has your heart. 

Her. Believe me, prince, 

Were you as Pyrrhos, I should hate yoo. 

Ores. No. 

1 should be blest, fshould be lov’d as he is! 

Yet all this while 1 die by your disdain. 

While he neglects your charms, and courts another. 
Her, And who has told you, Prince, that I’m 
neglected? 

Has Pyrrhus said — (Oh I I shall go distracted!) 

Has Pyrrhus told you so? oris it you 

Who think thus meanly of me? — Sir, perhaps, 

All do not Judge like you. 

Ores, Madam, go on; 

Insult me still; I’m us’d to bear your scorn. 

Her. Why am I told bow Pyrrhos loves or bates? 
Go, Prince, and arm the Greeks against the rebel ; 
Let them lay waste his country, rase his towns. 
Destroy his fleets, his palaces — himself ! 

Go, Prince, and tell me then how much 1 love him. 

Ores, To hasten his destruction, come yourself ; 
And work your royal father to his ruin. * 

Her, Meanwhile he weds Andromache. 

Ores, Ah! Princess; 

What is’t*I hear? 

Her. What infamy for Greece, 

If be should wed a Phrygian, and a captive! 

Ores. Is this your hatred, madam? — ’Tis in vain 
To hide your passion ; every thing betrays it : 

Your looks, your speech, your anger, nay, your 
silence ; 

Your love apimars in all ; your secret flame 
Breaks out Bie more, the more you would con- 
ceaTit. 

Her. Your jealousy perverts my meaning still. 
And wrests each oiroumstanoe to your disquiet: 

My very hate is construed into fondness. 

Ores, Impute my fears, if groundless, to my 
love. 

Her. Then hear me, Prince. Obedience to a 
father 

First brought me hither ; and the same obedience 
Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence, 

Or my oflended father shall recal me. 

Tell th is proud K-ing, that Menalaus scorns 
To match his daughter with a foe of Greece : 

Bid him resign Astyanax or me. 


If he persists to guard the hostile boy, 

Hermione embaru with you for Sparta. 

^Exeunt Hermione and Cleone. 
Ores. Then is. Orestes blest ! My griefs are 
fled! 

Bled like a dream ! — Methinks I tread in air? 
Pyrrhus, enamour'd of his captive queen, 

Will thank me, if I take her rival hence. 

He looks not on the Princess with my eyes. 
Surprising happiness ! unlook’d for joy ! 

Never let love despair. The prize is mine ! 

Be smooth, ye seas, and ve propitious winds, 
Breafkie from Euirus to the Spartan coasts ! 

I long to view tiie sails unfurl’d! — But see! 

Pyrrhus approaches in a happy hour. 

Enter Pyrrhds and PhceMX. 

Pyr. I was in pain to find you. Prince. My 
warm. 

Ungovern’d temper would not let me weigh 
The importance of yonr embassy, and hear 
You argue for my good. I was to blame. 

I since have pois’d your reasons : and I thank 
My good allies : their care deserves my thanks. 
You nave convinc’d me that the weal of Greece, 

My father’s honour, and my own repose. 

Demand that Hector's race should be destr^’d. 

I shall deliver np Astyanax, ^ 

And^'ou yourself shall bear the vfclitn hence. 

Ores. If you approve it, sir, apd are^ontent 
To spill the blood of a defenceless child, 

The olfended Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas’d. 

Pyr. Closer to strain the knot of our alliance, 

I have determined to espouse Hermione. 

Y^ come in time to grace our nuptial rights : 

III you the Kings of Greece will all be present. 

And you hive right to personate her father. 

As Ills ambassador and brother's son. 

Go, Prince, renew your visit ; tell Hermione, 
To-morrow I receive her from your hands. 

Ores, Oh ! change of fortune ! Oh ! undone 
Oreste» ! [Asidst and exit. 

Pyr. Well, Phoenix, am I still a slave to love? 
What think 'st thou now ? Am I myself again ? 
Phit. ’Tis as it shonld be; this discovers Pyr- 
rhus ; 

Shows all the hero : now yon are yourself-^ 

The son, the rival of the great Achilles ! 

Greece will applaud you, and the world confess 
Pyrrhus has conquer'd 'Froy a second time! 

Pyr. Nay, Phoenix, now 1 but begin to triumph ; 
I never was a conqueror till now. 

Believe me, a whole host, a war of foes, 

May sooner be subdu’d than love. Oh! Pheenix ; 
What ruin have I shunn’d ! The Greeks, enrag’d, 
Hong o'er me like a gathering storm, and soon 
Had burst in tlinnder on my head; while I 
Abandon’d duty, empire, honour, all. 

To please a thankless woman! — One kind look 
Had quite andoUR me ! * 

Phte. Oh ! my royal master! 

The gods, in favour to you, made her cruel. 

Pgr. 'Thou saw’st with how much scorn slie 
treated me ! 

When I permitted her to see her son, 

I hop’d it might have work’d her to iny wishes; 

I went to see the uibnrofiil interview, 

And fonnfl her bath’d in tears, and lost in passion. 
Wild with distress, a thousand times she call’d 
On Hector’s name: and when 1 spoke in comfort. 
And promised mjf protection to her son, 

She kiss'd the boy, and call'd agaiii,iMk^lIeotor. 
Does she, then, think that I prescrvb'the , 

To soothe and keep alive her flamu for 
Plue. No doubt she does, and thinks you ' 

iu it ; "V 

Bui let her go, for an ungrateful woman. ^ 

Pyr. 1 know the thou^ts of her proud atablMWi| 
heart : 

Vain of her charms, and Insolent in beaut v, 

• 150 
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She mooke mj 
loodest, 

Expeota wonld aoon be hnmbled into love. 

Bat we shall change oar parts, and she shall find 
I can be deaf, like her, and steel mj heart. 

She’s Hector’s widow, I, Aohilles'^son! 

Pyrrhus is born to hate Andromrche. 

Pha, My mjral master, talk of her no more ; 

I do not like this anger. Your Hermione 
Should now engross your thoughts. *Tis lime to 
see her ; 

^Tis lime you should ||renare the nuptial rites, 

And not rely upon a rival’s care : ' 

It may be dangerous. 

Pyr. But tell me, Pbmnix, 

Dost thou not think the proud Andromache 
IVill be enrag’d, when 1 shall wed the princesst 
Pha» Why does Audromacbe still haunt your 
thonghts? 

Whsit is’t to you, be she enrag'd or pleas’d 1 
Let her name Mrish — think of her no more. 

Pyr. No, Phoenix, 1 have bean too gentle with 
her; 

I have check’d my wrath, and stifled my resent- 
ment : 

She knows not yet to what degree I hate her. 

Thod slialt see, Phoenix, how I'll break her pride, 
^ Phte, Oh ! go not, sir. There’s ruin L her 
eybs! 

Yon do not know your strength. You’ll fall before 
her. 

Adore her beauty, and revive her scorn. 

Por. That were, indeed, a most unmanly weak- 
ness ! 

Thou dost not know me, Phoenix. 

Phai, Ah! my prince; * 

Yon are still struggling in the toils of love. 

Pyr. Canst thou, then, think 1 love this woman 
still? 

One who repays my passion with disdain ! 

A stranger, captive, friendless and forlorn; 

She, and her darling son, within my power; 

life'! forfeit to the Greeks : yet 1 
Preserve he. son, would take her to my throne, 
Would fight her battles, and avenge her wrongs; 
And all this while she treats me as her foe ! 

Phce. You have it in your power to be reveng’d. 
Pyr. Yes, and I’ll shew my power! I'll give 
her cause 

To hate me ! her Astyanax shall die. 

What tears will then be shed ! How will she then, 
In bitterness of heart, reproach my name! 

Then, to complete her woes, will I espouse 
Hermione— ’twill stab her to the heart ! 

Pha. Alas ! you threaten like a lover still. 

Pyr. Phoeiiix, exonne this struggle of my soul ; 
’Tis the last effort of expiring love. 

Phce, Then hasten, sir, to see the Spartan prin- 
oetls, 

And turn the bent of your desires on her. 

Pyr. Ob! ’tis a heavy task to conquer love. 

And wean the soul from her accustom’d fondness. 
But comd — a long farewell to Hector’s widow. 

'Tis with a secret pleasure I look back. 

And see the many dangers I have pass’d. 

The merchant thus, in dreadful 'tempests tost, 

Thrown by the waves on some unlook’d for coast. 
Oft turns, and sees, with a delightful eye, 

Midst rocks and shelves the broken biflows fly ! 

And while the outrageous winds Rm deep deform, 
Smilea on the tumnit, and enjoys the storm. 

' \ [Exeimt. 

f ^ ACT III. 

ftCBNE I,— Enter Pylades mtd Orestes. 

PyL For heaven’s sake, sir, compose your raffl’d 
mind. 

And moderate yonr rage! 

Ores. No, Pylades, 


This is no time for counsel. I am deaf. 

Talk not of reason. 1 have been too patient. 

Life is not worth my care. My soul grows des- 
perate. 

I’ll bear her oflT, or perish in th* attempt. 

I’ll force her from bis arms — by heaven ! I will. 
Pyl. Well, ’tis agreed, my friend, we’ll force her 
hence : 

But still consider we are in Epirus. 

The court, the guards, Hermione herself. 

The very air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhus. 

Good gods ! what tempted you to seek her here ? 

Ores. Lost to m^selt, I knew not what 1 did; 

My purposes were wild. Perhaps 1 came 
To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraia the woman. 

Pyi. This violence of temper may prove falai. 
Ores. It must be more than man to bear these 
shocks. 

These outrages of fate, with temper. 

He tells me that he weds Hei mione. 

And will, to-morrow, take her from my hand! 


My^hand shall sooner tear the tyrant’s heart. 

Pyl. Your passion blinds you, sir; he’s not to 
blame. 

could you but look into the soul of Pyrrhus, 
Perhaps you’d find it tortur’d like your own. 

Otes. No, Pylades! ’tis all design. His pride. 
To triumph over me, has chang’d bis love. 

The fair Hermione, before 1 came. 

In all her bloom of beauty, was neglected. 

Ah ! cruel gods! I thought her all my own I 
She was consenting to return to Sparta : 

Her heart, divided betwixt rage and love. 

Was on the wing to take its leave of Pyrrhus. 

She heard my sighs, she pitied my complaints. 

She prais’d my constancy. The least indiff'erenoe 
From this proud king, had made Orestes happy ! 

Pyl. So your fond heart believes. 

Think not to force her hence ; 

But fly yourself from her destructive charms. 

Ores, 'Falk no more ! 

I cannot bear the thought ! She must he mine ! 

Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand, 

I’d stand the bolt, and challenge all his fury. 

Ere I resign Hermione ! By force 

I’ll snatch her hence, and bear her to my ships. 

Have we forgot her mother Helen’s rape*! 

Pyl. Will, then, Orestes turn a ravisber. 

And blot bis embassy ? 

Ores. Oh I Pylades, 

My grief weighs heavy on me — ’twill distract me! 
The gods have set me as their mark, to empty 
Their quivers on me. Leave me to myself. 

Mine be the danger, mine the enterprise. 

All 1 request of thee, is to return. 

And in niy place convey Astyanax 
(As Pyrrhus has consented) into Greece, 

Go, Pylades — 

Pyl. Lead on, ray friend, lead on ! 

Let us bear off Hermione 1 No toil. 

No danger can deter a friend. Lead on! 

Draw up the Greeks ; summon your num’roos 
train ; 

The ships are ready, and the wind sets fair ; 

There eastward lies the sea ; the rolling waves 
Break on those palace-stairs. I know~e4oh pass. 
Each avenue, and outlet of the court. 

This very night we’ll carry her pn board. 

Ores. Thou art too good! 1 trespass on thy 
friendship : 

But, oh ' excuse a wretch, whom no man pities. 
Except thyself ; one, just about to lose 
The treasure of his soul : whom all mankind 
Conspire to hate, and one who hates himself. 

When will my friendship be of use to thee? 

Pyl. The ouestion is unkind. Bat now, re- 
member. 

To keep your oounsels close, and hide your 
tuoughts ; 
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Let not Hermione suipect. No more — 

I flee ber coming, flir. 

Ores. Away, my friend ; 

I am advis’d : my all dependfl upon it. 

[Exit Pyladea, 

Ehter Hermione and Cleon e. 

Madam, your orders are obeyed ; 1 have seen 
Pyrrhus, my rival; and have gain’d him for yon. 
The king resolves to wed you. 

Her, So 1 am told ; 

And, further, I am inform’d, that yon, Orestes, 

Are to dispose me for the intended marriage. 

Ores, And are you, madam, willing to comply? 
Her. What can I do ? alas ! my faith is pro- 
mis’d ; 

Call I refuse what is not mine to give ? 

A princess is not at her choice to love ; 

All we have left ns is a blind obedience: 

And yet you see bow far f had comply’d. 

And made my doty yield to your entreaties. 

Ores, Ah \ cruel maid ! yon knew — but I have 
done. 

All have a right to please themselves in love. 

1 blam’d yon not. ^Tis true, I hop’d— but ^^u 
Are mistress of your heart, and I'm content. ** 
’Tis fortune is my enemy, not you. 

But, madam, I shall spare you further pain 
On this uneasy theme, and take my leave. [£jnV. 
Her, Cleone, couldst thou think he’d be so 
calm? 

Cle, Madam, his silent grief sits heavy on him,, 
He is to be pitied. His too eager love 
Has made him busy to his own destruction. 

His threats have wrought this change of mind in 
Pyrrhus, 

Her, Dost thou think Pyrrhus capable of fear ? 
>¥11001 should the intrepid Pyrrhus fear? The 
Greeks ? 

Did he not lead their harrass’d troops to conquest, 
When they despair’d, when they retir'd from 
Troy, 

And sought for shelter in their burning fleets? 

Did he not then supply his father’s place ? 

No, my Cleone, he is above constraint ; 

He acts unforc’d ; and where he weds, he loves. 

Cle. Oh! that Orestes had remain’d in Greece! 
I fear to-morrow will prove fatal to him. 

Her. Wilt Uiou discourse of nothing but 
Orestes? 

Pyrrhus is mine agiiin! Is mine for ever! 

Oil I my Cleone, I am wild with joy ! 

Pyrrhus! the bold, the brave, the godlike Pyrrhus! 
Oil! I could tell the numberless exploits, 

And tire thee with his battles. Oh! Cleone — 

Cle, Madam, conceal your joy; 1 see Andro- 
mache ; 

She weeng, and comes to speak her sorrows to you. 

Her, 1 would indulge the gladnes*« of my heart : 
Let us retire ; her grief is out of season. 

Enter Andromache and Cephisa. 

Andro. Ah ! madam, whither, whither would 
you fly ? 

Where can your eyes behold a sight more pleasing 
Than Hec^q^'a widow, suppliant, and in tears? 

I come not an alaim'd, a jealous foe. 

To envy you the heart your charms have won ; 

The only man I sought to please, is gorte; 

Kill’d ill my sight, by an inhuman hand. 

Hector first taught me love ; which my fond heart 
Shall ever oherisli} till we meet in death. 

But, oh ! 1 have a son ! And you, one day. 

Will be no stranger to a mother’s fondness : 

But heaven forbid that you should ever know 
A mother’s sorrow for an only son. 

Her joy, her bliss, her last surviving comfort! 
When every hour she trembles for Tiis life ! 

Your power o’er Pyrrhus may relieve my fears. 
Alas ! what danger is there in a child, 


T 

Sav’d from the wreck of a whole min’d empire? 
Let me go bide him in some desert isle : 

Yon may rely upon my tender oaro 
To keep him far from perils of ambition : 

All he can learn ot mo will be to weep ! 

; Her. Madam, ’tis easy to conceive your grief; 
But it would ill become me to solicit 
In contradiction to my father’s will : 

’Tis be who urges to destroy your son. 

Madam, if Pyrrhus mast be wrought to pity. 

No woman does it better than yourself. 

If you gain him, 1 shall comply of coarse. 

[Exit with Cleone, 
Andro. Didst thou not mind with what disdain 
she spoke? 

Youth and prosperity have made her vain ; 

She has not seen the fickle turns of life. 

Ceph, Madam, were £ as you, I’d take her 
counsel ; 

I’d speak my own distress : one look from ycu 
Will vanquish Pyrrhus, and confound the Greeks. 
See, where lie comes. Lay hold on this occasion. 

Enter Pyrrhus and Phoenix. 

Pyr. Where is the Princess? Did you not in- 
form me 

Hermione was here ? ^ (Tar Paeknix,) 

Pyce, I thought so, sir. 

Andro, Thou seest what migb^y power my eyes 
have on him I ( To Cephisa,) 

Pyr, What says she, Pheenix? 

Andro. 1 have no ho|>e left! 

Phee, Let us he gone ; Hermione expects yon. 
Ceph, For heaven’s sake, madam, break this 
sullen silence. 

Andro. My child’s already promis’d. (ApartJ\ 
Ceph, Rot not given. (Apart,) 

Andro, No, no: my tears are vain! His doom 
is fix’d ! (Apart.) 

Pyr, See if she deigns to cast one look upon ns. 
Proud woman ! 

Andro. 1 provoke him by my presence. 

Let us retire. • 

Pyr. Come, let us satisfy » 

The Greeks, aud give them up this Phrygian boy. 
Andro. .\ii ! sir, recal those words ! What have 
you said? 

If you give up my son, oh ! give up me. 

You, who, so many times, have sworn me friend- 
ship : 

Oh ! heavens, will you not look with pity on me? 
Is there no hope ? Is there no room for pardon ? 
Pyr. Phoenix will answer you ; my word is 
pass'd. 

Andro. You, who would bravO'Se many dangers 
for me. 

Pyr. I was your lover then, I now am free. 

To favour you, I might have spar'd his life; 

But you would ne’er vouchsafe to ask it of me. 
Now ’tis too late. 

Andro. Oh! sir, excuse 
The pride of royal blood, that checks my soul. 

And knows not how to be importunate. 

You know, alas! I was not born to kneel. 

To sue for pily, and to own a master. 

Pyr. No; in your heart you curse me I you 
disdain 

My geii’rous flame, aud scorn to be obliged. 

But I shall leav^'ou to your great resentments. 
Let us go, PhogiiR, and appease the Greeks. 
Andro. Then let me die, and let me go to 
Hectoi#' 

Ceph, But, madam — 

Ardro, What can I do more ? The tyrant 
Sees my distraction, and insults my tears. 

( To Cephiaa.) 

Behold, how low yon have reduc’d a queen ! 

These eyes have seen my country laid in ashes, 

My kindred fall in war, my father slain, 




Mjr ha8batid dragfgf'^ in his own blood, mj son 
Condemn’d to bondage, and myself a alaye ; 

Yet, in the midst of these nnheard-of woes, 

’ Twas some relief to find myself jonr captive ; 

And that my son, deriv’d from ancient kin^s. 

Since be mast serve, had Pyrrhas for bis master.* 
lYhen Priam kneel’d, the {|[reat Aohilles wept: 

I hop’d 1 should not find his son less noble. 

I thought the brave were still the more compas- 
sionate. 

Oh ! do not, sir, divide me from my child ! 

If he mast die — 

Pyr, Pbcenix, withdraw awhile. lExit Pitoemx. 
Rise, madam. Yet yon may preserve your son. 

I find, whenever I provoke ^oor tears, 

I famish you with arms against myself 
I thought my hatred fix’d before I saw you. 

Oh ! torn vour eyes upon me while I speak, 

And see if yoa discover in my looks 
An aegry judge, or an obdurate foe. 

Why will you force me to desert jour cause T 
In your son’s name I beg we may be friends ! 
Think, oh! think, 

(’Tis the last time,) you both may yet be happy ! 

I know the ties I break, the foes I arm ; 

I wrong Hermione ; I send her hence ; 

And With her diadem I bind your brows. 

Consider well ; fhr ’tie of moment to you. t 
Choose to bh wretched, madam, or a queen. 

I leave you to your thoughts. When I return, 
We’ll to the temple. There you’ll find your son ; 
And there be crown’d, or give him up for ever. 

[Exit* 

Ceph* I told you, madam, that in spite of 
Greece, 

You would o’errnle the malice of your fortune. 

Andro, Alas ' Cephisa, what have 1 obtain’d ? 
Only a poor short respite for my son. 

Ceph, You have enough approv’d your faith to 
Hector ; 

To be reluctant still would be a crime. 

He would himself persuade you to comply. 
^miAndrat How ! wouldst thou give me Pyrrhus for 
a husband ? 

Ceph, Think you ’twill please the ghost of your 
dead husband. 

That yon should sacrifice his son ? Consider 
PyTTbuH once more invites you to a throne ; 

Turns all his power against the foes of Troy, 
Remembers not Achilles was his father. 

Retracts his conquests, and forgets bis hatred. 

Andro, But how cun 1 forget it I bow can I 
Forget my Hector, treated with dishonour. 

Depriv’d of funeral rites, and vilely dragg’d, j 
A bloody corse, about the walls ot Troy ? | 

Can 1 forget the good old king, his father. 

Slain in my presence ; at the altar slain ; 

Which vainly for protection he embrac’d'* ^ 

Hast thou ffrgot that dreadful nirtt, Cephisa, 
When a whole people fell I Metbinks I see 
Pyrrhus, enraged, and breathing vengeance, enter , 
Amidst the glare of burning paJaces : ! 

I see him bew his passage through my brothers, | 
And, bath'd in blood, lay all my kindred waste. « 
Think, in this scene of horror, what 1 sufifer’d! 

This is the courtship I receiv’d ‘from Pyrrhas ; 

And this the husband thou wouldst give me : No ! 
We both will perish first ! I’ll ne’er consent. 

Ceph. Since you resolve Astyanax shall die. 
Haste to the temple ; bid your sdHtlarewell. — 

Wl^ do you tremble, madam? 

Andro. Oh! Cephisa! 

Thou bast awaken’d all the mother in me. 

How can I bid farewell to the dear child. 

The pledge, the image of my much-lov’d lord ! 

But, oh ! while I deliberate, he dies. 

No, no ; thou must not die, while I can save thee : 
Oh ! let me find out Pyrrhus. Oh ! Cephisa, 

Do yoit go find him. 


Ceph, What must I say to him? 

Andro. Tell him I love my son to such excess— 
But dost thou think he means the child shall die ? 
Can love rejected turn to so much rage ? 

Ceph. Madam, he’ll soon be here. Resolve on 
something. 

Andro. Well, then, assure him — 

Ceph, Madam, of }onr love? 

Andro, Alas ! thou know’st that is not in my 
power. 

Oh ! my dear lord ! Oh ! Priam’s royal house ! 

Oh I my Astyanax ! at what a price 
Thy mother buys thee ! — Let ns go. 

Ceph. But whither? 

And what does your unsettled heart resolve? 

Andro. Come, my Cephisa, let us go togetbei* 
To the sad monument which 1 have rais’d 
To Hector’s shade; where, in their sacred urn. 
The ashes of my hero lie enclos’d, 

The dear remains which I have sav’d from Troy ; 
There let me weep, there summon to my aid. 

With pious rites, my Hector’s awful shade ; 

Let <iim be witness to if y doubts, my fears ; 

^ agbnizing heart, my flowing tears : 

On ! may he rise in pity from his tomb, 

Anjl fix his wretohea son’s uncertain doom. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

SCCNH L— Enter HrRMloNF and CtroNE. 

Cle, This unexpected silence, this reserve. 

This outward calm, this settled frame of mind. 
After surh wrongs and innults, much surprise me; 
You, who before could but command your rage, 
When Pyrrhus look’d but kindly on his captive ; 
How can you hear unmov’d, that he should wed 
I her. 

And seat her on a throne which yon should fill? 
’Twere better, madam — 

Her, Have you call’d Orestes? 

Clo, Madam, 1 have ; his love is too impatient 
Not to obej, with speed, the welcome summons. 
His love-bick heart o’erlooks his unkind usage : 
His ardour’s still the same. — Madam, he’s here. 

Enter Orcsti s. 

Ores. Ah! madam, is it true? does then Orestes 
At length attend you by your own commands? 
What can I do? 

Her, Orestes, do you love pie ? 

Ores, What means that question. Princess? Do 
I love you? 

My oaths, my pei juries, my hopes, my fears. 

My farewell, my return — all speak my love. 

’ Her. Avenge my wrongs, and I’ll believe them 
all. 

Ores. It bhiill be done. My soul has caught tli’ 
alarm. 

We’ll spirit up the Greeks ; I’ll lead them on : 
Your cause shall animate our fleets and armies. 

Let ns return ; let us not lose a moment. 

But urge the fate of this devoted land : 

Let us depart. 

Her. No, Prince, let ns st^ here ! 

I will have vengeance here ; 1 will not carry 
This load of infamy to Greece, nor trpst 
The chance of war to vindicate my wrongs. 

Ere I depart, I’ll make Epirus mourn. 

If you avenge me, let it be this instant ; 

My rage brooks no delay ; haate to the temple. 
Haste, Prince, and sacrifice him. 

Ores, Whom? 

Her. Why, Pyrrhas. 

Ores, Pyrrhus ! Did you say Pyrrhus ? 

Her, You demur. 

Oh ! fly ! begone ! give me not time to think. 

Tdk not of laws — he tramples on all laws. 

Let me not hear him justified— away ! 

Ores, You cannot think I’ll justify my rival. 
Madam, your love has made Inin criminal. 
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Scene 1.] 

You shall have vengeance; 1*11 have vengeanoef 
too: 

Bat let our hatred be profess'd and open : 

Let as alarm all Greece, denounce a war ; 

Let us attack, him in bis strength, and hunt him 
down 

By conquest. Should T tarn base assassin, 
'Iwould sullj all the kings I represent. 

Her. Have not 1 been dishonour'd, set at 
nought. 

Expos'd to public scorn? — And will you soAer 
The tyrant, who dares use me thus, to live? 

Know, prince, 1 hate him more than once 1 lov'd 
him. 

The gpds alone can tell bow once I lov’d him! 

Yes, file false, perjur'd man, I once did love him; 
And, spite of all his crimes and broken vows. 

If he should live, I may relapse— who knows 
But 1, lo-morrow, may forgive his wrongs? 

Ores, First, let me tear him piecemeal. He 
shall die. 

But, madam, give me leisure to contrive , 

The place, the time, the manner of his death : % 
Yet I'm a stranger in the court of Pyrrhus ; * 

Scarce have 1 set my foot within Epirus, 

When you enjoin me to destroy the Prince. * 

It .shall be done this very night. 

Her, But now. 

This very hour, he weds Andromache ; 

The temple shines with pomp, the golden throne 
Is now prepar'd, the joyful rites begin j 
My shame is public. — Oh ! be speedy, prince ; 

My ivralh's impatient — Pyrrhus lives too long! 
Intent on love, and heedless of his person. 

He covers, with his guards, the Trojan boy. 

Now is the time; assemble all ^our Greeks ; 

Mine shall assist them ; let their fury loose : 
Already they regard him as a foe. 

Begone, Orestes ! kill the faithless tyrant : 

My love shall recompense the glorious deed. 

Ores, Consider, madam — 

Her. You but mock iny rage ! 

I was contriving how to make you happy. 

Think you to merit hy your idle sighs. 

And not attest your love by one brave action? 

Go, with your boasted constancy, and leave 
Hermione to execute her own revenge. 

I blush to think how my too easy faith 
Has twice been baffled in one shameful hour! 

Ores. Hear me but speak ! You know I’ll die to 
serve you ! 

Her. I’ll go myself; 1*11 stab him at the altar; 
Then drive the poniard, reeking with his blood, 
Through iiiy own heart. In death we shall unite. 
Belter to die with him, than live with you! 

Ores. That were to make him bless’d, and me 
more *w retched. 

Madam, he dies by me ! Have you a foe. 

And shall I let him live ? My rival, too ! 

Ere yon meridian sun declines, he dies ; 

And you shall say that I deserve your love. 

Her. Go, prince; strike home! and leave the 
rest to me. 

Let all your ships stand ready for our flight. 

• m [J&it Orestes. 

Cle. Madam, you’ll perish in this bold attempt. 
Her. Give me my vengeance, I'm oootenkto pe> 
rish. 

J was to blame to trust it with another: 

In my own bands it had been more secure. 

Orestes hates not Pyrrhus as I hate him. 

Oh ! would Orestes, when he gives the blow. 

Tell him he dies my victim ! Haste, Cieone, 
Charge him to say, Hermione's resentments. 

Not those of Greece, have sentenc'd him to death. 
Haste, my Cieone! My revenge is lost, 

If Pyrrhos know not that he dies by me! 

Cm. 1 shall obey your orders. — But 1 see 
The king approach. Who could expect him here? 


Her. Oh ! flv, Cieone, fly ! aod bid Oreatea 
Not to proceed a atep before I aee him. 

[Exd Cleam. 

Enter Pyrrhus. 

I^r. Madam, I ought to aban an injur’d priooeaa. 
Your distant looks {eproaoh me; and 1 oome 
Not to defend, hut to avow my guilt. 

Pyrrhus will ne'er approve bis own iniustice. 

Nor form excuses while bis heart condemns him. 
Discharge your anger on this penor’d man! 

For I abhor my crime, and sboald be pleas’d 
.To hear^ou speak yonr wrongs aloud : no terms. 
No bitterness of wrath, nor keen reproach, 

Will equal half the upbraidings of my heart. 

Her. I find, sir, you can be sincere: you scorn 
To act your crimes with fear, like other men. 

A hero sliopld be bold, above all laws ; 

Be bravely false, and laogh at solemn ties. 

To be perfidious shews a daring mind ! ^ 

And yon have nobly triumph'd o’er a maid ! 

To court me — to reject me— to return — 

Then to forsake me for a Phrygian slave — 

To lay proud Troy iu ashes ; then to raise 
•The son of Hector, and renounce the Greeks, 

Are actions worthy the great soul of Pyrrhus! 

Pyr. Madam, go on ! Give your resentfbeAt biffli. 
And pour forth all your indignation dh me. 

Her. ^Twould please your quee^, shonld I op- 
braid yonr falsehood ; 

Call you perfidious, traitor, all the names 
*Tliat injur'd virgins lavish on your sex ; 

I should o'erfiow with tears, and die with grief, 

And furnish out a tale to sooth her pride ; 

But, i^r, I would not overcharge her joys. 

If you would (diarm Andromache, recount 
Your bloody battles, your exploits, your slaughters. 
Your great achievements in ner father's palace. 

She needs must love the man who fought ao 
bravely, 

And in her sight slew half her royal kindred! 

Pyr. With horror 1 look back on my past deeds! 

I punish'd Helen's wrongs too far; 1 sued • 

Too much of blood : but, madam, Helen’s daughter 
Should not object those ills the mother caus’d. 
However, I’m pleas'd to find you hate me; 

1 was too forward to accuse myself; 

The man who ne’er was lov’d, caa ne’er be false. 

; Obedience to a father brought you hither ; 

I And I stood bound by promise to receive you : 

! But our desires were diflerent ways inclin'd ; 

And you, I own, were not oblig'd to love me. 

Her. Have I not lov’d you, then? Perfidious 
• man ! 

For you 1 slighted all the Grecian princes ; 

Forsook my father’s house; conceal’d my wrongs. 
When most provok’d; would not return to Sparta, 
In hopes that time might fix your wavering heart. 

; 1 lov’d you when inconstant; and even rio«i, 

{ Inhuraa'u king ! that you pronounce my death, 

I My heart still doubts if I should love or bate you. 
But, oh ! since ^ou resolve to wed another. 

Defer your cruel purpose till to-morrow. 

That J may not be here to grace your triumph ! 
This is the last request I e er shall make you. 

See, if the barbarous prince vouchsafes an answer! 
Go, tiieu, to the lov'd Phrygian ; hence! begone! 
And bear to her those vows that once were mine: 
Go, in defiance to the avenging gods ! 

Begone ! the priest expects you at the altar ; 

But, tyraut, have a care 1 come not Uiither ! [Exit. 
Enter Phienix. 

Phes, Sir, did you mind her threats? your life’i 
ill danger : 

There is no trilling with a woman's rage. 

The Greeks that swarm about the court, all hate 
you; 

Will treat you as their countrys enemy. 

And join in her revenge : besides, Orestes 
Still loves her to distraction. Sir, I beg — 
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Pyr. How, Phoenix, ilionld I fear a woman’s 
threats ? 

A nobler passion takes op all my thoughts : 

I must prepare to meet Andromache. 

Do thou place all my guards about her son: 

If he be safe, Pvrrhns is free f^om fear. [Enf. 
Pkw. Oh ! Pjrrhos, oh ! what pity ’tis, the 
gods, 

Who fill’d thy soul with every kingly virtue. 
Form’d thee for empire and consummate greatness, 
Should leave thee so expos’d to wild desires. 

That hurry thee beyond the bounds of reaSon ! 

iFhurish.) 

But, see, the queen. 

Magnificent in rojal pride, appears. 

I must obey, and guard her son from danger. [Exit, 

Enter Andromache omf Cephisa. 

^Ceph, Madam, once more yon look and move a 
queen. 

Your sorrows are dispers’d, your charms revive. 
And every faded beauty blooms anew. 

Andro, Yet all is not as I could wish, Cephisa. 
Ceph, You see the king is watchful o’er your* 
son ; 

Decks him with princely robes, with guards sur- 
rounds him. 

AstyanaX begins to reign already. 

Andro. Pyrrhus is nobly minded ; and I fain 
Would live to thank him for Astyanax : , 

’Tis a vain thought. However, since my child 
Has such a friend, I ought not to repine. 

Ceph, These dark unfoldings of your soul per- 
plex me. 

For heaven’s sake, madam, let Aie know your 
griefs ! 

If you distrust my faith — 

Andro, That were to wrong thee. 

Oh ! my Cephisa, this gay, borrow’d air. 

This blase of jewels, and this bridal dress. 

Are but mock trappings to conceal my woe : 

My heart still mourns; 1 still am Hector’s widow. 
Ceph, Will you, then, break the promise giv’n 
to Pyrrhos ; 

Blow up his rage again, and blast your hopes'! 
Andro. I thought, Cephisa, thou hadst known 
thy mistress. 

Cooldst thou believe I would be false to Hector? 
Fall ofi^ from such a husband? break his rest. 

And call him to this hated light again. 

To see Andromache in Pyrrhus’ arms? 

Would Hector, were he living, and I dead. 

Forget Andromache, and wed her foe? ^ 

Ceph. I cannot guess what drift your thoughts 
pursue ; 

But, oh ! I fear there’s something dreadful in it : 
Must, then, Astyanax be doom’d to die, 

And you to linger out a life in bondage ? 

Andro, Know, then, the secret purpose of my 
soul : 

Andromache will not be false to Pyrrhos, 

Nor violate her sacred love to Hector. 

This hour I'll meet the king; the holy priest 
Shall join us, and confirm our mutual vows. 

This will secure a father to* my child : 

That done, 1 have no further use for life: 

This pointed dagger, this determin’d hand. 

Shall save my virtue, and conclude my woes. 
Cephisa, thou 

Wilt lend a hand to close thy mistress’ eyes. 

Ceph. Oh ! never think tliai I will stay behind 
you. 

Andro. No, my Cephisa, I must have thee live. 

I most commit into thy faithful hands 
All that is dear and precious to my soul. 

Live, and supply my absence to my child ; 

All that remains of Troy ; a future progeny 
Of heroes, and a distant line of kings. 

In him, is all intrusted to thy care. 


Tell him my soul repos’d itself on him. 

When I resign’d my son to his protection. 

Ceph, Oh! for a spirit to support my grief! 

Is there aught more, before you go for ever? 

Andi'o. Oh ! my Cephisa, my swoln heart is full! 
1 have a thousand farewells to my son — 

But tears break in ; grief interrupts my speech 1 
My soul o’erflows in fondness ! Lei him know 
I died to save him, and would die again. 

Season his mind with early hints of glory ; 

Make him acquainted with his ancestors ; 

Trace out their shining story in his thoughts; 

Dwell on the exploits of his immortal father; 

And sometimes let him hear his mother’s name. 

He most be taught to stifle his resentments. 

And sacrifice his vengeance to his safety. 

Should he prove headstrong, rash, or uiiadvis’d. 

He then will frustrate all his mother’s virtue. 
Provoke his fate, and I shall die in vain. 

Ceph. Alas! I fear I never shall outlive you ! 
Andro. No more ; thy tears, Cephisa, will be- 
*• ^ tray me. 

AMiume a cheerful Ibok. But still remember— 

(Flounsh within.) 

Hark how the trumpet, with its sprightly notes. 
Proclaims th’ appointed hour, and calls us hence ! 
Hector. I come once more a queen, to join thee! 
Thus the gay victim, with fresh jE^rlands crown’d. 
Pleas’d with the sacred fife’s enlivening sound. 
Through gazing crowds, in solemn state proceeds. 
And dress’d in fatal pomp, magnificently bleeds. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I.— Enter Hermionc. 

Her, What have I done? Where am I ? Where 
is Pyrrhus ? 

Ye gods ! what mean these horrors? I’m undone! 
My soul is on the rack ! 1 cannot bear it! . 

Why do 1 wander like some guilty ghost? . 

What brought me to this place ? WMiat keeps me 
here ? 

The court of Pyrrhus has no room for me ! 

Do I still doubt if I should love or hate him ? 
Hard-hearted man ! how uticuncern’d he left me ! 
Did lie once sigh? bestow one pitying look? 

Once shed a tear 7 or speak one soft, kind word? 
Did he so much as feign one moment's sorrow, 

To calm my grief, and mitigate bis falsehood? 

Why am I still thus anxious for his life? 

Why do I start at his impending fate? 

Shall he, then, live ? Shall the base traitor live 
To laugh at my distress? No, let him perish ! 

Be quick, Orestes! Execute my orders! 

Alas ! my orders ! Oh I preposterous guilt ! 

Can I decree the death of him 1 love? 

Was it for this my soul delighted in him? 

Was it for this I left my father’s court? 

Have I, then, cross’d so many realms and seas 
To murder Pyrrhus ? 

Enter Cleone. 

Oh ! Cleone, help me ! 

What have I done? Is Pyrrhus yet alive? 

What say’st thou? Answer me. Where is the 
king? 

Cle, Madam, I saw the cruel prince set forward. 
Triumphant in his looks, and full of joy. 

Still as he walk’d, his ravish'd eyes were fix’d 
On the fair captive, while through shouting crowds 
She pass’d along with a delected air. 

And seem’d to mourn her Hector to the last. 

Her, Insulting tyrant! I shall burst with rage! 
But say, Cleone, didst thou mark him well? 

Was hiB brow smooth? Say, did there not appear 
Some shade of grief! some little cloud of sorrow? 
Did he not stop ? Did he not once look back ? 
Didst thou approach him ? Was he not confounded? 
Did he not — Oh ! be quick, and tell me all ! 

Cle, Madam, the tumult of his joy admits 
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No thoDght bnt love. Uogoarded, he march'd on, 
'Midst a promiscnous throng of friends and foes j 
His cares all torn npon Astjranox, 

Whom he has lodg'd within the citadel, 

Defended by thp strength of all his guards. 

Her, Enough! he dies! the traitor! Where s 
Orestes 1 

C/e. He’s in the temple, with his whole retinue. 
Her, Is he still resolute? Is he still determin’d? 
Cle, Madam, I fear — 

Her, How? Is Orestes false? 

Does he betray me, too ? 

Cle, A thousand doubts 

Perplex his soul, and wound him with remorse; 
His virtue and his love prevail by turns. 

He tola mo Pyrrhus should not fall ignobly ; 
Pyrrhus, the warlike son of great Achilles. 

He dreads the censure of the Grecian states, 

Of all mankind, and fears to stain his honour. 

Her, Poor tim’rous wretch! ’tis false ! he basely 
fears 


For her confederate nations fought, aud kings were 
slain ; 

Troy was o’erthrown, and a whole empire fell. 

My eyes want force to raise a lover’s arm 
Against a tyrant that has dar’d to wrong me ! 

Cle, Madam, like Helen, trust your cause to 


Greece. 

Her, No; I’ll avenge myself; I'll to the temple; 
I'll overturn the altar, stab the priest ; 

I’ll burl destruction, like a whirlwind, round me! 
They must not wed! they must not live! they 
shall not! 

Let me begone ; I have no time to lose ! 

IBtand oil’ I hold me not ! I am all distraction ! 

Oh, Pyrrhos! tyrant! traitor! thou shalt bleed. 


Enter Orestes. 

Ores, Madam, ’tis done ; your orders are obey’d ; 
The tyrant lies expiring at the altar. 

Her, Is Pyrrhus slum? 

Ores, Even now he gasps in death. 

Our Greeks, all uiidistinguish’d in the crowd. 
Flock'd to the temple, and dispers’d themselves 
On every side the altar. I was there: 

Pyrrhus observ’d me with a haughty eye. 

And, proud to triumph over Greece in me. 

From his own brows be took the diadem. 

And bound it on the temples of his captive. 

»* Receive,” said he, “ my crown ; receire my 
faith ; 

Mine and my people’s sovereign reign for ever. 
From this bless'd hour, a father to your son; 

I’ll scourge bis foes. Henceforward, be he styl’d 
The Trojan king ; I swear it at the altar. 

And calf the gods to ratify my vows.” 

His subjects with loud acclamations shook 
The spacious dome; our Greeks, enrag’d, cried 
out. 

Revenge! revenge!” broke through the throng* 
ing press, * 

And rush’d, tumjillgous, on the unguarded king. 
Pyrrhus, awhile, oppos'd their clashing swords. 
And dealt his fatal blows on every side 
With manly tierceness ; till oppress’d by nujrfbers. 
Streaming with blood, all over gash’d with wounds, 
He reel’d, be groan’d, and at the altar felK 
Haste, madam ; let us fly ! haste to our shins ! 
They lie unmoor’d ; our friends attend ns tuere. 
Her, What have they done? 

Ores. Madam, forgive their rage. 

I own your vengeance had been more complete 
Had Pyrrhus fall’n by me ; and had he known 
Hermione chastis’d him by my arm. 
ifer. Peace, monster, peace! Go tell thy horrid 
tale 


To savages, and bowl it out io deserts. 

Wooldst thou impute to me thy barbarous guilt? 

Me wooldst thou make th’ accomplice of thy 
crimes? 

Henqe to thy Greeks, and boast thy fool exploits ! 
My soul abhors them ! I disclaim the deed. 

Begone ! 1 know tfaeb not, thou fell barbarian ! 
What had he done 7 What could provoke thy mad- 
ness 

To assassinate so great, so brave a man? 

Who set thee on? 

, Ores, Gh ! grant me patience, heaven ! 

With yoor own lips did you not curse the tyrant. 
Pronounce his death, and urge me to destroy him? 
Her, What if transported by my boundless pas- 
sion, 

I could not bear to see him wed another. 

Were you t’ obey a jealons woman’s frenzy? 

Yuu should have div'a into my inmost thoughts 
My heart, thongb full of rage, was free from ma- 
lice; 

And all my anger was excess of love. 

Why did yuu take me at my word ? You saw 
The struggles of my soul ; you heard me rave ; 

You should have question’d me a thousand times, 

» Yet still have doubted, and have qaestiov'd*mir ^ 
Before you ventur’d on a life so prectbos. 

Ores, *Hear me bnt speak. Heaven oknows, 
against my will — 

Her, W hy did you not return ? Why not con- 
suit me 

A second time? and, undetermin’d still, 

Again return, and still find new delays? 

What Isad your rash, oflicions Greeks, dire blood- 
hound- ! 

To do with iny revenge? What drew you hither? 
To bring on me the vengeful foes that haunt yon? 
Are these the fruits of yoor detested love ? 

Your fatal embassy, }our hateful presence. 

Drove Pyrrhus to my rival, and destroys 
Both him and me. He might have lov d me still. 
Had you ne'er interpos’d. Avaunt! begone!^ 
And fesve me in Epirus. I renounce 
My friends, my country, Greece, and all man- 
kind ; 

But chiefly I renounce thee, monster, thee! 

[Exif. 

Ores, Am I uwake? where ain I ? Soft, my soul ; 
Be not too rash. Was that Hermione? 

Why should her anger thunder against me? 

Was not this blood shed all by her command? 

I am, indeed, a most outrageous monster! 

A ruffian, murderer, a base assassin ! 

And all to please a false, ungrateful woman. 
Henceforward, let the laws of nature cease ; 

And let the pale that severs right and wrong. 
Things sacred and profane, be broken down : 

Gods in their temples, kings upon their Ihroges, 
Are not io safety while Orestes lives. 

Oh ! never more shall my torn mind be heal’d. 

Nor taste the gentle comforts of repose ! 

A dreadful band of gloomy cares surround me,. 
And lays slroug siege to my distracted soul. 

Enter Py lades, attended hy Greets. 

Pyl, Haste, prinoe; let us bo gone: ’tis death 
to stay. 

Andromache reigns queen : she gives the alarm. 
And vows revenge upon the foes of Pyrrhus. 

The people arm, and master in the streets. 

Our Greeks will not be able long to 
The palace gates, and to secure our flight. 

We must be speedy, sir. 

Ores, You may depart, 

My friends : Hermione and I remain. 

Her cruelly has quite undone me. Go! 

Pyl, Alas! unnappy princess! she's no more. 
Oi^s, Hermione no more! Oh! all ye powers! 
PyL Full of disorder, wildness in her looks. 
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[Act V. 


With bands expanded, and disberell'd hair. 
Breathless and pale with shrielis, she sought the 
temple ; 

In the midway, she met the corpse of Pyrrhus : 

She startled at the sight; then, stiff with horrcr. 
Gaz'd frightful! Waken'd frem the dire amaze. 

She rais’d her eyes to heaven with such a look 
As spoke her sorrows, and reproach’d the gods ; 
Then plung’d a poniard deep within her breast. 

And fell on Pyrrhus, grasping him in death. 

Ores. I thank you, gods I 1 never could expect 
To be so wretched I You have been industrious 
To finish your decrees ; to make Orestes 
A dreadful instance of your power to punish. 

I’m singled out to bear the wrath of heaven. 

Pyl. You hazard your retreat bv these delays. 
The guards will soon beset ns. Vour complaints 
Are vain, and may be fatal. 

• 'Ves. True, my friend ; 

And, therefore, ’twas I thank’d the bounteous 
gods. 

My fate’s accomplish’d ; I shall die content. 

Oh 1 bear me hence. Blow winds ! 

Pyi. Let 08 be gone. 

Ores, The murder’d lovers wait me. Hark! they 
‘ call. 

Nay, if your blood still reek, I’ll mingle r*ine : 

One tomb will^hold us all. I 

Pyl. Alas ! 1 fear 

His raving will return with his misfortunes. , 
Ores, I amdizzv! Clouds! Quite lost in utter 
darkness ! 

Guide roe, some friendly pilot, through the storm ! 

I sliiver! oh ! I freeze ! So — light returns, 

’Tis the grey dawn. ^ See, Pylades f behold 
I am encompass’d with a sea of blood ! 

The crimson billows ! Oh ! my brain’s on fire ! 
Pyl. How is it, sir? Repose yourself on me. 
Ores, Pprhus, what wouldst thou ? How he 
glares ! 

What envious hand has clos’d thy wounds ? Have 
</. at thee ! 

It is Hermione that strikes. Confusion ! 

She catches Pyrrhus in her arms. Oh ! save 
me! 

How terrible she looks ! She knits her brow! 

She frowns me dead! she frights me into mad- 
ness ! 

Where am I ? Who are you? 

Pyl, Alas ! poor prince ! 

Help to support him How he pants for breath ! 
Orff. This is most kind, my Palades. Oh! 
why. 

Why was I oorn to give thee endless trouble? 

Pyl. All will go well : be settles into reason. 
Ores. Who talks of reason ? Better to have 
none, 

Than nr»t enough. Run, some one, tell my Greeks 
1 will not have them touch the king. Now, now! 

1 blaze ugain ! See there — look where they come — 
A shoal of furies! How they swarm about me? 

My terror — bide me — Oh! their snaky locks — ^ 
Hark, how they hiss — see, see their lUming 
brands ! 

Now they let drive at me ! How they grin. 

And shake their iron whips ! Mj oars — what 
vellinji; — 

And see Hermmne she sets them on. 

Thrust not your scorpions thus into my bosom! 

Oh ! I am stung to death ! Despatch me soon ! 
Tfaere->take my heart, Hermione ! tear it out ! 
Disjoint me ! loll me ! Oh ! my tortur’d soul ! 


Pyi, Kind heaven, restore him to his wonted 
calm ! 

Oft have I seen him rave, but never thus. 

Quite spent ! Assist me, friends, to bear him off. 
Our time is short. Should his strong rage return, 
’Twould be beyond our power to force him hence. 
Away, my friends! 1 near the portal open. 

r Exeunt, 

Enter Phcenix, attended by Guards, 


Pha. All, all are fled ! Orestes is not here ! 
Triumphant villains! The base, giddy rabble. 
Whose bands should all have been employ’d with 
Jire, 

To waste the fleet, flock'd round the dyings prin- 
cess: 

And, while they stand agaze, the Greeks embark. 
Ob ! ’tis too plain ; this sacrileg’uus murder 
Was authoriz’d. The ambassador’s escape 
Declares bis guilt. Most bloodr embassv ! 

Most unexampled deeds ! Where, where, ye 
gods! 

Is /najesty secure, if, in your temples 
Y /U give it no proleolion ? — See, the queen. 


A Jlourisk of trumpets, Euler ANDROMACHE and 
Cephisa, with Aitendanis, 

Andro. Yes, ye inhuman Greeks! the time will 
come 

When von shall dearly pay your bloody deeds! 
How should the Trojans hope for mercy from you. 
When thus you turn your impious rage on Pyr- 
rhus 1 

Pyrrhos, the bravest man in all your league ; 

The man, whose single valour made yon triumph. 

(A dead tnarch behind.) 

Is my child there? 

Ceph, I t is the corpse of Pyrrhus ; 

The weeping soldiers bear him on their shields. 

Andro, Ill-fated prince ! too n^ligent of life, 
And too unwary of the faithless C^rks ! 

Cot off in the fresh rip’ning prime of manliood. 

E’en in the prime of life! thy triumphs n^w. 

And all tliv glories in full blossom round thee! 

The very 'I'rujaiis would bewail thy fate. 

Ceph. Alas! then will your sorrows never end? 
Andro. Ob! never, never! While I live, my 
tears 

Will never cease ; for I was born to grieve. 

Give present orders for the funeral poi^. 

{To Phoenix.) 

Let him be rob'd in all his regal state ; 

Place round him every shining mark of honour: 
And let the pile that consecrates his ashes, 

Rise like his fame, and blaze above the clouds. 

[JEjrit Phoenix. A flourish of trumpets, 
Ceph, The sound proclaims th'.. arrival ot the 
Prince : 

The guards conduct him from the citadel. 

Andro. W ith open arms I’ll meet him ! Oh ! Ce- 
phisa, 

A springing joy, mix’d with a soft concern, 

A pleasure which no language can express. 

An ecstacy that only mot tiers feel. 

Plays round my heart, and brightens up my sorrow. 
Like gleams of sunshine in a loW'ring sky. 

Though plung’d in ills, and exercis’d in care. 

Yet n^ver let the noble mind despair. 

When press’d by dangers, and beset with foes, 
The gods their timely succour interpose ; 

And when our virtue sinks, o’erwhelm’d with 
grief, ‘ 

By unforeseen expedients bring relist [Avsimf. 
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ACT I. 

Scene L— An Apartment in the Doctor s house, 

Enler Constance, hastily, meeting Lisette. 

Con. Lisette, Lisette! who do jou think 1 have 
just seen ? 

Ias, Your old Ruardian, 1 suppose. 

Con. Do jou think I should look thus pleasant, 
if it were hnn 1 meant? 

Ias, 'Who, then? oar gaoler, who keeps the 
keys? 

Con. What, poor Jeffrey? Ha, ha, ha! How 
you talk! 

Ias, No, no ; 1 guess who you mean : the young 
Marquis De Lanoy ; and he has passed so frequently 
under your window, within these few days, that i 
am amazed yqgr guardian, with all bis suspicions, 
has not observed him. 

Con. He has walked by above ten times within 
this hour, and everjr time with his eye fixed up to 
the lattice of my window, and I ba4 no heart to 
remove from it, for every time he saluted me with 
a most respectful bow. 

Lis, Was his valet with him? 

Con, No; but I saw another person in deep oon- 
Tersation with him ; a strange-looking man, who 
appeared like one of the faculty, for his dress very 
much resembled that of my guardian’s. 

Ias, Who oould it be? 

Con. But what most surprised me, he had a let- 


ter in bis band, which he respectfully held up to 
me, but 1 could not reach it. 

Lis, I know who it is : La Fleur, valet to the 
Marquis, disguised as a doctor; and 1 have no 
doubt, but, under that disguise, be will find means 
•to introduce himself to your old guardian, and, 
perhaps, be brought into the very house ; and if 1 
can assist his scheme, I will; for is it not a shame, 
the Doctor should dare, here in Paris, to forbid 
yon and your servant to stir from home; look ns up, 
and treat os as women are treated in Sp»in? 

Con, Nevermind, Lisette, don’t put yourself in 
a passion ; for we can learn to plot and deceive, and 
treat him as men are treated lu Spain. 

Ias, Right, madam ; and to nrove I um'not less 
inclined than yourself to Spanisli manners, I am as 
much in love as you are. 

Con. Not witn*tbe‘ Marquis? 

Lb. Do, yon think I don’t know better where it 
is my duty to love? I am in love with bis man. 

Con, I wish I knew the contents of that letter ha 
held out to me. 

Lis, That you are beloved — admired; I oan tell 
every word in it ; I know ever? sentenoe aa well as 
if I bad read it ; and now, madam, it is my advioe 
you sit down and answer it directly. 

Con. Before I have read it? 

Lb. Yes, yes ; give your answer at the time you 
receive his letter ; consider how convenient it will 
be to give i.he one, while yon take the other : we 
are so watched, yon know, that we ought to let no 
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opportanity pass, for fear we should never get an- 
other ; and, therefore, when he finds means to send 
bis letter, yon must take the same to return your*B. 

Con. But if my guardian should ever know I had 
written to a gentleman — 

^ Im. I*I1 write for you : and, should there be any 
discoverr, the letter will be in'" my hand-writing, 
not yours. Wo must lose no time ; the Doctor is 
abroad at present, and it most be both written and 
delivered before his return. (Goes to the table, and 
writes.) 

Con, But, my dear Lisette-^ • 

jLis, Don’t pot me out. 

Con. What are you saying? 

Jjis, ( IVritinff,) What yon are thinking. 

Cm. You donH know my thoughts. 

Lis, 1 do. And here they are, in this letter. 

Cm. Let me look at it. 

J4s, No, don’t examine your thoughts, I beg you 
won i: (folds the letter) besides, you have no lime 
to read it; I most run to the garden-gate and de- 
liver it immediately. The worst difficulty is having, 
for near an hour, to supplicate this poor, simple, de- 
crepit fool of the old Doctor’s to open me the gar- 
den-gate for a moment. Jeffrey 
Co- . TbiJDoctor has lately appointed Jeffrey his 
_ apothecary ; beds busy preparing of medicines, and 
will be Sngry at being aistorbed. * 

^ Lis, No mattA*; it may save the life of some of 
his master’s patients. 

Enter Jeffrey, vnth a handape on his left eye, and 
one on his r^ht leg. 

Jef.You made me overthrow the whole decor lion. 
Lts, Great apothecary ! « 

Con. And alone worthy the physician under whom 
yon have received instructions ! 

Jef. I am very sorry 1 overthrew the decoction, 
for it was for my use : my leg is in pain still, and I 
am not yet satisfied that the dog was not mad. 

Lis. 1 tell you, I am sure he was not; and, had 
you suffered him to live, it would have proved so. 
Jef. 'My master ordered me to kill him. 
las. Merely to make you believe he was mad, 
and to shew his skill by pretending to preserve you 
from the infection. 

Jef. Nay, don’t speak against my master. 

Zas. Who was it undertook to cure your eyes? 
Jef. He ; and, tliank heaven, Lisette, 1 shall not 
suffer any more from that ! 

Lis. Why, then, do yon wear a bandagel 
Jef. To hide the place where it was. 

Lis, And is it thus the Doctor cured you? 

Jef. He was so kind to put iny left eye out, in 
order to save the right. 

Con. Well, still you are more fortunate than the 
god of Love ; for he has no eyes at all. 

Jef. Agd I shall have two, very soon; for my 
master has promised to buy me one at the great 
iimnufactory, which will be much handsomer than i 
either of my other — a very handsome glass one. 

.And if the Doctor will remake you thus, 
piece by piece, in time, my dear Jeffrey, you may 
become a very pretty man : but you know, Jeflrey, 

1 love you even as you are. . • 

Jef, Love me! that’s a good joke. Lisette, I am 
afraid you want something of me, you speak to me 
BO pleasantly. ^ r 

Want something of you ! How could such 
in idea enter your head ? 

®ycau8e when you don’t want something of 
huff me and cuff me from morning to night, 
en^ti . you look no more as you do now. Why, if 
* I durst hardly speak to you. 

Lis, Well, henceforward, you shall have no reason 
But do you know, Jeffrey, 1 have a 
little favour to ask of you. 

J^f, Ay, I thought so. 


[Aor I. 

Con. My dear Jeffrey, we will make you any 
recompenoe. 

Jef. What is it you want? If I can do it without 
oflending iny master, I will. 
las. If yon don’t tell him, he’ll never know it. 
Jef, But I tell him everything ; he'pays roe my 
wages for telling, and I must not take them without 
earning them. 

Con. If money be of such value to you, here, lake 
my purse. 

Jef. No ; it is not money 1 want, it is something 
. else. 

Lis. What, what, then? 

Jef. Oh 1 Mrs. Usette, you know what I want, 
but yon always denied roe. 

las. Psha ! if I could grant it, indeed, without 
my master knowing it — 

Jef, Ob! I won’t tell him of that, Lprotest. 

Con, Well, Jeffrey, what is your favour? 

Jef. Just one salute of Mrs. Lisette. 

Lis, Ob ! if that’s all, after you have obliged us, 
yon shall have twenty. 

V^ef, But I had rather have one now, tlian the 
•tw^ty you promise after. 

Lis, Come, then, make haste, if it must be so.' 

• Jef. (Sabties her.) Oh! the first kiss of the girl 
one loves is so sweet ! 

Lis. Now yon are ready to comply with our re- 
quest? 

Jef. Tell me what it is? 
k Lts, To give us the key of the garden-gate. 

Jef. I am very sorry 1 can’t oblige you. 

I lL Why not? ® 

Jef. For several reasons. 

Lts. Tell me one. 

Jef, In the first place, I have not got the key — 
my master took it with him when he went out. 

Lis. You know you tell a falsehood: he has not 
got it. Is this your bargain and your gratitude? 

Jef. Nay, if you are angry at that, give me the 
kiss again, 

Lis. Ugly, foolish, yet artful and canning wretch ! 
leave the room. You make love to me, indeed! 
Why, I always hated you, laughed at you, and 
demised you. 

Jef. I know that. Did not I tell you, when you 
spoke so kindly to me, you wanted something? bow, 
then, could you expect me to oblige you? 

Lis, I sbul ever detest the sight of you. 

Jef. Unless yon want something, and then you’ll 
call me again — and then 1 shall kiss you again. Ha, 
ha, ha! [Exit, skewing the key. 

Lis. I never was so provoked in my life. 

Con. My dear Lisette, if our two lovers, the Mar- 
ais and his servant, prove no more fortunate in 
their schemes, than we have been in ours, 1 fear I 
must, according to his desire, marry the Doctor, 
and you Jeffrey. 

Lis. 1 marry Jeffrey ! Here comes the Doctor. 
Enter Doctor. 

Dor, What an indignity! I can’t put up with it; 

I can’t bear it; I’m ready to choke with pas- 
sion ! 

Cofi. Dear sir, what is the matter? 

Doc, J am disgraced, ruined, undone I 
Con. And what has caused it, sir? 

Doe. A conspiracy of the blackest kind. Man’s 
weakness has arrived to its highest summit; and 
there is nothing wanting but merit to draw upon us 
the most cruel persecution. 

Ah! 1 understand: the faculty have been 
conspiring against you. 

Doc. They have refused to grant me a diploma; 
forbid me to practise as a physician; and all be- 
cause I don’t know a parcel of insignificant words, 
but exercise my profession according to the rules 
of reason and nature. Is it not natural to die ? ^eo. 
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f a dozan or two of m j patients bare died ander my 
hands, is not that natural? 

lAa* Very natural, indeed. 

Doc. But, thank hearen ! in spite of the scandal- 
ous reports of my enemies, I have, this morning, 
nine visits td make. 

Con. Very true, sir: a young ward has sent for 
you, to attend his guardian ; three nephews have 
sent for you, to attend their uncles, very rich men ; 
and five liusbands have sent for you, in great baste, 
to attend their wives. 

Doc. And is not that a sign they think what I can. 
do ? Is it not a sign they have the highest opinion 
^f my skill? And the faculty shall see I will rise 
i^erior to their machinations. I have entered upon 
a pi^ject that, 1 believe, will tease them : I have 
made overtures to one of their professed enemies, 
a man whom they have crushed, and who is the 
chief of a sect just sprung up; of which, perhaps, 
you never beard ; for simply, by the power of mag- 
netism, they can cure any ill, or inspire any passion. 

Con. Is it possible? 

Doc. Y es ; and every efre 9 t is produced upon the 
frame merely by the power of the magnet, wh^ 
held in the hand of the physician, as a wand of a 
conjurer is held in his ; and it produces wonders to 1 
physic, equally surprising. ! 

Con. And will yon become of this new sect? | 

Doc. If they will receive me; and, by this lime, I 
the president has, I dare say, received my letter, 
and I wait impatiently for an answer. * ! 


Enter Jeffrly. 


Jef» A doctor, at the door, desires to speak with 
Doc. A doctor in my house ! [you. 

Lis, I dare say it is the magnetising doctor you 
have been writing to. 

Doc. Very likely ; I dare say ’tis Doctor Mys- 
tery ; shew him in, Jeffrey. 

Jef, Please to walk this way, sir. [CxtI. 


Enter La Fleur, dressed as a doctor, 

Im F, Doctor, 1 hope I have your pardon, that, 
though no farther acquaintance than by letter, 1 
thus wait upon you to pay my respects — 

Con. (To Lis,) It is the same I saw with the 
Marquis. 

Lis. (Aside.) And it is La Fleur, his valet. 

La F. And to assure you, that I, and all my bre- 
thren, have the highest respect for your talents, and 
shall be happy to have you a member of our society. 

Doc. I presume, sir, you are Doctor Mystery, 
author aud first discoverer of that healing and sub- 
lime art, Animal Magnetism. 

La F. I am. 

Doc. Audit will render you immortal : my curi- 
osity to become acquainted with the forms and 
ellects of your power is scarcely to he repressed a 
moment. Will you indulge me with the smallest 
specimen of your art, just to satisfy my curiosity ? 

La F, You are, then, entirely ignorant of it? 

Doc. Entirely. 

La F. And so am I. (Aside.) Hem — hem ! you 
must know, Dogtor — 

Doc. Shair I send the women out of the room ? 

LaF. By no means ; no, no ; but I will shew both 
vou and them a specimen of my art direefly. You 
know, Doctor, there is an universal iluid, which 
spreads tlirougbout all nature. 

Doc. A fluid? 

La F, Yes, a fluid — which is — a — fluid — and you 
know. Doctor, that this fluid — generally called a 
fluid— is the most subtle of all— that is, the most 
subtle. Do you understood me ! 

Doe. Yes, yes. 

LaF. It ascends on high, (looking down) and 
desoeods on low ; (looking up) penetrates all sub- 


stanoes, from the hardest metal to the softest 
bosom — you understand me, I perceive? 

Doc. Not very well. 

LaF, 1 will give you a simile, then. 

Doc. I shall be much obliged to ynu. 

*La F. This fluid is like a river — You know what 
I a river is? • 

Doc. Yes, certainly. 

La F, This fluid is like a river, that — that runs 
—that goes— that gently glides — so— so— so— while 
there is nothing to stop it ; but if it encounter a 
mound or any other impediment — boo — boo — boo 
— it bursts forth — it overflows the country round — 
throws down villages, hamlets, houses, trees, cows, 
and lambs; but remove obstacles which obstruct 
its course, and it begins again, softly and sweetly, 
to flow, thus — thns — thus — the fields are again 
adorned, and everything goes on, as well as it can 
go on. Thus it is witu the animal fluid, wbicbygjd 
ob^’s the command of my art. ^ 

Doc, Surprising art ! But what are the means you 
employ ? 

Aa F. Merely gestures, or a simple touch. 

Doc. Astonishing! give me some proof of your 
art directly ; do satisfy iny curiosity. 

La F, I will; and by holding up in 

which is a magnet, in a particulaisposition, I wi^ ^ 
so direct the fluid, that it shall immediately give 
you the most excruciating rheamfftism, which will 
last you a couple of hours. 1 will then change it to 
the gout ; then to strong convulsions ; and after, 
into a raging fever; and in this manner shall your 
curiosity become satisfied. (Holds up his wand as if 
to nmgnetise.) 

Doc. Hold, Doctor! I bad ratber see the experi- 
ment on some one else. 

La F, Ob ! then, sir, I have now at my house, a 
patient whom the faculty have just given up us in- 
curable; and notwithstanding bis disorder is of a 
most violent and dangerous kind, I will have him 
brought here, and 1 will teach you to perform bis 
cure } ourself. ^ 

Doc, By the power of magnetism ? « 

La F, By the power of magnetism. 

Doc. That would do me intinite honour, indeed : 
but why bring him to niy hoase? pray, who is he? 

La F, A >aung man oV quality. 

Con. Dear sir, let him be brought hither, and/ let 
me see the cure performed. 

Doe. ( Takes La F. aside.) I can't say I approve 
of a young man being brought iuto my house ; for 
you iniist know, Doctor, that young lady is to be 
|ny wife : as we are not exactly of an age, another 
may make an impression. 

Aa F, Consider iny patient's state of health ; he 
is like a dying man. 

Doc. But he’ll be well after I have cured him. 

La F. Very true. ( Doctor tchispen La ^.) True ; 
certainly it is. (They whisp,'r again.) 

Con, Why this whispeiing?’ I am ignorant what 
are the virtues of your art. Doctor; but 1 am sure 
it has not that of rendering you polite. 

F. Pardon, madam ; I was hut instructing the 
Doctor in some particulars of which you may here- 
after have reason to he sati.sfied. 

Lis. I doubt that, sir ; unless yoiir art could ren- 
der this solitary conlineinent we are doomed to, 
agreeable. 

La F. Before the end of the day, you shall prefer 
it to all the false pleasures of the gay world ; for 
what are more false than the pleasures derived from 
bulls, masquerades, and theatres? 

Doc. > ery true. 

his. Well, I must own I love a theatre. 

La F, The worst place of all, to frequent ; once in 
my life I was present at a theatrical representation ; 
but such a piece did 1 see!— ah ! the most dangerous 
for a young woman to be present at. 
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Iftf. Prtj, lir, what was ill 

LaF. AohoneHt gentleman, of aboot seventy years 
of age, was before the aodience in love with a young 
lady of eighteen, whom he had brought up from her 
infancy, and whom he meant to make his wife, r 

Doe. Very natural. 

LaF. Ay oung gentleman of the neighbourhood, 
heoause he was voung, rioh, and handsome, imagined 
he would suit the lady better. 

Z>oc. Just like them all. 

LaF. Ue, therefore, disguised his valet, who, 
nnder the mask of friendship, introduced liimself 
to this good man, the guardian. 

Doc, A villain! he deserved to be hanged. 

^ LaF. And seized the moment when he embraced 
him, as I now embrace yon, to stretch out his band, 
while it was behind him, and convey a letter to the 
lady*s waiting>maid. (ATifihracer the Doctor , and ex- 
dfSHu^ea letters urithLiseite; Lisette gives the letter 
she recehes to Constance; La Fleur puts the other 
into his pocket.) 

Lis. And she gave him another. I have seen the 
play myself*, audit was very well acted. {Retires.) 

Im F. And is it not scandalous to put such ez- 
amplfS^l^efOTe young people? 

CofT.** Andpify, Doctor, do you think 1 am not 
'''**bnder sufficient confinement, that yon lake tbs same 
methods ib makw me still more unhappy. 

La F. {To the Doctor.) Why does your ward 
dislike confinement? 

Doe. Because she dislikes me. 

La F, Are you sure of that? 

Doc. Yes, 1 think I am. 

Con, I am dying with curiosity to read my let- 
ter. [^AsidCf and exit. 

La F. This wand shall cause in her sentiments 
the very reverse. In this is a magnet which shall 
change her disposition. Take it, {gives the wand) 
and, while you keep it, she will be constrained to 
love you with the most ardent passion. 

Doc. I thank you a thousand times. 

Lis. ‘ £ xcellen t ! [£xit. 

Doc, Her maid has ovei heard ns. 

LaF. No, no; but take me into another apart- 
ment, and 1 will explain to you what, at piesent, 
you are not able to comprehend : after which, ) on 
will permit me to step home, and fetch my patient 
hither. 

Doe. Certainly : when 1 am in possession of my 
ward's afleotion, I can have nothing to apprehend 
from him. And }oo are sure she will now become 
favourable to me? You are sure I shall attract her? 

LaF. Yes, sure— by the loadstone. [^Exeuni. 

ACT II. 

ScENLl. — Another Apartment in the Doctor'^ house. 

^Enier Lisltti: and Constancf. 

Lis. I overheard it all ; and he has given your 
guardian the wand in which you heard him say the 
magnet was contained ; and while he keeps it, it is 
to magnetise you, and force you to love him in spite 
of yourself. 

Con. All this agrees with the letter ho has given 
me from his master, in whico the Marquis informs 
me by what accident that letter my gbaidiui sent 
to the doctor who professes magnetism, fell into his 
hands, and immediately gave him the idea of dis- 
guising his valet, and sending him hither under the 
name of that doctor. But where is La Fleur now? 

, Lis. Just left your guardian, and gone home to 
iiiidg the patient you heard him speak of; and 1 
wupbl lay a wager, that very patient is no other 
tli2i dtib Marqnis himself. 

Obfi. Bat for what end is all this? 

liif.'Tfaat they have planned, yon may depend 
upon it. For the present, yon have nothing to do 
bnUto pretend an affection ror yonr guardian. 


Con. It will be difficolt to feign a passion my 

heart revolts at. 

Lis. Never fear yonr good acting: besides, I 
will take an equal share in it. 

Con, How? you! 

Lis. I'll tall in love with the Doctor as well as 
yon. If the magnetism affect you, why not have 
the same power over me? and if it make you love 
him, it shall make me adore him. 

Con. Hush! here be comes. {They retire.) 

Enter Doctor, with the wand. 

Doc. {Aside.) What he has told seems so very 
8ur{)rising, that nothing but proofs can thoroughly 
convince me ; and now mr the proof. {Looks at Con- 
stance.) 

Lis. {Aside to Con.) He ogles yon; oast a tender 
look, and accompany it with a sigh. 

Con. (Sighing.) Alas! 

Doc. My dear Constance, my lovely ward, what 
— what makes you sigh? Weariness of youi con- 
finement, I suppose? 

Cni. (Sighing.) Ah! sir. 

t Doc. Come, come ; I confess, the restraint you 
have been under has been too much, and 1 am not 
idii^rised yon have taken a dislike to me.^ 

Con. A dislike to yon! Ah, sir' (Sighing.) Oh! 
guardian' (Going to speak, turns away, and hides 
her face.) 

Doc, (Aside.) I believe it will do. Come, come, 
‘'Constance, do not sigh and make yourself uneasy ; 
you shall not live many weeks thus retired, for I 
am thinking of marrying } 0 U very soon (she turns 
eagerly to him) to a* fine }onng gentleman. (She 
turns away from him.) 

Con. All ' cruel. 

Doc. What did you say? If I have the good 
fortune to be beloved by you, let me have the nap- 
piness to hear it from yourself. 

Con, Yes, cruel man ! some invincible powerbom- 
peli me, in spite of my resistance. Y es, 1 love you. 

lAi. And J adore yon. 

Doc. What, you, too ? 1 did not expect that. 

Lis, No, mine is not merely a love, out a rage — 
a violence — I doat to distraction — love you to the 
loss of my health, of spirits, of rest and file. 

Con. I f you do not take pity on the passion which 
burns in my heart — 

Lis. If you can be regardless of the flames which 
consume me with violence — 

Con. Canyoubeinsensibleofmy tenderpleadings ? 

Lis. Take care how you torn my afleotion to hatred. 

Doc. (Aside.) What a terrible situation I have 
got myself into! the effect of the magnetism is 
very natural ; it arts upon one as well as another ; 
but Lisette's love is very troublesome. I'll call 
Jeffrey in, and give up part of my power to him ; 
be will take the wand for a few minutes, and charm 
Lisette. 

Con. Why do yon thus run from me? Is this the 
return my love demands? But be not uneasy; 
death shall deliver you from an object, whose pas- 
sion yon despise. 

Doc. Oh ' that you could but read what is written 
in my heart ' 

Lis. Ah ! sir, behold the state (kneels) to which 
you have reduced a poor iniioceut. If I am treated 
with kindness , I am naturally soft, gentle, and 
tender ; but, if I am neglected, (rising) by all that's 
great and precious, I will do some strange thing 
either fo you or niy rival ! 

Doc. Tjiis Lisette is so furious, she makea me 
tremble ; I rouat put an end to her aflectiou. ( Asids.) 
Jefl'rey! 

Enter JEFFREY. 

Jef. Here, sir ; what do yon want with me? 

Doc. Take this, and carry it to my study. (GiofS 
the wand.) 
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Jtf, Yes, sir; direotl/. 

Them Stop a moment, Jeffrey ; stop a moment ! 

/«/. Two or three moments, if yon please. 

Poe. {Atide.) Now we shall see what effect it 
has. * 

Lit. (7*0 Con.) I see through this design; let ns 
fall in love with Jeffrey. 

Con. With all m heart. 

Poe. Well, Jeffrey— and— and how do yon do, 
Jeffry 7 

Jefi Pretty well, considering my leg, where the ^ 
dog bit me, and considering I can only see with one * 
eye. 

Lis. But even that misfortune does not prevent 
youi*looking very agreeable, Jeffrey. 

Poc. (AtifU.) It succeeds ; she is taken. 

Jo/. What, arayoobeginningtolanghatme aga in? I 

Lis. Laugh at you! No, Jeffrey. I now wonder 
bow it was possible 1 should ever laugh at you : 
bow becoming is that bandage ! and the eye we do 
see has a tboosand times more bewitching charms 
for the absence of that we jo not. Dear mi^rfhi, 
only observe him. ^ \ ^ 

Con. Who can resist that amiable figure, Aar> 
est Jeffrey! • 

Ha, ha, ha ! 

Jhe* (Aside,) This is as bad as the other. 

Jef, 1 think the mad dog has bit os all. 

Lu, Is it possible you can love Jeffrey? No, 
no ; your situation forbids iL Take, take my mas« 
ter ; I resign him to yon. 

Con. No, I resign nim to you. 

Lis, I will not have him. 

Poc. This is a Very disagreeable situation. 

LU, Jeffrey, will you be deaf to my passion! 

Con. Yes, I'm sore he will prefer roe. 

Jef, No, I won’t: I have been in love yvith her 
this twelvemonths, and I’ll make choice of her. 

Con. Then what will become of me? i 

Poc. I can bear this no longer. Give me that ; ' 
(snatches the wandf) and do you make op some 
medicines. 

fe/. Ah ! my dear Lisette, you have made me so 
happy, I must shake bands. (Ofersto take herhatid, 
she slaps hU face.) 

Lis. Learn to behave with more reserve for tlie 
future. 

Jef. Eeod! I think you have not behaved with 
much reserve. Did yon not hang upon me, and 
say you loved me ! 

las. Love you ! Behold my roaster, and do not 
imMiiie I can love any but him. 

Gm, No ; who can love any but him 7 

Poc. This is worse and worse ! Where is the 
Doctor? If he do not come, and give me some re- 
lief, I am a ruined man. (Loud knocking.) Jeffrey, 
aee if that is him. [£xif Jeffrey.1 I have no doubt 
but it is ; and with him the young patient, on whom 
I am to prove my skill. Constance, and you, Li- 
setto, leave the room for the present. 

Con. Yes, if you will go with me. But how do 
you think it iajposhibic for me to leave you? A 
feeling, which I cannot explain — 

LU. And on^ cannot explain— 

Poc. Bnt^ am going to prescribe, and it m im- 
proper. ^ 

Enter La Fleur, leading the Marquis de Lancy, 
dressed in a handsome rohe-de-chamhre. 

La F. This, Doctor, is your patient. This is the 
renowned physician, from whom you are to expect 
a cure. 

Poc. He looks suriirisingly well, considering 
how much he has suffered. 

La F, That renders his ease the more danger- 
ous. I would rather a patient of mine should took 
ill, and be in no danger, than took well, and be in 
imminent danger. 


Mar, To conceive the snfferings I have wider- 
gone, a beinamnst be transformed! he mast be 
more, before he can conceive what I have felt: for 
months have I led this agonizing life ! But I 
ana told. Doctor, you can put an end to my dis- 
order; yon have, sin your possession, that which 
can give me ease ; but by what science you an 
master of so great a power, I own, is beyond my 
comprehension. 

La F. Dear sir, yon know not all the resonroes 
in the ^rt of medicine; trust firmly, that you are in 
the hands of persons well informra and well prac- 
tised. We know how to give natore a fillip. 

Poc. Doctor Mystery, do yon naeyoar anthority 
with these females, to leave ns to onrselves. 

Con. I can’t go. 

LU. Norl. 

La F. I believe it is very true. (Feels t heir 
pulse.) No, they can’t go ; no, the force of tWaT’ 
traction will not suffer them to go. — ( 7*o Poctor.) 
What do you think of the power of magnetism 
now? 

Poc. It has double the power I desire, and I 
wish it not to act on Lisette, [ill. 

Con. (To LU.) I hope the MarquijUjyui^mally 
La F. I will remedy that. ( WJu^pers to the Doc- 
tor, ufhile the MarquU makes signs of love to Con- ** 
stance.) Now attend to what I amq^oing to do ; 1^ 
turn the whole affection of the maid upon myself. 

Poc. 1 will be very ranch obliged to yon. (La 
Fleur whispers to the Doctor again,) 

Mar. (Apart to Constance.) One word only:— 
will^ou be mine, should my scheme prove success- 
Con. Wb|t is it? [fnl ? 

Mar. I have no time to say— but answer mcy 
will yon be mine! 

Con. I will. 

Poc. (Apart to La Fleur.) Very well, extremdy 
well ; this will do very well ; and now deliver mo 
from her love as soon as yon can. 

La F. 1 must approach her, and’tis done. (Goes 
to LUette, makes signs of magnetism, antF speaks 
apart.) I am in love with yon, feign tolte so with 
LU. I am ill earnest, without feigning. [me. 
La F. So much the better ; it will appear more 
natural.— ( To the Doctor.) It’s done ; onserve how 
she looks at me. 

Poc. What an art! 

La F. But I will shew its power in a manner 
yet more astonishing. 

Con. (Apart to tM Marqms.) I was on the point 
of being married to my guardian. 

* Doe. Is it possible! 

Mar. (Forgetting himself, and in noarmth.) Dis- 
traction ! that must never be ! ( Doctor turns to ftim 
m surprUe, lAsette perceives it.) 

LU, Ob, heavens! look to the patient. 

La F. One of his fits has seized him.*(.VarpaMs 
pretends a ft.) But it's nothing ; it will soon be 
over. 

Mar. Nay, do not bide yourself. Oh ! qb ! that 
I could plunge this steel (folds up his handkerekkf) 
a hnndrra times in that detestable heart. Come on, 
monster, and aeknowjedge thy conqueror, expiring 
under this hand. 

Poc. I’ffgo into the next room. It is me, I be- 
lieve, he is going to kill. 

La F, But be has no weapon ; don’t be afraid. 
Con. (To La F.) Oh I dear air, relieve him from 
tb*s terrible fit. 

Poc. Do ; f beg you will. 

Xa F. 1 cannot wholly relieve him at present ; 
bui you shall see me change the manner of bis 
raving. Behold my power! (Pretends to magn^Ue.) 
See*, Tiis countenance ohauges; his looks express 
tenJerness. Now it it no longer fury that trans- 
ports him ; but the soft languor of love now per- 
vades his senses. 
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Arpasia! 

Aa F, Arpasia was the name of liis first lore : 
he fancies himself near to her. ( TheMarguia kn^la 
to Conatance.) 

Mar, Is it you, then, whom T behold? But, 
alas ! you do not suspect what I have siiiTered in 
your absence; and 1 only retain ro)r life, in the 
pleasing hope of one day passing it with yon, and 
rendering yours as happy as niy own. What am 1 
ncel 


to think ol this silence 1 You do not answer to my 
tender complaints. Ah! you hate me, you despise 
me! ^But dread the effects of this contempt ; 1 feel 
it is in mr power to accomplish all. (Rising.) 

Lis. lie is going into his raving fit again. Pray, 
madam, speak to him, if it be but a word. 

Mar, Speak to me one word, if it be only one 

rmragl’t- 

LaF, Your ward is afraid of disobliging you; 
but give her leave to speak to him, if it be but one 
'Word, only to be witness to a scene so nonvelle. 
Doc. But, liarkye ! 

LaF, Psiia, psha! She looks at yon for con- 
*ent : tell h er, 'she may say yes — just yes. 
DocrCuY wIn' suffer her to speak? 

' -tt LaF. Consider you are in possession of tl^c mag- 
net, and nerthing gan prevent the power of that charm. 

Mar. All ! cruel ! Ought I thus to wait fora word 
from those lips? You wish, then, to behold me die? 
Doc. Well, well ; an^swer him, yes. 

Mar. Do you love me ? 

Con. Yes. 

Mar, (Kisses her hand.) I am transported !^ 

Doc. (En^avouring to separate them.) Hold, 
bold ! This is a fit as powerful tome as it is to you. 

Lis. Dear sir, let him alone; he may fall into 
bis rage again. 

Mar. What thrilling transport rushes to my heart ! 
all nature appears to my ravished eyes more beau- 
tiful than poets ever formed! Aurora dawns; the 
feathered songsters chant their most melodious 
^trains; tke gentle zephyrs breathe their choicest 
perfumes, and the inspiring scene intoxicates my 
Very soul! 

Doc. Come, change this fit into another. 

Mar. And you, who listen to me, partake my 
joy. Come and dwell with me under the shady 
branches of the river-side. Come, loiely shep- 
herdess; (takes hold of Constance;) come, young 
shepherd ; (takes hold of the Doctor;) mingle in 
the dance. 

Lis. Come, young shepherd. (Takes hold of the 
Doctor with one hand, and La Fleur with the other.) 
Doc. J can’i dance. 

Mar. In vain you refuse.^ Pass, w'ith gentle steps, 
the mossy banks, and join in the rural pastime. 

[They all dance, — Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

I. — An Apartment in the Doctor's house. 

Enter LiscTTE and La Fleur. 

Lis. But when is this farce to end? «. 

La F. Wy master, now^ be is introduced, will 
take advantage of some circumstances, to obtain, 
either by force or stratagem, the Doctor’s consent 
to his wishes ; and as he finds be is beloved by the 
V young lady, which, before, he was in doubt of— 

Lu. Pbha! he might easily have guessed her I 
sentiments. A young woman, weary of confinement 
as she was, is easily in love with the first young 
piao who solicits her afiections. 

La Ft And may 1 hope you love me? 
k ^ weary of conlinement, like 

my iqiM^ress. 

ImF, K thousand thanks, my dear Lisette ! 


Us. But while Jeffrey keeps the keys of every 
door, no creature can either go out, or enter, with- 
out his leave. 

La Ft And is there no way to get sid of him? 

Ias. Yes ; a thought strikes me this moment : a 
ooople of days ago, a neighbour’s dog bit him, and 
our Doctor, merely to shew bis skill in the cure, 
persuaded him the dog was mad. Suppose we 
make the Doctor himself believe he was really so, 
and that poor — 


Enter DOCTOR, mith the wand. 

Doe, He has bad another fit ; but I have just now 
left him in a sound sleep, which came upon h^n as 
suddenly as any of liis waking paroxysms. 

La F. If that he the case, lie must be left alone; 
we will not disturb him. 

Ids. (Aside to ha F.) When I return, be sure to 
confirm whatever I shall say. [Eaiit 

Doc. What! have you persuaded her to 'leave 
yop? 

^F, Yes, for a liMle while. 

Jmc. Why, too much of love is something te- 
dious. I come once more to talk with you, Doo- 
tfir, upon this surprising art; which, though you 
have taken such great pains to explain, I am still 
far from comprehending so much as 1 think 1 
ought. 

LaF. 1 will, before long, give yon sneh proof. 

Enter hlSETTE, followed by JEFFREY. 

Lis. Oh ! save me ! or I’m a dead woman ! 

Doc. What’s the matter? 

Jef. This is no joke, and I won’t take it as snob. 
Lts, (Goes between La F. and Doctor.) Have a 
care of him. Speak low ; he’ll be at qs. 

Doc. Will he be at us? 

Lis, (In a low voice.) Jeffrey is mad ! ^ 

Doc. What do you say ? ' 

Lis. I found him in his bed, gnawing the bed- 
clothes ; and, when be saw me, be would have 
gnawed me. (The Doctor turns to him.) Don’t look 
at him, sir! don’t look at him ! 

Doc. Why, I don’t think this possible; the dog 
that bit him was not — 

Lit. Indeed, sir, he was as mad as ever — 

LaF, Indeed, the poor creature looks ns if some 
horrible infection had seized him. 

Doc. Why, I can’t say but 1 think he does. 

Lis, And I’ll give you the trne proof immedi- 
ately. ( Throws a glass of water at him.) 

Jef. What’s that for? How dare you usevine 
thus ? [wafer. 

Lis. There! you see what a dislike he has to 
LaF, That is a 8}inptom which .confirms oqr 
suwicions. 

Dor. An evident sign of the hydrophobia! 

La F. Yes, of the hydrophobia. (Lisette comes 
with another glass of water to throw at him ; at the 
Sight of which he starts.) 

Lis, See, see, bow he looks, only at the sight of 
wafer. 

Jef. If you dare throw any more upon— (JSTokEf 
up his hand.) > 

Doc. Lisette, let him alone. It is dangerous to 
posh the poor creature to extremities. Doctor, 
suppose we magnetise him ? 

LaF, No; magnetism, in cases like this, can 
have no efiect. 

Doc. What remedy, then? 

La F. 1 know of but one : to smother him. 

Lis, 'file only thing in the world. 

Doc. And we ought to lose no time, if it most 
be done. 

J^f» What, smother me? (Falls on his kn$e$ to 
the Doctor.) Oh ! sir, have pity on me. 

Doc. Don’t be frightened ; it will be over in ten 
minutes. 



SCBNB 1.] fimUAL MAGNElrlSH. 


7 


Jef, Bot I had rather not 

Doc. Ungratefol wretch ! do jon oonaider the 
conseqaenoe of living? 

Lis. For shame, Jeffiej! don’t ask snoh a 
thing. 

Doc. But, since he won’t consent with a good 
{pace, we mast seize him all three together. 

Jef. Ah ! ^ mercy, what will become of me 1 

Lts, (Aside to Jeffrey.) Hun ont of the house, 
and never come back, if yon would save your life. 

{Jeffrey runs off. 

La F. He sha’n't escape. Stop him there ! 

rjsxfi. 

Doc. Why, he has ran into the street ! What a 
deal of mischief he may cause; and, as l*m alive, 
bcahas ran away with all the keys in his pocket. 

lAs. But, luckily, the doors are open. 

Doc. But, why does not the doctor come back? 

Lis. Depend upon it, he will not leave him till 
be has secured him in some safe place where he 
caq do no mischief. 

Enier Constance. • 

Con. Dear sir, come to the assistance of y\r pa- 
tient; he has followed me to my chamber, and 
frightened me out of m v senses : I thought he were 
going to die. Indeed, sir, be is very ill ; 1 am 
sure lie can’t live long. 


Enter Marquis de Lancy. creepina slowly to the 
eoucht os if unable to walx. • 

Mar. Oh! Doctor, relieve me from this pres- 
sure, or I die. 

Dor. I wish my brother physician were returned ! 
Come, sir, lean your head this way. Where is your 
complaint f 

Mar. Here, here it lies ! ( Laying his hand on his 
stomach.) I fear this will be the last hour of my 
life! 

Doc. No, no; 1 hope not. (Magnetising him 
sometimes with one end of the loand, orid sometimes 
with the other . ) 

Mar. The malady changes its place Oh ! my 
head I remove it from my bead ! make it descend^. 
Now it flies to my heart ! it sets it on fire! it tears 
it to pieces ! 

Dor. 1 wish the doctor would return. 

Mar My tortures redouble! vultures gnaw me! 
Can’t you remove them ? (Attempts again to mag- 
netise.) No, no; my strength fails me! my eyes 
lose their sight ! I die ! ( Groans, sinks on the 

cfuch, and remaitu motionless.) 
otLis. Oh ! *be’s dead I he’s dead ! he’s dead ! * 

Con. What will become of us all ? He’s dead ! 
he’s dead ! 

Doc. I am quite shocked at it ^ But, my dear 
children, don’^ make such a noise. The neighbours 
will hear you ; and they will say 1 have killed him 
with some of my experiments. 

Lis, It was that fatal wand you put upon his 
heart. 

Doc. Yes; I suppose I directed the fluid the 
wrong way. But, perhaps, he only fainted. Who 
knows but we may recover him? 1 will go and find 
some of my n^ly-inveiited drops, which may, per- 
haps, restore him. (Feeb in hb pockets.) And 
that poor, unhappy Jefirey has taken away the key 
of my cabinet, where all my drops are. 

Con, Break open the locks, then ; there is no 
time to lose. 

Doc. Aiid^ Doctor Mystery not to return ! Every- 
thing oonspires,to ruin me! I was loth to receive 
this patient into my house: iny heart foreboded 
some ill consequence. Dear me ! dear me ! [Bjrtl. 

Mar, If my scheme succeed, the ooiisequeiice 
will be such as you little dream of. Where is Ija 
Fleur ? 


Ids, Gone to seoore Jeffrey somewhere oot of 
the boase. 

Mar, If be shoold not retarn soon, all my long- 
concerted plan will be overtomed* 

Lis, Here be is. 


JEnter La Fleur. 

LaF.l have lodged him safe for these two days. 

Mar, ( Takes off hb robe. ) Give me year clothes, 
and take this immediately, and be dead. 

La F, Dead ! What do yoa mean? 

Mar. Ask no qoestions ; bot lie on that conch, 
and connterfeit being dead. 

Ids. Yonr master has been doing it this half 
hour. 


La F. (Putting on the robe.) It is very strange ; 
bat since yon command it — 

Mar. Dare not stir, or breathe ! All depends on 
yonr acting well. You must have your fac e pow - 
dered, that be may not know you. 

La F. Now I am in character. 

Mar. Where are my people? 

La F. At the tavern, in the next street, both 
disguised like doctors. 

itfar. That’s right; I fly to them directly.-^ 
(Going.) _ 

La F, Your niglil'Cap, yoor^igbt-oap! (The 
Matuub throws it to him. ) * * 

Mar. And give me yonr wig. (t^s it on.) I 
hear the Doctor coming. Farewell 1 Play yonr 
part to a miracle. [Binl. 

Con. And heaven prosper yonr designs ! 

La F. (Silting on the couch.) Bot what does all 
tliiK mean? I don’t understand. 

Hush! dead people never speak. (Throws 
him down on the couch.) 

Enter DOCTOR. 


Doc. Well, how is he? what does he say? . 

Lb. Why, like all other persons in bis state, he 
doi>8 not complain. 

Doc. Hold this bottle to his nose, and sprinkle 
this OR bis face. • 

Con, Alas ! be is gone, and nothiflg can be of 
use. 

Doc, How a few moments have changed him ! 
I shouldn’t have known him again. He’s as white 
as ashes. Lay your band upon bis heart, Lisette, 
and feel if it beats at all : for my part, I am so dis- 
concerted with the accident, I am lit for nothing.^ 

Lis. ( L^s her hand on hb heart. ) All is still, sir. 

Doc, Is there no motion ? 

Lb. None in the least. (Slaps hb face.) Like 
marble — has little feeling in it. 

Doc. Doctor Mystery not retnrniog, I conoeive 
this was a plot upon me. 

Lb, And this poor creature was in the plot, yon 
think, and died on purpose to bring it about? 

Doc. No ; but the other found be cmild not core 
him, and so left the disgrace of his death to me ; 
and my enemies will take the advantage of it, con- 
sidering how many of my patients have died lately. 

Lis. What are we to do with the body ? 

•Doc. I have yet one hope left; it is my lost; 
and I won’t hesitate, but about it instantly. 

Con. What resource ? 

Doc, ( To Lb.) He is certainly dead, is ha not? 

Lb. Certainly ; there can be no doubt of that. 

Doc. And, do what we will, nothing worse oan 
happen to him. 

Lb. No, certainly ; not in this world. 

Doc. Well, then, I will try an experiment npon 
him, which I once read, and I have often bad a 
vast mind to try it upon JeflVey ; but, as be was 
alive, it might have proved fatal. 

Lb. What is it? 

Doc, No matter; you shall see it performed; 
and I can’t say 1 have much doubt of its sacoeM. 
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Beein to take ofl'aome of his gaimeota, while I go 
Bad get all the apparataa ready. 

Za F. But I am not snob a fool to atajr tin yon 
oome back. M v maater may lay what be will : oot 
I will go away. 

Ia8. Nonsense, man ! Have yon not undertaken 
to be dead ? Come, finiab yoor^part with a good 
grace. 

Con, Pray do, La Fleur. 

LaF. But what experiment is he going to try 
upon me? I always hated dootors, and would neyer 
let any one of them come near me. 

Con. Bot this is not a doctor: the colleg^have 
refused to admit him ; so, don’t be afraid. 

LaF, Ob * as that’s the case — 

Im, ( Throws him down, as before,) Hash* play 
yonr part. 

Enter DOCTOR, with a hag of insimments, 
Lisetfe, help me with these instruments, 
ana tbec mn and watoh that skillet of oil on the 
6re and, when it boils, bring it hither. 

Im, Bat, suppose anybody shonld oome in while 
we are trying the experiment? 

Doc. Right; I'll look the door. My fright makes 
me forget eyery thing [Eatt. 

•La see the instruments. 

Lia. Psha ! what signifies seeing them ; a*o*t yon 
to feel thenL» ^ J 

Doc, (without^) What' force into a mao’s 
bonse, whether be will or no ? 

Con. I hear a noise ' (Looks oat,) It is the Mar- 
qnis retnmed ; and all his schemes, perhaps, will 
be fnlfllled. ( La Fleur lies down agam.) 

Enter Mahqdis dc Lancy, Piccard, and Fran- 
cois, disguised as doctots, (the Marquis having 
ehemged ku dress,) followed by the Doctor. 
Mar, I bare powerful reasons for entering this 
came hither accompanied by these phy- 
aic^i, sent with me by the college, to demand a 
patient, who was this morning brought hither by a 
uotorions professor of quackery : the young gen- 
tleman is of family, and nearly allied to me. 

Doc. ( Aridie.) 1 am undone ! 

Mar, Where is he, sir? 1 most see him, and 
apeak with him. 

Im, At present, you can't speak with him : he is 
In a better world. (^Pointmg to La Fleur,) 

Mar, Alas’ behold him there, of am I deceiyed? 
No; it is he himself whom I see' and he is dead ’ 
Gentlemen, I call you as witnesses that he is dead, 
and that yonder stands the assassin. (Piccard and 
Frangois examine the body; Piccard puts on his 
spectacles,) 

J^an, (Feeling his pulse,) Yes, he is dead ; bot 
be is not dead according to our rules. 

Mar. Oh' my dear friend, and are you gone*’ 
Bot your death shall be revenged.— (STo the Doc- 
tor*) Villain, tremble! for thy life shall answer for 
this. Gentlemen, gentlemen, please to take notes 
of what you see and hear in this house. ( The doc- 
tors write,) 

Lis. Dear air, have pity on my poor master; he 
has killed the poor gentleman, to be sore; but it 
was without malice. 

Doc. But yon know, gentlemen, this is not the 
first patient (bat has been killed doring an opera- 
tion. 


Pie, Ay, by the authority of the college. 

Doc. (To the Margms.) Dear sir, my only hope 
is in your mercy. 

Mar, Then despair! for know, I am the Marquis 
de Lancy ; and call to your remembrance with woat 
insolence too rejected all my overtores to esponse 
your ward. Here is the advantageoos contract I 
repeatedly sent to yon, which you had the arro- 

f ranee to return to me, without even deigning to 
ook at. 

Doc. Only deliver me from this trouble, and I 
will sign it without reading it at all. 

* Mar, But will the lady also sign it ? 

Con. No; for how can 1 wed another, when 
he (pointing to the Doctor) is the object of my 
love? 

Doc. But consider, my dear Constance, that I 
am old and ugly, jealous and infirm. Indeed 1 am, 
indeed 1 am, I protest, Constance’ 

Con. But my love for you is so implanted in my 
heart — 

Mar, If that be the case — Come, sir, follow ns. 
Doe, Stay; give me the contract, and let me 
sign ip — (Aside,) 1 will once more have recourqe 
tu tho wand 

Mar, What imports yonr signing, if yonr ward 
will not? 

Dor. She will sign. 

Con. Never! 

Doc. Give me the contract, and hold that. (Gtosi 
the wand to the Marquis, fakes the contract, emd 
signs It.) 

Mar, What’s this? 

Doc. Keep it , never let it go from yon. 

Con. Yes, 1 feel a desire to sign ; give me the 
contract. 

Doe, Ay, f was sure of it. f^Constanee suptetks 
contract.) And there, Marqnis, is the eonlnot. 
(Giving the contract to the Marqms. ) * 

La F. (Rising.) Ah! I breathe again! 1 am a 
little better ’ 

Doc. (Statting.) Why, is he not dead? 

LaF. No; 1 am mending apace. 

Doc. Gentlemen, tear in pieces the process.— 
(To LaF.) Oh ! sir, what misery have yen brought 
upon me ' 

LaF, And what misery would your d— ^ instrn- 
ments, and your boiling oil, have brought upon 
me? 

Doc. How did you hear, in that fit, what 1 
said ? 

La F, Very easily, sir. Retnrn him the wand ; 
and the ladies, I daresay, will fall in love with him 
*again. « jp 

Doc. (Lookmg at LaF. and then at the Marqms.^ 
My eves are open' I recollect them both ! But tbit 
was the sick man' f 7'o the Marquis,) . 

La F. But I was tne dead one ! 

Doe, I am cheated, defrauded ' What bo ! neigh* 
hours! Here are thieves, murderers ! 

Mar, Nay, Doctor, reflect upon the arts yon 
made use of, to keep my Constance yours, even in 
spile of her inclinations , then do not condemn the 
artifice I employed to obtain her with her own eon* 
sent. A reward like this, urged me to encoonler 
every hazard and every danger ; fol, believe me. 
Doctor, there is no magnetism like the powerful 
magnedsrniof love. [E fff tfwf. 



THE REGISTER OFFICE; 

A FARCE, IN TWO ACTE^BY JOSEPH REED. 



ACT I. 

Scene I . — A Renter Ojfiee, 

Enter WILLIAMS. 

WiL The bosinesa of the morainic is partly over. 
What a crowd of deluded females have flocked here 
within these three hours, in expectation of the iina- 
ginarj place we have advertised ! A register -oflice, 
under the direction of so conscientious a person as 
MiK! Golwell, instead of a public good, becomes a 
public evil. upright master seldom feels any 
reflections of this kind ; avarice is his leading prin- 
ciple; and sA long as he can swell his bags by tbe 
folly or credulity of mankind, be will not suffer 
^eonscience to binder bim in tbe pursuit of gain. I 
«iglbink I hear him coming. 

Enter Oulwell. 

Gul, So, this advertisement has brought in two 
pounds, thirteen shillings! no very bad morning's 
work. Well, thanks to the memory of our witty 
founder, sa^ 1. tlad he not hit on the scheme of a 
register^omce, I might have dangled on atqoill- 
dnving without ever being worth a groat.-’ 

Wih But, sir, do you think this calling of ours 
the most conscientious one in the world 7 I begin 
to imagine iny old employment, tbe law, the more 
honest profession of the two. 

QuL Mr. Williams, there is roguery in all the 
employments under the son. Every day’s experi- 
ence will convince you, that there is no getting 
through the world withont a necessary portion of 
trick and chicanery. 

Wii, Sir, if tbe impostitre of Ibis advertisement 
were found out and duly punished, one or both of 


ns would stand a fair chance for the pillory. How 
many poor girls have been stripped of perhaps their 
last shilling, by being amused with the hopes of the 
place we have advertised. Tfaith! sir, some of our 
profession are little better than downright pick- 
pockets. I am glad 1 shall have tbe good fortnne 
to leave it so soon. i- 

Gul, Mr. Williams, I am truly sony for our 
Reparation, but rejoice at the occasion of it; how- 
ever. if yon hope to make a fortune in your utered 
condition of life, yon most learn to keep your con- 
science in proper subordination. 1 can assure yon, 
that fraud is as necessary a requisite in a steward- 
ship as in an intelligence- office. Is thet^p no mes- 
sage from Dr. Skinflint about the Wdsb liviimT 
Wil. Yes, sir; be says, as curates are so cheap 
in Wales, he will not take less than a thousand 
guineas. 

Out, A spiritual curmudgeon ! Why, it is not 
quite a hundred a year. I forgot to ask if you 
called at Captain Sparkle’s last night? 

Wil, 1 di^t sir; and was surprised to see him so 


greatly recovered. 
^ Gul. I 


thought he would grow better after the 
embarkation. I never supposed him in any very 
great danger, because he refused eight hundred 
guineas for lii.s commission, when bis life was 
despured of. Have you finished tbe assignment of 
the surgeoncy 7 
WU. No, sir. 

CM, Then get it done, Mr. Williams : stay, you 
mos: write an advertisement for tbe Daily, any time 
this afternoon will do, of an employment to be dis- 
posed of isl Ireland, of a thonsaud pounds per 
annum, wltklb xoqniros little learning or attendance 
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and maj be eaeooted by a dapnt?. Remember to 
add, that aeoreoy is required, aad noae bot priam- ' 
pals need to apply. 

WU. I forgot to tell yon, the young gentleman 
was here to know if yon had reoeirea an answer 
abont the secretary’s place. * 

ChiL Truly, 1 am sorry I (biOd not snooeed: 
fifteen hundred gnineas were insisted on ; I pleaded 
the yonng gentleman’s acknowledged merit, and the 
poblic serrioes of his brave father, who lost his life 
in fighting for his country, which so softened my 
principal, that he snnk bis demand frorn-^ • 

Wil Fifteen to five hundred, I hope. 

GuL From guineas to pounds : 1 could get no 
further abatement. 

Wtl, It is a pity that such extraordinary merit 
should have no better snooess. 

On!, Ah ! Mr. Williams, if places were given to 
of merit only, the Lord have mercy upon 
many V big-looking family. Away: here’s com- 
pany a coming. frilUams.] Heyday* who 

nave we here? By his looks, he must be one of the 
tribe of the soup maigres. 

£nler a Frenchman* 

FrafgA^^JRajotre nom Monsieur le Gnlvellef 
Gul, It 18 , ur£ your business? 

' French. Sire, me be tell dat dere be de grand 
nombres d*lcademies Francoises en Londres , and 
me voud be glad to be employe as uii maitre de 
langnes. Me speak a de Frens vid de vrai pronon- 
ciation ; and yon see beside ma connoisbance in de 
lanrae Angloise be not the most inoonsidarable 
Gu/. Oh° yes, sir ; you speak very pretty English, 
I must own. Pray, what business haye you fieen 
bred to? * 

French, Bisness* do yon mean to front a me? 
me he von of de gens de qualitd. 

Gtt/. How, sir* a person of quality, and so poor 
as to be seeking after a livelihood. 

^ French. Vy vere be de vonders of all dat? No- 
ting be more coromun in France. Me dit, indeed, 
sometilfie, poor passer le temps, amuse mysel vid 
curl a de air, and cut a de corn of mine comrades 
dequalitd of bot sex. 

Gm. Sir, if you be a proficient in these sciences, 
1 give youyoy with all my heart, for 1 don’t know 
a more profitable calling in London ; nay, nor a more 
reputable one; for its professors are caressed by 
persons of the first fashion and distinction. There^ 
jyar countryman. Monsieur Frizzellette de la Cor- 
qgpUle, a hair and corn-cutter in St. James’s, that 
Keeps his chariot, though ’Us scarce half a score 
years since he would have made a bow to the' 
ground for a bellyful of sonp-maigre. 

French, And begar, so would me too ! 

€hd. Sir, I will cook you up an advertisement as 
long as a proclamation, that will eflcotually do your 
business.^ In the meantime, I shall give orders for 
one of the laconic kfnd, to hang in golden letters 
over your door: **Hair and corns out after the 
French^ taste, by a person of quality.” 

French, Ay, dat vil do ver veil. Par no personae 
de qualitd. * 

Onl, But, air, aa you arq a man of ronk^ yon 
may, perhaps, think it below your dignity to folk 
any profession that has the least appeafance of bu- 
siness? 

French, Non, non, monsieur; tout an contraire. 
€hd. Then I dare venture to say, that in less than 
U dozen years yon will be rich enough to return to 
your native country, and marry a princess of the 
blood. How, in the name of wonder, could yon 
think of being a pitiful teacher of French for a live- 
lihood, when you are possessed of talents superior 
to all the learning in the world? 

Fremk* Me vill tell you, monsieur : it be not 
more aa dix, once, douze, treize — ay, tirteen year, 
■inee moo eottfia corned over to I’Aogleterre, to 


teash a de Frena in do boarding-doole. Veil, ho « 
dit engage de affection of de Angloise young lady, 
aa beue ^coliere, mnned away wid her, and so, 
beg^r, he getted de vife vid not less as von hun- 
dred tousand livres. Now, as mon cousin could 
marry de lady vid so mnoli of de I’argeiit, vy may 
not me hope to do the same? 

frul. True, sir ; but there’s an ugly act of parlia- 
ment since that time, which binders you fortune- 
bunting gentlemen from gdining such wives. Well, 
sir, you will deposit a small sum; two or three 
gnineas, or so ; and 1 shall begm the advertise- 
ment. 

French, Hey! vat yon say? deposit! Jen’en- 
tends pas deposit. 

Out, Oh ! sir. I’ll soon explain it. Deposit rig- 
nifies — 

French, Non, non, mon cherami! it be impos- 
sible for me to know vat yon means ; for me do not 
understand on mot de la langue Angloise. 

Gu/. Why, sir, I thought your oonnoissanqq in 
de langue Angloise bad not been de most inconsi- 
derable? (Mimidhiqir him.) 

FrMcch. Oh! monsieur — but dat — dat^dat vaa 
one autre chose — quite anoder ting. 

fittl. Well, sir, I must have two or three guineas, 
by way of earnest, before I proceed any further in 
your business. 

French, Two, tree guince! begar! me could so 
soon give yon two, tree million. Vat you take a 
me for? nn grand voleor — von tief? You link me 
ave rob your Inglisse exchequer*, for all de vorld 
know dat de exchequer of my oountree ave scarce 
so much to be rob of. Let a me see : me ave no 
more as von chelin, and von, two, three alfpenoe. 

Gut. Thirteen pence halfpenny! a very critical 
sum in England. Well, sir, yon may leave that in 
part ; I must give you oredit tor the remainder- 

French, {Gives his money.) Dere, sir. And so. 
Monsieur le Gulvelle, you tink en veritd me sal 
ride in my coasli. 

Gul. Not at all impossible. Call again in a 
week, and you shall see what 1 have done for 
you. 

French, Begar' you have elev^ mine heart. Sire, 
me be votre tres humble, tret> obiigd, and tree de- 
void servitenr. Ob ! mon Dieu' ride in my carosse! 

[Exif. 

Gul, Your most humble servant, good Monsieur 
le Carosse. If it were not for the credulity of 
mankind, what a plague would become of us oflice- 
keepers ! 

Enter Margery. 

Mar. Sur, an I may be so bold, I’se come to ax 
an ye’ve sped about t’woinan servant, ’at ye adver- 
tised for? 

Gul, I have not. Come nearer, young woman. 

Mar Let me steek’t deer first, an ye please. 
{Shuts the door. ) 

Gtd, What countrywoman are you? ^ 

Mar. I’se Yorkshire, by my truly' I was bre^ 
and bworn at little Yatton, aside Roseberry Top- 

Roseberry Topping ! Where is that, my 
pretty maid? 

Mar. Certainly God ' ye kna^ Rbseherry ? I 
thought ony foie had known Roseberry. It’s t' big- 
gest Tiillrin oil Yorkshire; it’s aboon a mile an a 
nofe high, and as coad as ice at top ou’t i’t’ bettest 
summer’s day , that it is. 

Out. You’ve been in some service, 1 suppose? 

Mar. Ay, I’ll uphole ye have I, ever sin 1 was 
ueeo year aid. Nay, makins, I’d a God’s peony mt 
Stowstab market, aboun bofe a year afore ^at I waa 
neeu ; end as good a servant I’ve been, thof I aay't 
myself, as ever came witbin pair o’deers* I can 
milk, korn, foiber, bake, brew, sheer, winder, 
card, spin, knit, sew, and do everything *at belongs 
to a husbandmaq* al wed at ony lass 'at ever ware 
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clogeheen: and as to mykaraoter, I defy oojbodj, 
gentle or simple, to say black's my nail. 

Oit/. Hare you been in any place in Londont 

Mar, Ay,. an’ ye please; I lired wi’ Madam 
Shrillpipe, in St. Pole% Kirk-garth, but was forced 
to leave my plaoe afore 'at I bad been a week o' 
days in’t. 

Oul, How so? 

Mar, Marry, because she ommost flighted and 
Bcauded me out o’ my wits. She was t^ arrantest 
scaud ’at ever I met wi’ in my bwom days. She, 
had seerly sike a tongue, as never was in ony wo- 
man’s head, but her awn. It wad ring, ring, like 
a larum free mworn to neeght. Then she wad pot 
hersel into sike fluaters, that her face wad be as 
black as t* reeking-crook. Nay, for that matter, I was 
but rightly sarra^d, for I was tolled aforeband, by 
some verra sponsible fwoke, as she was a mere 
donnot ; howSomever, as I fand my money grow 
less 'and less every day, (fori had brought my 
good seven-aiid-twenty shilling to neen groats and 
twopence,) 1 thought it wad be better to take up 
wi’ a bad place than nea place at oil. i. 

Gul. And how do you like London t 

Mar, Marry, air, I like nowther egg nor shell 
on’t. They’re sike a set of fwoke as i never saw 
with my eyn* They laugh and flier at a body like 
ony thing : I went no hut t’other day ti t’ baker’s 
shop for a lafe of bread, and they fell a giggling at 
me, as I’d been yan o’ i’ greatest gawvisons i’ i* 
warld. 

Gul, Pray, what is a gawvison? 

Mar. Why, you’re a gawvison for not knowing 
what it is; I thought ye Londoners ha’ known 
everything: a gawvison’s a ninny-hammer. Now, 
do you think, sir, ’at 1 look ought like a gaw- 
vison? 

Gul. Not in the least, my pretty damsel. 

Mitr. They may bwoast as they will o’ their 
manners, hut they have nea mare manners than a 
miller’s horse, I can tell them that ; that 1 can. 1 
wish 1 had been still at canny Yatton. 

Gul. As you have so great a liking to the place, 
why would'you leave it? 

Mar, Marry, sur, I was forced, as van may say, 
to leave 't : the ’squire wad not let me be. By my 
truly, sir, he was efer after me, mworn, noon, and 
neeght. If 1 wad but ha consented to bis wicked 
ways, 
might, 
o’ me 

t^0lls young . 

fwoke’s fwoke ; wad ye be sike a tayslrel as to rum 
me?” But oil wadn’t do; he kept following and 
following, and teasing and teasing me: at length, 
run I telled my auld dame, and she advised me to 
i|ktig to London to be out of his way ; that she did, 
Jijme an onnist woman as she was. 1 went to n^ 
Cousin Isbell, and says I to her, “ Ishell,” says 1, 
come, will you goway to London?” and telled her 
the bale affair atween me and the ’squire. ** Ods- 
beed!” says she, “ my lass. I’ll gang wi’ thee ti t’ 
warld’s end.” And away we come in good yearnest. 

Gul. It w^s T 9 very vartnous resolution. Pray, 
how old are you? 

\Mar. I’se nineteen oome Collop-Mondpy. 

'€hU, Would you undertake a housekeepers 
place? 

Afar. I’se flaid I cannot manage’ t, unless it were 
ID a husbandman’s honse. 

GuL It is a very substantial farmer’s in Buck 
inghamshire: I am sure you will do; I'll set you 
down for it. Your name? 

. M^r. Margery Moorpont, an ye please. 

' Gul, How do you spell it? 

Mar. Nay, makins, I knaw naught o* spelder- 
ing : I’se nea schollard. 

Gul. Well, I shall write to him this evcDiiig. 
liVM wages do you ask? 
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Mar. Nay, many, flnr that i 
ower stifl’ about wage. 

Gtii. Then I can venture to assure you of lt« 
You must give me balf-a-crown, ray pretty maid. 
Obr fee is only a shilling for a common place, bat 
for a bonsekeepes^s^e nave always balr-a-orown. 

Mar. Theresa twea shilling, au*^ yan, tea, three# 
four, fave, six penn’orth o’ bross, with a tbonaand 
thanks. (M’s prayer light o’ you! for I’se sear 
ye’rt best friend I have met wi’ sin I come frae 
canny. Yatton, that you are. When shaH 1 coll 
again, sir? 

Gul, About the middle of the next week. 

Ifar. Sir, an’ ye please, gud mworning to^jg^ 

Gul, Good morning to yon, dear, vartnous Mrs. 
Margery Moorpout. So, this is a specimen of 
Yorkshire simplicity, that it is — More oustom^tl. 

Enter Seotchnum. 

Well, sir, your business with me ? 

Scotch, Gin ye be the maister o* this office, mjf 
business wi’ ye is to spear at ye, gin ye can be o* 
ony service till a penr distressit gentleman? 

Gut. Sir, I shall be glad to do SbgttilfilMn in 
distress any service in my power, yspecial|Foneof 
your bountry. I have a veneration fqy too very 
name of Scotchman ; my father was one.^ 

Scotch, Troth, ye speak vera mickle like a yfcn- 
tleroan, and seem to hae a proper sense o’ national 
honour. I’m glad that I’ve been sae fonsy as to fa’ 
into sic bands. Ye maun ken that my family js as 
aoneient as ony i’ a* Scotland, and that by diraot 
lineal deshegt, I sprang frae the great Jamy Mac- 
kintosh, who was a preevy -counsellor to King 
Sandy the second. 

Gul, A very considerable origin, indeed! Bn^ 
pray, sir, what may have been the cause of ywwr 
present distress? 

Scotch. I’se tell ye the hale matter: when I wau 
a laddie I was sae daft to get the ill wull o’ a’ my 
kin, by the disgrace 1 had brought up^ tHb Mac- 
kintoshes, by pitting myself ’prentice till a oankait 
auld carle o’ a sword-slipper in Aberdeen, whoso 
bonnv daughter 1 was so nnsonsy al to click a 
fancy to. 

(ful Well, sir? 

Scotch, When I was out o’ my ’prenticeshin, 1 
wanted gear to begin the warld wi’^: I axed a^ my 
friends, but they girnit at me like the vengeanom 
*• Hald ye there, lad I” quo’ they : “ Ye maun e^UD 
i jiickle i’ your ain poke nuke.” ** As ye baked ye 
may brew.” An’ the de’il o’ owther gowd or siller; 
nae no sae mickle as a plack or a bawbie wad they 
gi’ me, unless I wad betak’ mysel’^to some mare 
gentleman-like occupation. Weel, sir, I was foroit 
to wale a new business. I'hey ga’ me grutb enough 
to buy a pack ; and turned traveUing^merchant, 
whilk the English, by way o’ derision, ca’ a pedder, 
that I might nae lange'r be a disgrace to my kin.^ 

Gul. Why, this was a way to retrieve jUie dis- 
grace of the Mackintoshes, indeed! 

Scotch. Right, sir, verra right a truly. But wi* 
your permussion, I’se speed me to the tragical part 
o’ my story : ns I was ganging my gate towards 
PortsrooutD, 1 was attaokit by twa robbers, who 


gttdes, they ruggit my hair ; they pou A Um by the 
lugs ; they brisset and skelpit me to sic a gree, that 
the gore blude rin into my breeks, an’ my skin was 
amajsi as black as pick ; nay, when I granod i' 
meikle dool an’ agonie, the fallows leugh at ray pi- 
tifu’ mains, ca’d me an ill-fared soabbit tyke; an’ 
bad me begane into my ain orowdie country to aell 
butter an’ brnnstane. 

Gn/. The bar)>arooB villains! Not only to rob 
and abase you, but to insult your sountry. 
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iSboiel. I wot, it woi t downright natlonol refloo- 
tion; on* I’m oie a loo’er o* mj country, that it hart 
mo moM opr a’ the whacks tb^ga’me, an* the loss 
o' my pack into the bargain, weel, sir, I am now 
brought to the maist ruefo’ plight, that ever pear 
fallow was in, for I oanna’ gilkcbuths to mv back, 
or Tcetel to my wame: I’m am blate that 1 maun 
starfo to deid, or I can ax charity; albeit, I’m 
sae hungry that I coold make a braw meal npo’ 
a whin sour kail, an’ ahaggise, ta’enaff a middling, 
gif it n’en stank like a brook. 

Chth Poor gentleman ! I pity your condititm with 
all my heart. 

S^eh. As I trudge alang the wynds, I can hear 
the oawler waiter, I drink at the pump, gang jaup, 
jaup, jaup, i' my empty ky te. Excejit a bicker o’ 
na fat brose, an’ a lunch o’ salt heel, whilk I gat 
last Sabbath day aboard o’ a wee Scotch barkie, I 
bVTnjaliad my penr wame weel steght this twa owks 
an’ aboon ; an’ hunger, ye ken, islinco fare to bide. 

OuL It is so, indeed. 

Scotch, Now, gin ye can pit me intill ony credi> 
table way o’ getting my bread, I sail rackon it a 
Te^ great kyndness. 

Um, For what station in life do yon think your- 
self fitftkT 

* Scotch, For ohy station, where learning is neces- 
sary. I oaVe na’ a pickle o’ sneshing what it be. 
Ye may ken, by roy elocution. I’m a man o’ nae 
sma’ lair. I was sae weel-leered, that ilka anld wife 
in Aberdeen wad tom op the whites of her e'en like 
a mass John at kirk, an^ cry, “ God guide os ! 
what a panky chiel is Donald ! He’s sae aldggjibit 
tha’ a speaks like a print buke. I copld like rera 
went to be a Latin secretary till a minister o’ stale, 
an’ can say, wi’ont 'vanity. I’m as fit for an office as 
onyman r the British dominions. 

Then yon onderstand Latin 1 

Scotch. Latin ! Hoot awa’ man ! hoot awa’, ye 
daft gowk ! do ye jeer a body ? a Scotchman, an’ 
not unnerstan’ liatin ! Ha,ha,lia! A vera gude joke 
a truly ^nnnerstan* Latin, i^no’he ! Why, we speak 
it better ntfr onjr o’ his majesty’s subjects, an^ wi’ 
the genuine original pronunciation, too. 1 'se gi’ you 
a specimen frae that wotty chiel, Afaister Ovid: 

Pane, twc vnoidio, sine me, liber, ibis in urbem, 

Nei mihi, quod Domino non licet ire tuo ! 

Now, ken ye, man, whether I unnerstand Latin or 
no! 

' Go/. Oh ! sir, J see yon are a complete Latinist. 
Well, if we can’t fall in for the secretary, suppose 
you should take up with translating awhile, till’ 
something better olTerf there are pretty pickings, 
▼ei^ comfortable pickings, now and then, to he 
had in that way. 

Scotch, Ony thing at present to satisfy the cravings 
of my waitfe, there is no an under the dignity o’ my 
family. Ye ken the aid saw, beggars innn na be 
choosers : for that matter, I’se no repine, gif I can 
but e’en git bannocks, an’ sneeshing, till something 
better fanout. 

GuL Give me your name and place of abode, 
and yoo may expect to hear from me very shortly. 

Scotch, Donald Mackintosh*, gentleman ; at Mais- 
ter Archibald Buchanan’s, a tobacco-Ufercbant, at 
the sign of the Highlander and snufl-bledder, ower 
an^t King James’s-stairs, Shadwell. (Ouhoell 
writes,) What’s your charge, sir? 

OuL Only a shilling, sir : ’tis a perquisite for my 

cMt. 

Seetch. There it’s for ye, sir. {Owes money.) 
I was fain to borrow’t o’ Sandy Ferguson, the 
conl*heaTer; for the de’il a bodle bad I o’ my ain. 

QuL Matt yoo got anybody to give you a oba- 
noterl , 

Seo$eh, hk troth, I canna say I ha’ e’en now. I 
ken BO living suul in London but Sandy an’ my 
landlord, that I would ax sic a favour o’ ; and 


ablins their kareoter o* me would no be thought 
sufficient. 

Oul. Nay, sir, it is no very great matter: it 
would have saved yoo a trifle ; for when we make 
characters, we must be paid for tbeinT. We have 
characters, as jockies have pedigrees, from five 
shillings to five guineas. 

Scotch. Weel, sir, we may tauk o’ that anither 
time : gin ye succeed, ye’se find me no ongratefu’. 
Ye sail see I ha* no sae mikle o’ thefan’se English- 
man wi’ me, as to be forgetfu’ o’ m v benefactors. 
I’m afeard I've been vera fasbeous ; nowe’er, I’se 
fash ye nae langer, but gang my wa's liome.^ Sir, 
your vera abliged servant. Ik gude troth, this is a 
rara avis in tetris, niaroque simwma cyqno, [Exit. 

Gul, Your most obedient, good Mr. Latin secre- 
tary. There goes one of the many fools that owe 
their ruin to family pride. Mr. Williams, give an 
eye to the office ; I shall be back in# few nunotes. 

[Brit. 

ACT IT. 

* « Scene I. — A Register Office. 

^ Enter Gulwell, meeting Williams. 

'Gul, Her ladyship hath released me sooner than 
I expected. Go, get the instrument finished, Mr. 
WilfiamN. [Exit wUlianis.'j A comb-brush for 
Lady Vixen. (Writing.^ This, 1 believe, will be 
|.he one-and-twentieth sne bath had from my office 
within these two years : a special customer, I’faith ! 
Heyday ! Who have we here? A sprnce coxcomb 
of the military cast. 

Enter CAPTAIN Le BRUSH. 

Sir, your most obedient. Pray, a’n’t you 
Mr. Geoffry Gulwell, esquire? 

Chd, The same, sir. 

Capt. Then I am come to have a little talk with 
you. 

Gul, Your business, good sir? 

Capt. You must know, sir, 1 am an ensign in i 
new raised ridgmen, to which post I was advanced 
through the interest of my very good friend and 
acquaintance. Lord Pliant ; whom I had the honour 
to serve many years in the capacity of valet-de- 
cbambre. But, sir, though formerry a servant, 1 
am a gentleman born, and have bad the honour of 
an university iddication. 

Gul, Sir, I make no doubt of it; you have the 
appearance of a man of consequence : may 1 crave 
your name and family? 

Capt. My name, sir, is Le Brush. I am com- 
monly called Brush, but Le Brnsh is the name my 
family was arriginally, nay, even so lately as Harry 
the Eight, known by : a name, sir, given by way of 
distinction to one of my auntsisters, that was ge- 
neral under All-afraid the Great, for so victoriously ^ 
sweeping away hole armies of the enemy. OnUt 
family had all their estates confisticated in the broils 
between the Yorkshire and Lancashire line ; so that 
their predecessors have been a little out of repair 
to the present time, and the name regenerated into 
plain Brush. , , 

€hd. Sir, as your family hath been* so long re- 
duced how came you by the education you talk of? 

Capt. Sir, I was tauflht to read and write free- 
gratis for nothing, at a onarity-school ; and attended 
Lord Pliant to the university ; where, you know, 
there are many opportunities for a man of talons to 
improve himself. 

Gul, Right, sir ; suofa opportunities, that I have 
frequently known a valet return from thence full as 
wise as ms master. 

Capt, Egad ! sir, I see very plainly you’re a 
gentleman, that knows what’s what. 

Gul, And pray, Captain, what were your favour- 
ite studies at college 1 

CtyA, Logic and poetry ; the only two studies fit 



SCEMB 1.] 

for a genfleman : an the firit will teieh yoa to oheftt 
the devil, and the other to charm the ladies. 

Chtl, I should he glad to have a little infer- 
ence with you on the latter; for I am a hit^of a 
dabhier in It., 

Capt. Then, serously, as a friend, I would dis-' 
Boade you to look out d— d sharp, or, upon my 
soul, you'll catch a Tartar! for 1 have not met 
with anybody that was fit to hold the candle to me 
in poetry, fur a long seriua of time. But, sir, as 
I am in haste, we had better refer the dispute, 
at present. Any other time I am at your service , 
for a confab of a few hours. I shall run through 
my business with as brief prolixity as possible. — 
At a^couiitry town, where 1 was recruiting, 1 had 
the good fortune to pick up a maiden lady, pretty 
well stricken in years, with a fortune of three 
thousand pounds in the stooks. Now, sir, as the 
interest or ^he money, and m'y present pay, will 
scarcely be sufficient to maintain me, (for yon 
Knowr, sir, a soldier and a gentleman is anonymous 
characters, and a man in my office most live up to 
his dignity,) I say, sir, as the interest qJ the 
money is d — d low, I have a desire to porcht le a 
oornetcy, or a company of foot, that I may be 
better able to live like a gentleman. 

^ GuL Posts of that kind frequently fall under my 
disposal. I think it a prudent and honourable in- 
tention ill you ; as, in case of mortality, the provi- 
sion for your lady will be larger. 

CapL Pooli I d — n the old hag! I don't care if 
the devil had her! 1 have been married above 
two months, and was as tired of her in the first 
fortnight, aa a modern man of quality after a 
twelremontha’^ofaabitation. I have, for these five | 
weeks past, aone everything in my power to break 
her heart; but, egad! it is made of such tough 
stiiir, such penetrable stuff, (as iiiv friend Sliak- 
speare calls it,) that I believe 1 sha n't be able to 
defect the business, d— e ! In short, my disap- 

f iointment has thrown me into such a devilish de- 
irama, that the devil fetch me, if I know, for the 
blood and soul of me, how to execrate myself out 
of it! For 1 want to be rid of her, most cursedly, 
that's certain ! 

Gul. There are wajs, many ways, Captain, by 
which such a business may be brought about. 

CapL True, sir; my sergeant, Tom Spatter- 
dash, who is a d— d cute dog, as any in (he cop- 
peroan system — Yon don’t know Tom, do you, 
sir? 

Gul, I can't say I have the honour of bis ao- 
quaintaiioe. 

Capt. Oh ! the most drollest, oomicallest fellow 
in the whole universe, egad ! As 1 was a saying, 
Tom offered, me, for ten guineas, to give her a 
dose ; but, no, no ; d— e, thinks I to myself. I’ll 
not poison the old beldam, neither ; it will be tbe 
more fashionalile way to break her heart. 

Ghi/. Sir, as you are a gentleman, 1 would beg 
leave to ask why you are so desirous of parting 
with a woman, who has been so great a benefac- 
tress to youl I should be afraid your patron and 
his lady would resent such behaviour. Will you 
be kind enough lo answer my question with truth. 

CapU Truth, sir, is^ to be sure, a most amable 
thing, and what every gentleman ought make 
use of, as Mr. — what^ bis name?— one of the old 
Roman philosophers, — Pythogorus, I believe, — 
ay, 'squire Pythogorus it was, who used to say, 
*'8ookrBtus is my friend, Pluto is my friend ; bat 
truth is more my friend.” So say f ; Lord Pliant 
is my friend. Lady Pliant is my friend ; but truth 
is more my friend. And though some persons wilt 
affirm that truth ouglit not to be spoken at all 
times, yet no philosopher, nor nobody else, would 
ever venture to affirm, but that truth ought lo be 
spoken at some limes ; which being granted,— I 
say, sir, which being granted, it must follow, ne- ' 


If 

oessarily follow, sir, that though troth oogl^ not 
to be spoken at all times, oocasiona, aod 
yet seasonable truths may be oocasioually siMklii 
at all times; but Ibis, sir, is the very profSadItjf 
of logic, and, consequently. Out of the reach of 
^very capacity ; wherefore, I shall descend into 
the jpear of comoKiS ’sense, to be the better under- 
stooo. 

GuL Sir, I must acknowledge that your ar* 
gnmenls are very sublime and logical ; but yet 
they are no answer to my question. Perhaps I 
have been loo rude to press yon on the occasion ; 
there may be some lady in the case, who — 

Capt. Egad! sir, you're in the right! 1 had 
not been married above ten days, when I fell most 
consumedly in love with a niece of my wife's ; a 
girl of fifteen, with a d— d large fortune : a most 
exquasit creature, upon my soul ! In short, she 
is tbe hole tote of my desires. As that there 
black fellar in the play — Othello Moor, I think 
they call him, says — Perdition catch my soul 
but I do love her ; and when I love her not, 
chaos is come again !” 

Gul. Pray, Captain, who is that Chaos? 

Capt. ** And when 1 love her not, chaos is come 
again !'' Oh ! a d— d fine sentimenlUaft>ew was 
uttered! tbe most sentimental sentiment in thg. 
world ! 

Gvl. But, Captain, I ask who iS that Chaos? 

Capt. Chaos ! Lard bless you ! yon partend you 
don't know ; a man of vour years and understand- 
ing, too ! Fie, fie ! Mr. Gulwell, none of your 
tricks npon travellers ! 

Sir, 1 seldom ask the meaning of a word I 
understand. 

Capt. Then yon must know, chaos is a — mv 
dear, it is a— a— a— (Jsidls.) Zounds ! what shall 1 
say ? The devil chaos him ! — It is a — I can't find 
words to express myself properly— It is impossible 
to divine it literally ; but chaos — when a man 
speaks of chaos in — in a general wav, it is as 
much as to say — chaos— chaos— I canT divine it 
otherwise, for the blood and soul of me!, 

Gvl. You have not divined it at all ; at least, 
not to my satisfaction. I suppose, by the con- 
nexion, it signifies dislike. 

Capt. Kight, sir; it is a— a — kind of dislike; 
hot not, as one may say, a — a — an absolute dis- 
like. — But, sir, to porceed in my story : if I could 
but break my wife’s lieart, I shotild assuredly 
marry my niece in less than a month after her de- 
cease. A seperate maintenanoe won't do, or Mrs. 
Le Brush should have it with all my soul ^ but, if 
we part, you know, all hopes of breaking her 
heart are over. She has oflered to seperate, if I 
would give her two hundred pounds in ready 
rhino, and annually allow her for life, an annoaf 
provision of fifty pounds per annum, everg year. 

Gul. Whiob you’ve refused, I suppose? 

Capt, Refused! most certainly, sir. I was al- 
most nutrified with astonishment at the agregions 
impudence of her demand. I shall not consent to 
allq;w her a shilling more than fifteen a year. She 
may live comfortably, very comfortably on it, in 
the* North. 

Gvl. Truly, lir* I fifteen pounds a year a 
very genteel allowance ; especially as she brought 
you BO small a trifle as three thousand! 

Capt. I think so too, egad ! But these old di- 
vils have no conscience at all, d— e 1 Well, 
air, vou'll give me an answer as soon ais possible. 
Yon'’may hear of me at Mrs. Dresden’s, a millineir, 
under the Feeaohes in Common Garden. 

Gm/. ( Writing.) Very well, sir. I'll talk with a 
principal about your aflair, tbia eveuing. 

Capt, There, sir. (Givit him You'll 

take care to beat him dowu as low as possible. 

Gul, You may depend on my best endeavours, 
most noble Captain,— [Rvil Captain la Bfusfi.]— 
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•oonadroll I ihoild hare Mid. Whj« this fellow't 
a greater cuoil than myselfl Bat what oan be 
espaoted Cram a cozoomb af his stsnip !-«4dore 
compao j ? 

JSnier an Iriihnunu 

Irish, My danr honey, I am cjpme to shoe if yon 
hare commisberation enough wi yoar bo welsh to a 
poor Irishman, to get him a plaish. 

What sort of a place are yon fit for ? 

Irish, Upon my shalvasbion, joy, d’ye see? I 
am fit for any plaish alive! I have strength and 
bonesh enoagn in this caroash of mine, to ddril the 
work in the world. 

Gul, Have yon ever been in service? 

Irish, In shervish ! No, to be sure I have not ! — 
Yes, by St. Patrick, ever since I was so big as a 
potato ! 

Oul, With whom did yon la^t live? 

fiini>h. With ’sqoire Maolellan, of Killybegs. 

ChU. Killybegs ! Where the deuce is that? 

Irish. Why, where the devil should it be but in 
Ireland, my dear honey ? 

Oul, But what part of Ireland? what province ? 
wbat county? 

Irish. It is in the proviosh of Donegal, in the 
oountJ^Of Jisier. It is on inland sea-port town, 
“vliere they cathh the best pickled herrings in Eng- 
land. By my /et! be was the best man of a 
maishter between Derry and Youghall. Arrah ! 1 
shall never live so well with nobody else, unless I 
go back to live with him again ! 

CM. As he was so good a master, how came you 
to leave uim? 

Irish, Leave him, Joy 1 beoanse he wanted to 
make a bag and a fool of me. When'! went to go 
to plough and harrow, he would insist on my 
yoking the dear creatures, the mulesh, by the 
necks, instead of the tailish. 

Oul. The tails ! Why, is that the Irish oostom 
in ploughing ? 

Irish. Ay, upon my conscience, it is, joy! and 
the be^ oushtom, that ever was born in the world. 
Fit give you a reason for it, honey: you know, 
whep the trashes are fastened to the tail, all the 
vest of the body is free ; and when all the carcash 
but the tail goes along, the tail most follow of 
course : besi&s, honey, all the world knows that 
the strength of every human creature lies in the 
tail. Arrab! be wanted to bodder me with bis 
d— ' English tricks I but the devil bum me, if ho- 
nest PMdy would not have left twenty places, if 
be bad been ip them, all at once, sooner than be | 
put out of the way of his country. 

Oul, You were oertamly in tbe right ; I com- | 
mend your spirit. But, pray, how have you lived 
ainoe you came to London ? 

Irish, Lived, honey I as a great many live In 
London-^obody knows how. By my shoal ! I 
have only picked op five tbirteens for these four 
weeks and a half! 

Oul, Mmde.) A special raw-boned fellow this! | 
he will' do for America: I’ll send word to my ne- { 
phew Trappura.— 'Would you like to go abroad, I 
friend? 

Irish, Ay, my dear honey 1 any way in England, 
or in Scotland ; but 1 do not like, d’yessee, to live 
out of native kingdom. j 

Oul, Oh ! it’s only a vary short voyage ; a little i 
round the Land’s End. A gentleman has taken a I 
▼ery ransiderable farm in tbe west; and if 1 could 
prevail on him to hire you, you would have the 
■ole management of it. ’Twonld be tbe making of 
you. You oan write, I suppose ? 

Irish, Yes, upon my conscience, that I oan very 
well— osay mark, honey, that’s all. But that’s no- 
rthing, mjr dear ; I could get anybody to write for 
ne, if tb^ did but know bow. 

Oul. nut’s true. Well, I shall see the gentle- 


man this eveniiig, and have a little close talk with 
him about you. 

Irish, Upon my shoal, the most shivilest per- 
son, d’ye see, that ever I met with, since I was an 
Irishman. (Aside.) 

Gul, Where do you lodge, friend? 

Irish. At the Harp and Spinning Wheel, in Far- 
thing-fields; Wapping ; in a room of my own, that 
1 hire at nine-pence a week. 

OuL Your name? 

Irish, Patrick O’Carrol. 

Oul. O’Carrol I Give me your hand ; we most 
be oonsins. My great-grandmother was an O’Car- 
roP 

Irish, Was she, by St. Patrick ? Then we must 
be cousins, sure enough! Where was she born? 

Gul, At what do you call the place, where 
’squire O’Carrol lives : 

Irish. What, Provost O’Carrol? 

Oul, Ay, the Provost. 

Irish, Oh ' you’re a soft lad ! yon don’t kgow it 
was Ballibbaiiny ? 

Gul. Right ; that is tbe very place ! Well, 
cousin, I should like to be better acquainted 
^ wif.i yon. 

Irish, And so should poor Paddy, by my fet ! 
Ton cannot conceive how my heart uances in 
the inside of my bowelsh, to see a relation in 
this part of the world, where I ezpeoted to see 
nobody at all. Do, honey, put your head here 
^to feel. Fet! joy, it beats, and beats, and beats, 
and jumps about in my belly, like a bmstled 
pea in a fire-shovel. Arruh! I knew yon to be 
better than half an Irishman, by your shivility to 
strangers. 

Gul. Ay, I wish I were wholly so ; but it was 
my misfortnne to be boro in England. 

Irish. Upon ray conscience, that was almost poor 
Paddy’s misfortune, too ' I was begot in England ; 

I but, as good luck would have it, 1 went over to 
Ireland to be born. 

I Oul. Well, consin, if yon will call on me to- 
morrow morning, I hope I shall be able to give you 
joy ofyonr place. 

IrUn. I snail, my dear oushin. Arrah ' now, if I 
were but my father, who has been dead these se- 
ven years, 1 should be making a song upon you 
for this shivility. 

Oul, Your father? What was be? 

Irish, A true Irish poet, my dear; he cofrid 
neither read nor write. By my fet! honey, be 
wrote many an excellent new song. 1 have one of 
his upon Moggy Maclacblen, a young virgin in 
Sligo, who he fell in love with, alter sue him two 
love-begots at one time to ’squire Conoannon. 

Oul. 1 should be glad to see it, if you have it 
on you. o 

Irish. Ob ! yes, my dear creature, I always 
carry it upon me: it is in my head, honey ; you 
shall see it in a minute, if you will give me leave ^ 
to sing it. 

Gul. With all my heart, consin. 

Irish. The devil burn me, now, honey, if I can 
think of tbe right tune, because it never had any 
tone at all. However, it will go to Larry Gro- 
ghran. •• 

GuL By all means, let’s have it. 

V 

AIR. — Irishman, 

My sweet pretty Mog^ youWe as soft as a hog. 

And as wM as a kitten, as wild as a kitten: 

Those eyes in your face — oh t pity my ease! 

Poor Paddy have smitten, poor Paddy have smit- 
ten. 

Far softer than silk, and as fair as new milk. 

Your Rly-whUe hand is, your Cly-white hand is : 
Your shape's like a pail, from your head to your tail. 

You're straight as a wand is, you're straight as a 
wand is. 
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Your tini nd at dwrriM, aad pour emrUnp hmr io 
As black as the devil, as black as the devil; 

Your breath is as sweet, too, as any potato. 

Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville. 
When dress'd in vour bodice, you tnp like a goddess. 
So nimble, so frisky ; so nimble, so frisky; 

A kiss on your eheekl'tis so soft and so sleek) 

Would warm me uke whisky, would warm me like 
whisfy, 

I grunt and I pine, like a pig or a swine. 

Because you* re so cruel, because you're so cruel; 
No rest I can take, and asleep or awtdee, 

I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 

Your hate, then, give over, nor Paddy, your lover, 
So^rueUy handle, so cruelly handle; 

Or Paddy must die, like a pig in a sty. 

Or snuff of a candle, or snuff of a candle. 

Gul, I thank yon very kindly ; it is a most ad- 
mirable song. Well, yoa will be here at nine to- 
morfOlv? 

Irish. You may be certain of my coining, i^y 
dear ousliin. • 

Gul. Bat, bark ye! be sure not to mention a 
word of this affair to any person whatsoever. I 
would not have it get wind, lest anybody should 
be applying to the gentleman. 

Irish. Oh I let Paddy alone for that, my dear 
creature ; I am too cunning to mention it to nobody 
but my Down shelf. Well, your servaut, my dear 
onahin. [&xi7. 

Gul. Your servant, your servant ! We most have 
this fellow indented as soon as possible : be will 
fetch a rare price in the plantations. 

Enter Mrs. Doggerel and a Girl. 
Heyday ! what whimsical figure is this 1 she ap- 
pears to be of the family of the Slammekins. — 
{Aside.) 

Mrs. D. Mr. Ofiice-keeper, — I forget your name, 
though I have seen it so often in print. 

Gul. Gulwell, madam. Pray, be seated. 

Mrs. D. I come, Mr. Gulwell, to inquire after a 
person that can write short-band : I waul an amau- 
uensis. 

Old. An amanuensis, madam? 

Mrs. D. Yes, sir; an amanuensis to take down 
my ideas : they flow upon me in such torrents, 
that I cannot commit them to paper, a tenth port 
so fast as I could wish. My name, sir, is not alfu- 
getlier unknown in the literary world. You have, 
nudoabtedly, heard of the celebrated Mrs. Slatter- 
nelta Doggerel, the dramatic poetess 1 — Eh! have 
no^ou ? 

€ful. Oh ! yes, madam , ten thousand times ! — 
{Aside.) Though the devil fetch me, if ever 1 
heard of the name before ! 

Mrs. D. I have written Mr.— a — a — What’s 
your name, sir? 

Gul. Gulwell, mamma, is the gentleman’s name. 
Mrs.D. Ay, ay, ohild.-rl have written, Mr. 
Culwell, no less than nine tragedies, eight come- 
dies, seven tragi-comedifts, six farces, live operas, 
four masques, three oratorios, two mock-tragediea* 
and one trajgs-colhi-operatioo-inagico-farcico-pas- 
toral-dramatio romance, making, in the whole, os 
Scrub save, five and fortv. • 

Girl. Yes, sir, five andl forty. 

OuL And pray, madam, how many of them have 
been brought upon the stage ? 

JIfrs. D, Not one, sir ; nut that is no diminu- 
tion of tbeir merit; for while the stage is under the 
direction of people that scribble themselves. It is 
no' wonder they are so backward in produoiiig the 
works of others. As what-do-j'ou-oall-'em says 
in the play, ** WIm the devil cares for any roan 
that has more wit than himself?” £h! Mr. Cul- 
welM 


OuL Ver? tnie, mtdnm. But suppose f|a tboiid 
best about for a patron among the sreat I ^ 

Mrs. D. A patron, quotha! Wbv« the rery 
word, applied os an enooorager of laenry merit, 
is almost obsolete. You mi^t as soon find a real 
patriot, as a real patron. Our great men are too 
much engaged in Qm^ifles and follies of the age, 
to give themselves 4ny concern about dramatio 
genius. Indeed, if I could submit to write a 
treatise on the soieooe of gamJog, a new history of 
peerage, or an essay on improving the breed of 
running-horses, perhaps some of our right honour^ 
able jAkies might vouchsafe to give me a re- 
commendation to their brother jockies of the thea- 
trical turf. 

GuL Madam, I am of opinion, that a well-writ- 
ten pamphlet in favour of the ministry, could not 
fail of proooriog yon a patron. 

Mrs. I). And so you would have me sacrifice 
my conscience to interest, yon strange 
you? 

Gul. Conscience, madam ! What have anthors, 
that write for bread, to do with conscience? A 
learned professor in the law, though he has amassed 
even a ministerial fortune at the bar, will, for a few 
uineas, prostitute his eloquence, byjuleadi^ in a 
ad cause ; then why should not a nfior BevIT of an 
author* against his conscience, brandish his pen ur 
a political squabble, to keep himself fronf starving. 

Mrs. D, But what anthor of true genius could 
ever stoop to write a parcel of dull stuff about 
inns and oats ? No, no ; depend on’t, the most 
certain way to get my pieces on the stage, will be 
to go on the stage myself. Many ricketty, dra* 
matiF brats have been allowed to crawl on the 
stage, which tvould never have made their theatri- 
cal appearance, if they had not been of tbealrioil 
parentage. 

Gul. Madam, yonr observation is very just. 

Mrs. D. But, pray, what do you think of my 
person? With a large hoop, instead of this trollop- 
pee, should I not make a tolerably elegant figure m 
tragedy, nay, not to say magnificent one? a 

Gul. The most elegant and magnificAiC in tbo 
world. 

Mrs. D. I once played Belvidera with some of 
my city acquaintance, and got snob prodigious 
applause, that Mr. Alderman Loveiortle came 
waddling op to me, with a — ** Madam, yoa have 
played the part so finely, that though I love good 
eating and drinking better than anything in the 
world, I would mortify upon bread and water a 
whole month, for the pleasure of seeing you play 
if again. 

Gul. Madam, you are an excellent mimic. 

Mrs. I). And what has raised the reputation of 
some performers so much as mimicry? But IMI 
give you a speech out of Belvidera’s mad scene. 

Gul. Madam, you will oblige me greatly. 

Girl. My mamma speaks it delightfully, I assure 
you, sir. 

Mrs.D. Take my oap, Melpomene; Inmost 
have my hair about my ears; there is no playing n 
road^eene without dishevelled hair. 


** Ha t look thers! 



Girl. Pray, don’t cry, mamma ; don’t cry. ( ITMpa) 

Mrs. D. Pray, Mr. Gulliver, lend me your 
band to help me up. Well, what do yon think of 
this acting? 

Out. Iju astonish’d at it. Why don’t you apply 
to the managers ? 

Girl. My mamma did apply to one of them. 

Mrs. D. Yes, end spoke that very speech. 

GuL And what did no aay? Waa he not in rap- 
tures. 



1 « 


THB REGfSTfiR OFFICE* 


tAOT If. 


Jfrt. 3, So far firotti it, that be did nothing ail 
the while bot titter, and be! be 1 he! 

OirL Yea, he did nothiiigbothe! he! be! 

OuL Titter, and he ! he! be! 

(They all force a laugh,) 
Mr». D. Yes, jea ; I ahall breed her np ftij- 
self. With her own capnbi^tma and «nT inatroc- 
tions, I don’t doubt but she will make all our tra- 
gedjr heroines turn pale ; she will eclipse them all, 

I warrant her; 1 have already tangfat her the part 
of Sappho, in my two-aot tragedy of that name. 
Give the aentleinan a speech, Mhlpoineiie. ^ 

Giri, Yes, mamma. Where bhall I begin ! 

Mrs. D. At “ Oh! Phaon, Phaonr You are 
to observe, sir, that all my tragedies are written in 
heroics; I hate your blank verse; it is but one re- 
move from prose, and consequently not sublime 
enough for tragedy. Now, begin, Melly. 

«tcm£lirl. ** Oh! Phaon, Phaon! could my eyes im- 
^rt, 

The swelhng throes ami tumulrs of my heart — ” 

Mrs, D. ** The stoelling throes and tumults of 
my heart!’* Child, yon are too languid by ten thou- I 
sand degrees. Your sister. Calliope, would speak '' 
it abqndqntly belter. Nay, Utile Clio, that is not 
quite three y^rs old, could not speak it worse. 
*Give it more energy, child. Set yourself a heaving 
like a tragedianmut of breath. It should bespoken 
thus : The swelling throes andtumults of my heart,** 

Girl. ** The swelling throes and tiunuUs of my 
Iwart, 

Thou never wouldst thy Scgipho's love desert,** 

Mri, D. There’s a pathetic speech for yon ! 

Oul, Very pathetic indeed. And Ihis little dear 
hath spoken it like an angel. 

Mrs. jD. I’ll now give you a touch of the pom- 
pous. By hell and vengeance — ” I forgot to tell 
you it is the turnkey’s soliloquy in my tragedy of 
Betty Canning. 

** ^ vengeancet Canning shall be mine ! 

Mer, on/ with lij fk, I never can resign. 

Should jEtna bar my passage to the dame, 

Sehdlong Td^lunge into the sulphurous flame ; 

Or, Wee tlse Titans, wage a war with Jove, 

Rather than lose the olgect of my love.** 

Gsd. Madam, this must have a fine effect.^ It 
will certainly bring the house down, whenever it is 
played. 

Mrs, D. Yon sensible creature, I must em- 
brace you for the kind expression. Yes, yes, it 
must have a fine eilect, or it never would have had 
a run of fifty nights. 1 assure yon, it was played 
no less than finy nights by Mr. Flockton’s coin- 

f. Flockton’s company 1 Pray, who is Flock- 


ton? 

Mrs. Dm He is master of the best ^soinpaiiy of 
puppets in England. 

Gul. So, then, your piece has been played by 
wooden actors ? Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mrs. D. Wooden actors ! and why this* sar- 
casm on wooden actors ? Pfuy, sir, let me ask you, 
what piece is, now-a-days, played without wooden 
actors? Well, Mr.— a— Culpepper— • 

OirL Lud I mamma, what a queer name is that I 
They call him Gul well. 

Mrs. D. My dear, I knew his name begun 
with either Gufl or Cull — I ask your pardon, sir; I 
am so frequently enveloped in thought that I even 
forget my own name ; I hope, therefore, you will 
not take it amiss that I should not remember 
yoor’s. 

OuL No apology, madam. 

Mrs, JP. Well, Mr.— a — Golloatcher, if you 


bear of an annnueniis, pray give me the most early 
intelligence. 

GuL But I hope, madam, I shall not offend you 
in asking you bow he is to be paid t 

Mrs. u. Paid ! Why, I really did not think of 
this — Let me see: suppose — no, this won't do- 
hum — ay— He shall have a tenth part of the profit 
of ray future productions : he shall MUie them. 

Gul. Madam, I feel for your young muses, and 
can dissemble with \ou no longer. Take my ad- 
vice: go immediately home, and burn all your 
pieces ; for 1 am certain you will never make 
a shilling of them, unless you sell them for waste 
paper. 

Mrs.D, Waste paper! Heaven and eaith! such 
excellent compositions go for waste paper! 

Girl. Waste paper, indeed! I should not have 
thought of waste paper ! 

Oul, Burn them all immediately. Give me your 
solemn promise to leave oil* scribbling ; and if any 
place, woi thy your acceptance, fall in my ’‘'*»y, I 
will endeaxour to fix you in it. 

^Mrs. D. \^Ulat! suoiifice immortality for a 
pl^e ? I must tell you, sir, you’re an envious, im- 
pertinent, self-snfiicient puppy, to presume to ad- 
vise me, who have a million times your under- 
standing. 

Girl. Yea, a million times your understand- 
ing* 

Mrs. D. Waste paper ! Ob, ye gods* if I had 
the wealth of Cruesus, I would give it all to be 
revenged on this afironting savage ! 

Gin. Ah! you’re a naughty creature to vex my 
poor mamma in this manner ! [fijrif. 

Gul, So, this comes of my plain dealing'. I am 
rightly served for endeavouring to wash the black- 
amoor white. 

Enter Mrs. Doggerel and Girl. 

Mrs. D. I have returned to tell you, tt|at I will 
have ample vengeance for this indignity. 1 will 
immediately set about writing a farce, to be called 
the Register Oflice, in whion I will expose your 
tricks, your frauds, your cheats, your imposi- 
tions, your chicaneries ! I’ll do for you ! t’ll make 
you repent the hour wherein you had the impu- 
dence and ill-nature to advise me to bom all my 
pieces! By all the gods! I'll write snoh a piece 
against yoo — 

Then like thy fate superior will I sit. 

And see thee scorn* d and laugh’d at by the pit; 

/, with my friends, will in the gallery go. 

And tread thee smiting to the shades below. 

[Exit. 

Girl, ** And tread thee sinking to the shades be- 
low!” . [Exit. 

OuL The woman lakes it mightily in dudgeon ! 

Enter an Irishman, 

Irish, My dear cusbin, afLfir I went away be- 
fore, I forgot to pay fov your shivility ; therefore, 
I am going to come back again to bu out of your 
debt. 

Gul. Never mind it, cousin ; any other time. 

Irish, Arrah! I am a person of more honour 
than to continue in nobody’s deb*, when I owe him 
nothing. Yon kidnapping rascal, you was going 
to send me into the otlier world, to be turned into 
a blaol^ negro. I had gone, sure enough, but for 
Macoarreli O’Neil, whom I overtook, as we run 
against one another in your English St. Patrick'! 
oburob-yard— St. Paul’s. Besides, if I should be 
taken siok, and die of a consumption to-night, you 
might tell me to my faoe, the next time I seed 
you, that I stole out of the world on purpose to 
cheat you. There, my dear ousliin I 

[Overturns the desks, d[C, heats Gulwell off, 
and exit. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I . — Lady SneerwdTa House. 

Lady Sneerwell imd Snakl discovered 
drinkmg chocolate. 

Lady S. The paragraphs, you say, Mr. Snake, 
were ul inserted? 

Snake. TRey were, madam; and as I copied 
them myself in.a feigned hand, there can be no 
saroioion whence they came. 

Lady S. Did yoa circulate the report of Lady 
Brittle's intrigue with Captain Boastall? 

Snake. That’s in as fine a train as your ladyship 
oonld wbh. In the common course of things, 1 
think it must reach Mrs. Clack itt*s ears within four 
and twenty ^oiirs ; and then, yon know, the bn* 
siness is as good as done. 

LadyS. Why, truly, Mrs. Clackitt h§s a very 
pretty talent, and a great deal of indostry. 

Snake. True, madam, an4 has been tolerably 
successful in her day. To my knowledge, she has 
been the cause of six matches being broken pfl*, 
and three sons being disinherited ; oi four forced 
elopements, as many close confinements, nine se- 
parate maintenances, and two diroroes. Nay, 1 
nave^ more than once traced her causing a tHo-d- 
tite in the Town and Country Magazine, when the 
parties, perhaps; had never seen each other’s face 
before in tlie course of their lives. 


Lady S. She certainly has talents, but her man- 
ner is mss. 

Snake. Tis very true. She TOnerally ^ desina 
well, has a free tongue, and a hold invention ; but 
•her colouring is too dark, and her outlines often 
extravagant. She wants that delicacy of mellow- 
ness of sneer, which distinguish your ladyship's 
scandal. 

Lac/y S. Ah! You are partial. Snake. 

Snake. Not in the least, every body allows that 
Lad} Sneerwell can do more with a word or a look 
than many can with the most laboured detail, even 
when they happen to have a little truth on their 
side to simport it. 

Lady S. Yes, my dear Snake; and I am no 
bypoorite to de^ the satisfaction I reap frcnn the 
success of my eflforts*. (They rise.) Wounded my- 
self, in tbesearly part of my life, by the envenomed 
tongne of slander, 1 confess I have since known 
DO pleasure equal to the redooing others to the 
level of my own reputation. 

Snake. Nothing can be more natural. But, Lady 
Sneerwell, there is one afl'air in which you have 
lately employed me, wherein, I confess, 1 am at 
a loss to guess your motives. 

Lady S. I conceive you mean with respect to 
my neighbonr, Sir Peter Teazle, and his family 

"Snake. I do. Here are two young men, to whom 
Sir Peter has acted as a kind of guardian sinoo 
their father’s death , the eldest possessing the most 
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Amiable obaraoter, and oniTersally well spoken of ; 
the youngest, the most dissipated and extravagant 
young fellow in the kingdom, without friends or 
character ; the former an avowed admirer of your 
ladyship, and apparently your favourite ; the lat- 
ter attached to Maria, Sir Peter’s ward, and oot?- 
fessedly beloved by lier. Now,\oi7tbe face of these 
circumstances, it is utterly unaccountable to me, 
why you, the widow of a city knight, with a good 
yointure, should not close with tlie passion of a 
man of such character and expectations as Mr. 
Surface ; and more so why yon should be so un- 
^ commonly earnest to destroy the mutual attach- 
ment subsisting between his brother Charles and 
Maria. 

Lady S. Then at once to unravel this mystery, 
I must inform you, that love has no share what- 
ever ill the intercourse between Mr.Surface and me. 
r^tudee. No! 

Lad^S, His real attachment is to Maria, or her 
fortune; but finding in his brother a favoured ri- 
val, he has been obliged to mask his pretensions, 
and profit by m y assistance. 

Smke, Yet still I am more pu/yded why you 
should interest yourself in liis'success. 

Lady»S. He:';ens! how dull you are! Cannot 
you surmise the i eakness which 1 hitherto, through 
shame, }ia 4 'e concealed even from youl ^fust I 
confess, that Chafes, that libertine, that extrava- 
aiit, that bankrupt in fortune and reputation, that 
e it is for whom Tm thus anxious and malicious, 
and to gain whom I would sacrifice every thing! 

Snake. Now, indeed, your conduct appears eoii- 
sislent: but how came you aud Mr. Surface, so 
confidential ? t. 

LadyS. For our mutual interest. I have found 
him out a long time since. I know him to be artful, 
selfish, and malicious : in short, a sentiiiieiilai 
knave; while, with Sir Peter, and indeed with all 
his acquaintance, he passes for a youthful miracle 
of prudence, good sense, and benevolence. 

ow/iiv Yes: vet Sir Peter vows he has not his 
equal in £nglaucl ; and above all, he praises him 
as a man of sentiment. 

Lady S. True ; and with the assistance of his 
sentiment and hypocrisy, he has brought him en- 
tirely into his interest with regard to 31 aria ; while 
jmor Charles lias no friend in the house, though, 1 
fear, he has a powerful one in Maria’s heait, 
against whom wc must direct our schemes. 

Enter Servant, 

Serv. Mr. Surface. 

Lady S, Shew him up. [Exit .Yervanf.] He gene- 
rally calls about this time. 1 don’t wonder at people 
giving him to me for a lover. 

' Enter Joseph Surface. 

Josenh, My dear Lady Sneerwell, how do you 
do to day ? Mr. Snake, your most obedient. 

Ladu S, Snake has just been rallying me on our 
mutual attachment ; but I have informed him pf 
oar real views. Y'ou know how useful he has been 
to ns ; and, believe me, the confidence is not ill 
placed. , 

Joseph, Madam, it is impossible for me to 
suspect a man of Mr. Snake’s sensibility and dis- 
cernment. 

Lady S, Well, well, no compliments now ; but 
tell me when you saw your mistress, Maria; or 
what is more material to me, your brother. 

Joseph, 1 have not seen eitiier since I left you; 
but I can inforin you that they never meet. Some 
of year stories have taken a good effect on Maria. 

LadyS* Ah! my dear Snake! the merit of this 
belongs to you : but do your brother’s distresses 
iQorease? 


[Act I. 

Joseph, Every hoar. I am told he has had an- 
other execution in the house yesterday. In abort, 
bis dissipation and extravagance exceed anything 
I ever heard of. 

Lady S. Poor Charles ! ^ 

Joseph, True, madam ; notwithstanding his vices, 
one cannot help feeling for him. Poor Charles ! 
I’m sure I wish it were in tny power to be of any 
essential service to him; for the man who does not 
feel for the distresses of a friend, even though me- 
rited by Ilia own misconduct, deserves — 

. Lady S, Oh, lud ! you are going to be moral, and 
forget that yon are among friends. 

Joseph, Egad, that’s true ! I’ll keep that senti- 
ment till I see Sir Peter ; however, it is certainly 
a charily to rescue Maria from such a libertine, 
who, if lie is to he redaimed, can be so only by one 
of your ladyship’s superior acoomplishmeuts and 
understanding. 

Snake, f believe. Lady Sneerwell, here’s com- 
pany coming. I'll go and copy the letter I ..j:n- 
tioned to you. Mr.Surface, your most obedient. 

Joseph. ( To Snake.) - Your very devoted. [ Exit 
SfMkji.j Tjady Sneerwell, I am very sorry you have 
put any further confidence in that ^Uow. 

Lady S. Vfhy so'* 

Joseph. I have lately detected him in frequent 
conference with old Rowley, who wa.«i formerly my 
father’s steward, and has never, you know, been 
a friend of mine. 

^ Lady S. And do yon think he would betray ns ? 

Joseph. Nothing more likely : take m\ word for't, 
Lady Sneerwell, that fellow hasn't virtue enough 
to be faithful eveu to his own villany. Ah ! Maria ! 

Enter Maria. 

Tjadu S. 3Iaria, iny dear, how do you do ? 
i What 8 the matter 1 

i Maria. Oh ! there is that disagreeable lover of 
I mine, Sir Henjumiii Backbite, has just called at 
my guardian’s, with his odious uncle, Crabtree; so 
1 slipped out, and ran hither to avoid them. 

Lady S. Is that all f 

Joseph. If riiy brother Cliurles had been of the 
party, madam, perhaps you would not have been 
bO inticli alarmed. 

Lady S, Nay, now yon are severe; fori dare 
swear the truth of the matter is, 3Jaria heard you 
were here. But, mv dear, what has Sir Benjamin 
done, that you should avoid him so? 

Maria, Oli I lie has done nothing ; but ’tis for 
what he has said : his conversation is a perpetual 
libel on all his acquaintance. 

Joseph, Ay, and the worst of it is, there is no 
advantage in not knowing him ; for he’ll abuse a 
stranger just as soon as his best frieqd ; and his 
uncle Crabtree is as bad. 

Lady S, Nay, but we should make allowance. 
Sir Benjamin is a wit and a poet. 

Maria. For my part, 1 own, madam, wit loses 
its respect with me, when I see it in company with 
malice. What do you think, 31 r. Surface t 

Joseph. Certainly, madam ; to smile at the jest 
which plants a thorn in another’s breast is to become 
a principal in tlie iniscliief. ^ , 

Lady S. Pblin ! there’s no pos.sibility of being 
wittv witl^ut a little ill-nature : the malice of a 
good thing is the barb that makes it stick. What’s 
your opinion, Mr. Surface? 

Joseph. To be sure, madam ; that conversation, 
where the spirit of raillery is suppressed, will ever 
appear tedious aud insipid. 

Maria, Well, I'll not debate how far scandal may 
be allowable ; but in a man, I am sure, it is always 
contemptible. We have pride, envy, rivaUliip, and 
a thousand little motives to depreciate each other ; 
but the male slanderer must have the cowardice of 
a woioan before he can traduce one. 



Scene 1.] 


THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 9 


Enter Servant, 

Serv, Madam, Mrs. Candour is below, and if 
jour ladjMliip's at leisure, will leave her carriage. 

Ladu S. Beg her to walk in. [Exit ServattL] 
Now, Mariif, however, here is a character to jour 
taste ; for tbooi;h Mrs. Candour is a little talkative, 
every bodj allows her to be the best natured and 
best sort of woman — 

Maria. Yes; with a very gross iifiectation of 
good nature and benevolence, she does more mis- 
ohiefthau the direct malice of old Crabtree. 

Joseph, ITaith, that's true, Xiudj Sneerwell*: 
whenever I hear the current running against the 
cbaraciers of mj friend'*, 1 never think them in 
sudi danger as when Candour undertakes their 
defence. 

Lady S. Hush ! here she is ! 

Enter Candour. 

^flrs.C. Mj dear Lady Sneerwell, how have jon 
been this century 1 Mr. Surface, what news dojrou 
hear? tbongh indeed it is ne niiilter, for 1 think one 
Lears nothing else but scandal. ^ • 

Joseph. Just so, indeed, ma'am. 

Mrs, C, {To Maria,) Oh, Maria! child, whtt ! 
is the whole aflair ofl* between you and Charles? 
His extravagance, 1 presume ; the town talks of 
nothing else. 

Afario. 1 am very sorry, ma'am, the town has 
so little to do. * 

Mrs. C. True, true, child ; but there's no stop- 
ping people's tongues. 1 own T was hurt to hear it, 
as i indeed was to learn, from the same ouarter, that 
your guardian, Sir Peter, and lj.'id> Tea/Jc, have 
not agreed lately as well as could be wished. 

Maria. 'Tis strangely iiiipertiuent for people to 
busy themselves so. 

Jfrrj. C. Very true, child ; but what's to be done ? 
People will talk, there's no preventing it. Why, it 
was but yesterday 1 was told tiiat Miss Gadabout 
had eioped with Sir Filigree Flirt. But, lord ' 
there’s no minding what one hears ; though, to be 
aure, I bad this from very good authority. 

Maria. Such reports are highly scandalous. 

Mrs. C, So they are, child ; shameful, sliumefiil ! 
But the world is so censorious, no character es- 
capes. Ijord, now, who would have suspected your 
friend. Miss Prim, of an indiscretion? Vet such is 
the ill-iiuture of people, that they say her uncle 
atopped her lust week, just as she was stepping into 
the York mail with her dancing- master. 

Maria. I’ll answer for't, there are no grounds 
for that report, 

Mrs. C. Ay, no foundation in the world, T dare 
swear ; no iRore, probahiv, than for tlie stoiy cir- 
onlated last inoiitli, of Mrs. Festino's aflair with 
Colonel Cassino ; though, to be sure, that matter 
was never rightly cleared up. 

Joseph. The licence of inveulion some people 
take is monstrous, indeed. 

Maria. 'Tis so ; bin, in my opinion, those who 
report such things are equally culpable. 

Mrs. C. To he sure they are ; tale-bearers are as 
bad as tale'enaPers : ’(is an old observation, and a 
very true one : but what’s to be done, as I said be- 
fore ? how will you prevent people from talking? 
To-day, Mrs. Clackitt assured me, Mr. and Mrs. 
Honeymoon were at last become mere man and 
wife, like the rest of their acqiiaiiitniioe. She, like- 
wise, hinted that a certain widow, in the next 
street, hud got rid of her dropsy, and recovered 
her shape in a most surprising manner. And at the 
aame lime. Miss Tattle, who was by, aflirined, that 
Lord Buffalo had diacovered his lady at a house of 
DO extraordinary fame ; and that Sir Harry Bouquet 
aodTom Saunter were to nieasure swords on a si- 
milar provocation. But, lord ! doyou think I would 


report these things? No, no ! tale-bearers, as I said 
before, are just as bad as the tale-makers. 

Joseph. Ah! Mrs. Candour, if every body bad 
your forbearance and good-tiatore ! 

^ Mrs. C. I confess, Mr. Surface, I cannot bear to 
hear people attack^ behind their backs ; and when 
ugly circumstandbq/conie out against our acquaint- 
ance, 1 own I alwajs love to think the best. {Lady 
Sneerwell and Maria retire.) By-(lie-by, I hope 'tis 
not true that your brother is absolutely ruined? 

Joseph. I am afraid his circumstances are very 
bad. tndecd, ma’am. 

Mrs. C. Ah ! I heard so. But jon must tell him 
to keep up his spirits ; every body almost is in the 
same way. Lord Spindle, Sir Thomas Splint, and 
Mr.Nickit — all up, J hear, within this week ; so if 
Charles be undone, he'll find half his acquaintance 
ruined, too; and that, you know, is a consolation. 
Joseph. Doubtless, ma’am ; a very grea^one. 

Enter Servant, 

Serv. Mr. Crabtree and Sir Benjamin Backbite. 

[Exit. 

Lady *S. So, Maria, you see your lover pursues 
you ; positively, you slia’n’t escape. 

Enter Crautkle and SlR BENJiUlIN BaCKBI'^. 

Crab. Lady Sneerwell, 1 kis^your Aand ! Mrs. 
Candour, I don’t believe \oa are acquainted with 
my nephew, Sir Benjamin Backbite? Egad! ma’am, 
he has a pretty wit, and is a pretty poet, too; isn't 
he. Lady Sneerwell ? 
tSir B. Oh, lie, uncle I 

Prab. Nay. egad ! it is true; T back him at a re- 
bus or a charade agiiiiist the best rhymer in the 
kingdom. Has your ladyship heard the epigram he 
wrote last week on Lady Frizzle’s feather catching 
lire? Do, Benjamin, repeat it, or the charade yoa 
made last night extempore at Mrs. Drow/Je's oon- 
versuzione. Come now ; your fir»t is the name of a 
lisii, yourseemid a great naval commander, and — 
Str B. I'lirle, now — pr’jtliee — • 

Crab, riaith, ma’am, ’twould surprise you to 
hear how read) he is at these things. ^ 

LadyS, 1 wonder. Sir Benjamin, } oa never pub- 
lish any thing. 

Sir B, To say the truth, ma'am, 'tis very vulgar 
to print ; and O'. iii\ little productions arc mostly 
satires and lampoons on particular people, I And 
they circulate more by giving copies in confidence 
to the friends of the parties. However, 1 have some 
love elegies, which, when favoured with this lady's 
smiles, 1 mean to give the public. 

Crab. ’Fore heaven, ma'am, they ’ll immortalize 
you! you will be banded down to* posterity, like 
Petrarch’.** Laura,^ or Waller's .Saebarissa. 

Sir B, Yes, madam, I think you will like them, 
when you shall see them on a beautiful qfuarto page, 
where a neat rivulet of text shall murmur through 
a meadow of margin. 'Fore gad' they will be the 
most elegant things of tlieir kind ! 

Crab, But, ladi«‘S, have you heard the bews ? 
•Mrs. C. What, sir, do you mean the report of— 
Crab. No, iiiirnm, tliat’s not it — Mias Nicely is 
going to be married 1o her own footman^ 

Mrs. C. •Impossible I 
Crab. Ask Sir Benjainin. 

Str B. ’Tis very true, ma'am ; every thing U 
fixed, and the wedding liveries bespoke. 

Crab, Yes ; and they do say there were very 
pressing reasons for it. 

LadyS, Why, 1 have heard soinelhing of this 
before. 

Mrs. C. It can’t be; and 1 wonder any one 
should believe such a story, of so prudent a Jadj 
as Miss Nicely. , 

Sir B, Oh, lud! ma’am, that’s the Terv reaadh 
'iwas believed at once. Snejias always bem ttr 
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oaatious and so reserved, that everjbodjwu sure 
there was some reason for it at bottom. 

Mrs, C, Why* to be sore, a tale of scandal is as 
fatal to the credit of a prudent lady of her stamp, 
ns a fever is generally to those of the strongest 
oottstitutions. But there is a sost of pnny sickly re- 
potation, that is always ailing,^ 7et will outlive the 
robnster characters or a hundred prudes. 

_ Sir B, True, madam ; there are true valetudina- 
rians in reputation as well as constitution ; who, 
being conscious of their weak part, avoid the least 
breath of air, and supply their want of stamina by 
care and oiroumspeotion. 

Mrs,C, Well, but this maybe all a mistake. 
You know, Sir Benjamin, very trifling circum- 
■tances often give rise to the most injurious tales. 

Crab, That they do, Til be sworn, ma’am. Did 
VQu ever hear how Miss Piper came to lose her 
hwer and her character last summer at Tunbridge? 
Sir Benjamin, you remember it. 

Sir B, Oh 1 to be sure ; the moat whimsical of 
ciroumatanoes. 

Ladu S. How was it, pray ? 

CroD. Wliy, one evening, at Miss Ponto's as- 
sembly, the conversation happened to turn on the 
breeding* Nov a •Ssotia sheep in this country. Says 
T«.a voung lady in company, I have known instfpices 
of it; for Miss Letitia Piper, a first cousin of mine, 
bad a Nova Scotia sheep that produced her twins. 
What! cries the lady dowager Dundizzy,( who you 
know is as deaf as a post,) has Miss Piper bad 
twins? This mistake, as you may imagine, threw the 
whole company into a fit of laughter. However, 
^twas the neat day every where reported, and ia a 
few days believed by the whole town, that Miss 
Letitia Piper had actually been brought to bed of a 
fine boy and girl ; and, in less than a week, there 
were some people who could name the father, and 
the farm-house where the babies were put to nurse. 

LaduS. Strange, indeed! 

Crtw. Matter of fact, I assure you. Oh, lud! 
Mr. Surface, pray is it true, that your uncle. Sir 
Oliver, is coming home ? 

Joseph, Not that I know of, indeed, sir. 

Cni, He has been in the East Indies along time. 
You can scarcely remember him, 1 believe? Sad 
comfort, whenever he returns, to hear how your 
brother has gone on ! 

Joseph, Charles has been Imprudent, sir, to be 
sure ; but 1 hope no busy people have already pre- 
judiced Sir Oliver against nim. He may reform. 

SirB, To be sure he may : for iny part, I never 
believed him to be so utterly void of principal as 
people say ; and though be has lost all bis friends, I 
am told nobody is better spoken of by the Jews. 

Crab. That’s true, egad ! nephew. If the Old 
Jewry were a ward, Ibmieve Chkrles would be an 
alderman: ,30 man more popular there, ’fore gad ! I 
hear he pays as many annuities as the Irish tontine ; 
and that whenever he is sick, they have prayers for 
the recovery of his health in all the synagogues. 

SirB,' Yet no man lives in greater splendour. 
They tell me, when he entertains his friends, he w«ll 
ait down to dinner with a dozen of his own securi- 
ties ; have a score of tradesmen waiting in the ante- 
chamber, and an officer behind every gof^st’s chair. 

Joseph, This may be entertainment to you, gen- 
tlemen, but you pay very little regard to the feel- 
ings of a brother. 

Maria, Their malice is intolerable. Lady Sneer- 
well, I must wish you a good morning! I’m not 
very well. [Exit. 

Mrs, C, Ob, dear ! she changes colour very much. 

LadyS, Do, Mrs. Candour, follow her : she may 
want your assistance. 

Mrs. C, That I will, with all my soul, ma’am. 
Poor dear girl| who knows what her situation may 
be. [EjwI. 


LadyS, ’Twas nothing but that she could not 
bear to hear Charles reflected on, notwithstanding 
their difference. 

SirB, The young lady’s penrAonf is obvious. 
Crab, But, Benjamin, you must not give np the 

( mrsuit for that : follow her, and put her into good 
inmour. Repeat her some of your own verses. 
Come, I’ll assist you. 

SirB. Mr. Sunace, I did not mean to hurt yon; 
but depend on’t, your brother is utterly undone. 

Cra^Oh, lud! ay, undone as ever man was.— 
Can’t raise a guinea ! 

SirB, Ana every thing sold, I’m told, that was 
moveable. 

Crab. I have seen one that was at bis house. Not 
a thing left but some empty bottles that were over- 
looked, and the family pictures, which 1 believe 
are framed in the wainscot ! 

SirB. And I’m very sorry, also, to hear some 
bad stories against him. 

Crab, Oh ! he has done many mean things, tb.£'/B 
certain. 

SirB. But, howeveis as he’s your brother — 
Cr^b. We’ll tell you all another opportnnity. 

[£!rit toilA Sir Befgamin. 
LadyS. Ha, ha! ’tia very bard for them to leave 
a subject they have not quite run down, 

Joseph. And I believe the abuse was no more ac- 
ceptable to your ladyship than Maria. 

Lttdy S. 1 doubt her affections are farther en- 
gaged than we imagine. But the family are to be 
here this evening, so vou may as well dine where 
you are, and we shall nave an opportunity of ob- 
serving farther ; in the meantime, I’ll go and plot 
mischief, and you shall study sentiment. [^Exeunt, 

Scene II. — Sir Peier^s House, 

Elder Sir Peter. 

Sir P. When an old bachelor marries a young 
wife, what is he to expect ? ’Tis now six months 
since Lady Teazle made me the haiipiest of men ; 
and I have been the most miserable oog ever since ! 
W e tiffed a little going to church, and came to a 
quarrel before the bells had done ringing. 1 was 
more than once nearly choked with gall daring the 
honey-moon, and had lost all comfort of life before 
my friends had done wishing me joy. Yeti chose 
with cantion ; a girl bred wholly in the country, 
who never knew luxury beyond one silk gown, nor 
dissipation above the annual gala of a raoe-balL 
Yet now she plays her part in all the extravagant 
fopperies of the fashion and (he town, with as ready 
a grace as if she bad never seen a bush or a grass- 
plot out of GrosvenorSouare! 1 am sneered at by 
all my aconaintaoce, and paragraphed in the news- 
papers. Sue dissipates niy fortune, and contradicts 
all my humours ; yet, the worst of it is, I doubt I 
love her, or 1 should never bear all this. However, 
I’ll never be weak enough to own it. 

Enter BOWLEY. 

Bow. Ob ! Sir Peter, your servant : how is it 
with you, sir? 

Sir P. Very bad, master RowUy, very bad! I 
meet with nothing but crosses and vexations. 

Row, What can have happened since yesterday? 
Sir P. A good question to a married man ! 

Bow. Nay, I’m sure. Sir Peter, your lady can- 
not be the oaose of your uneasiness. 

SirP, Why, has anybody told you she is dead? 
Row. Come, come. Sir Peter ; you love her, not- 
withstanding your tempers don’t exactly agree. 

SirP. But the fault is entirely hers, master 
Rowley. I am, myself, the sweetest tempered man 
alive, and bate a teasing temper : and so 1 tell her 
a hundred times a day. 

Row, Indeed ! 
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Sir P. Ay ; and what is Tery extraordinary, in 
all oor disputes she is always in the wrong ! But 
Lady Sneerwell, and the set she meets at her bouse, 
encourage the perverseness of her disposition. 
Then, to complete my vexation, Maria, my ward, 
whom I ought to have the power of a father over, 
is determined to (urn rebel, too, and absolutely re- 
fuses the man whom I have long resolved on for her 
husband: meaning, 1 suppose, to bestow herself 
on his profligate brother. 

^ Eow. You know, sir, I have always taken the 
liberty to dilTer with you on the subject of thesfi 
two young gentlemen. 1 only wish yon may be de- 
ceive in vour opinion of the elder. For Charles, 
myjife on^t ! he will retrieve his errors yet. Their 
worthy Tatlier, once my honoured master, was, at 
his years, nearly as wild a spark ; yet, when he 
died, he did not leave a more benevolent heart to 
lament his loss. 

You are wrong, master Rowley. On their 
fafher*s death, you know, I acted as akind of guar- 
dian to them both, till their uncle Sir Oliver's libe- 
rality gave them an early idhependence : of cours^ 
no person could have more opportunities of judging ; 
of their hearts, and I was never mistaken in inyl^e. ' 
Joseph is indeed a model for the young men of the ! 
age. He is a man of benliment, and acts up to the I 
sentiments be professes ; but for the other, take my | 
wordfor’t, if lie had any grain of virtue by descent, | 
he has dissipated it with the rest of his inheritance. I 
Ah! my old friend, Sir Oliver, will be deeply iiior- i 
tifled when he linds how part of his bounty has i 
been misapplied. I 

Jiow. I uui sorry to find you so violent against j 
the young man, because this may be the most cri- 
tical period of his fortune. I came hither with 
news that will surprise you. 

Sir P, What! let me hear. 

Row, 8ir Oliver is arrived, and at this moment 
in town. 

SirP, flow! you astonish me! 1 thought you 
did not expect him this nioutli. 

Row, 1 did not ; but bis passage has been re- 
markably (luick. 

Sir P, Egad ' 1 shall rejoice to sec my old friend. 
'Tis sixteeiiyears since we met. We have had many 
a day together. But does be still enjoin us not to 
ioforin his neplie\\ s of his arrival I 

Row, Most Atrictly. He means, before it is 
known, to make some trial of their dispositions. 

iVir P. Ah ! there needs no art to discover their 
merits : however, he shall have his way. But, pray, 
does he know I am married? 

Row, Yes, and will soon wish you joy. 

SirP. What, as we driok healtli to a friend in a 
consumption. Ah! Oliver will laugh at me. We 
used to rail at iiiali'iiiioriy together : but he has 
been steady to his text. Well, he must be at iny 
house, though ! I’ll instantly give orders for bis 
reception. But, master Rowley, don't drop a word 
that Lady Teazle and I ever disagree. 

Row. By no means. 

iSiir P. For I should never he able to stand Noll's 
jokes; so I'd bpve him think. Lord forgive me! 
that we are*a very happy couple. 

Row, 1 understand you : but then you must be 
very careful uot to difter while he is in the house 
with you. 

Sir P, Egad ! and so we must ; and that’s im- 
possible. Au 1 master Rowley, when an old bache- 
lor marries a young wife, ho deserves — no — the 
crime carries its punishment along with it. [Rxetmf. 

ACT II. — Scene 1. — Sir Peter* s House, 

Enter SIR Peter and Lady Teazle. 

SirP, Lady Teazle, Lady Teazle, I’ll uot bear 
it! 


Lady T, Sir Peter, Sir Peter, yon may beer i 
or not, as you please; but 1 ought to have mvowi 
way in every thing ; and what’s more, I will, too 
What ! though 1 was educated in the country, 1 
J^ow very well that women of fashion in Londoi 
are accountable jo flobody after they are married. 

SirP, Very wejil, ma'am, very well! so, a lia» 
hand is to have no inflnence, no authority? 

LaduT, Authority! No, to be sure: if jov 
wanted authority over me, you should have adopt 
ed me, and not married me : 1 am sore yon wen 
old Uhongh. 

Sir P. Old enough ! ay, there it is. Well, well, 
Lady Teazle, though my life may be made nnliappj 
by your temper, i’ll not be mined by your extra- 
vagance. 

l^tdy T. My extravagance ! I’m sure^ I’m not 
more extravagant than a woman of fashion oogbl 
to be. ^ 

Sir P, No, no, madam, you shall throw awayne 
more sums on such unmeaning luxury. 'Slife! U 
spend as much to furnish jour dressing-room witi 
flowers ill winter as would suffice to turn the Pan* 
tlieon into a green-house, and give afete champein 
at Chriblinas. 

Lady T. Lord, Sir Peter, am ^lo blAne, be- 
cause flowers are dear iu cold weather? You should 
find fault with the climate, andtf ot with me. Foi 
my part. I’m sure, T wish it were spring all thejeai 
round, and that roses grew under our feet! 

Sir P. OuDb ! madam, if y ou had been bom tc 
this, 1 sbouidii’t wonder at your talking thus ; bat 
you forget what your situation was w'ben I marrieii 
yon. 

Lady T. >i'o, no, I don't ; 'twas a very disagree- 
able one, or 1 should never have married yon. 

Sir P, Yes, yes, madam, you were then insome- 
wbat an liuiiibler style : the daughter of a plain 
country 'squire. Recollect, Lady Teazle, when I 
first saw vou sitting at your tambour, in a pretty 
figured linen gown, with a bnneb of keys at yonr 
side ; your hair combed smooth overaroli,uuid voar 
apartment hung round with fruits inVorsteo, ol 
your own working. • 

lAidy T, Oh, yes! I remember it very well, and 
a curious life 1 led. My daily occupation to inspect 
the dairy, superintend the poultry, make extracts 
from the family receipt-book, and comb my aont 
Deborah's Inp-dog. 

SirP, Yes, yes, ma'am, 'twasso, indeed. 

Lady T, And then, yon know, my evening 
amusements ! To draw patterns for rallies, which I 
had not materials to make up ; to play Pope Joan 
with the curate ; to read a novel to my aant ; or to 
be stuck down to an old spinet to strum my father 
to sleep after a fox -chase. 

Sir P. I am glad you have got so good a me- 
mory. Yes, madam, these were the recreational 
took yon from ; hut now you must have yonr coach, 
vis-a-vis, and three powdered footmen before year 
chair ; and, in the summer, a pair of whitp cats to 
draw you to Kensington Gardens. No recoUootion, 
I Suppose, when you were content to ride double, 
behind the butler, on a dock’d coach-horse. 

Lufy T, No; I swear I never did that: 1 deny 
the hutler^nd the coach-horse. 

SirP. This, madam, was yonr sitnalion; and 
what have I dune for you ? I have made yon a wo- 
man of fashion, of fortune, of rank ; in short, I 
have made you iiiy wifo. 

Lady T. Well, then, and there is but one thing 
more you can make me to add to the obligation, 
and lliHl is — 

Sir P. My widow, I suppose? 

LadyT. Ilein! hem' 

SirP. 1 thank you, madam; but don't flatter 
yourself ; for though your ill conduct may disturb 
mv peace of mind, it shall never break my heart 
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I promise jou: however, I em eqaelly obliged to \ 

joe for the hint. | 

Lady T. TbenwbywiW you eodeevooT to make ' 
yoorseif so disagreeable to me, and thwart me in 
every little elegant expense ? 

StrP. ’Slifermadamylsay, Ihd yon any of these 
little elmnt expenses when yoi married me ? 

Ladyf, Lud, Sir Peter! would you have me 
out of the lashion ? 

SirP, The fashion, indeed! What had you to 
do with the fashion before yon married me? 

^ Lady T. For my part, I should think yon V^oold 
like to have your wife thought a woman of 

SirP. Ay, there again; taste ! zonnds, madam, 
you had no taste when you married me. 

Ijody T. That's rery true, indeed. Sir Peter ; and 
after having married you, 1 should never pretend 
'^J'-tastc^again, I allow. But now, 'Sir Peter, since 
we liaveTinished our daily jangle, 1 presume I may 
go to my engagement at Lady Sneer well’s. 

Sir P. Ay, there's another precious circum- 
stance ; a charming set of acquaintance you have 
made there. 

LadyT, Nay, Sir Peter, they are all people of 
rank and fortur^Y and remarkably tenacious of re- 
’'piVatioD. ’ 

Sir P. Yes, egaid, they are tenacious of reputa- 
tion with a vengeance: for they don’t choose any- 
body should have a character but themselves! Such 
a crew ! Ah ! many a wretch ha.s rid on a hurdle 
who has done less mischief than these utterers of 
forged tales, coiners of scandal, and clippers of 
reputation. ^ 

Lady T, What ! would yon restrain Ine freedom 
of speech? 

Sir P, Ah ! tfae^ have made you just as bad as 
any one of the society. 

Lady T. Why, 1 believe 1 do bear a part with a 
tolerable grace. 

Shr P. Grace, indeed ! 

Lady T. But I vow I bear no malice against the 
people I abilise. When I say an ill-natured thing, 
His oqt of pure good humour ; and I take it for 
granted, they deal exactly in the same manner with 
me. But, Sir Peter, you know you promised to 
oome to Lady Sneerwell’s, too. 

Sir P. Well, well. I’ll call in just to look after 
ray own character. 

LadyT. Then, indeed, you mustmake haste after 
me, or you’ll be too late. So, good b'ye. [£xit. 

SirP. So, 1 have gained much by my intended 
expostulations : yet, with what a charming air she 
contradicts every thing 1 say, and how pleasingly 
she shews her contempt for my authority ! Well, 
though I can’t make her love me, there is mat sa- 
tisfaction in quarrelling with her ; and 1 think she 
never appears tu such advantage as when she is 
doing everything in her power to plague me. [Bxtf. 

Scene II. — Lady SneerwelPs Hounr. — Company 
sitting at thsoackof the stage at card tables. 

Lady Sneerwell, Mrs. Candour, Crabtree, 

Sir Benjamin Backbite^ and Joseph Sur- 
face, discovered; Servants attending unth tea, ^c. 

Lady S, Nay, positively, we will hear it. 

Joseph. Yes, yes ; the epigram, by all means. 

SirB. O plague on't,nncle, 'lis mere nonsense. 

Crab. No, uo ; ’fore Gad, very clever for an ex- 
tempore ! 

shr B» But, ladies, you should be acquainted 
with the circumstance. You must know, that one 
day last week, as Lady Betty Curricle was taking 
the dost in Hyde Park, in a sort of duodecimo 
hieton, she desired me to write some verses on 
er ponies ; upon which I took out pocket- 
book, and in one moment, produced the lollowiDg : 


Sore hever were teeii two toob beaoUfol ponies \ 
Other borsea are clowns, but these macaronies : 
To ||\ve them tViis Utle Tm sore is not wrong. 
Their legs are so slim, and their tails are so long. 
Crab. There, ladies, done in the tfmaok of a 
whip, and on horseback, too. 

Joseph. A very Phcebos, mounted, indeed, Sir 
Benjamin ! 

Sir B. Oh, dear, sir ! trifles, trifles. 

Enter Maria and Lady Teazle. 

Mrs. C. I must have a copy. [Peter 7 

Lady S. Lady Teazle, 1 hope we shall see Sir 
La^ T, 1 belieTO he'll wait on yoor ladyship 
presently. 

Lady S. Maria, my dear, you look grave. Come, 
you shall sit down to piquet with Mr. Surface. 

Maria. I take very little pleasure in cards ; how- 
ever, I’ll do as your ladyship pleases. 

Lady T. I am surprised Mr. Surface ahonl^ ait 
down with her ; I thought be would hove embraced 
this opportunity of speaking to me, before Sir 
Peter came. {Aside.) 

' Mrs. C. Now, I'll die, but you are so soandal- 
oos. I'll forswear your society. 

Lady T. What's the matter, Mrs. Candour? 
Mrs. C. They'll not allow our friend. Miss Ver- 
million, to be handsome. 

LadvS, Qh! surely, she is a pretty woman. 

^ Crab. I am very glad you think so, ma'am. 
'Mrs. C. She has a charming fresh colour. 

Lady T. Yes, when it is fresh put on. 

Mrs. C. Oh, fie ! I’ll swear her colour is natural : 
I have seen it come and go. 

Lady T, I dare swear you have, ma'am : it goes 
oft' at night, and comes again in the morning. 

Mrs.C. Ha, ha, ha! how I hate to bear you 
talk so! But surely, now, her sister is, or was, 
very handsome. 

Crab. Who? Mrs. Evergreen? O lord! she's six 
and fifty if she's an hour? 

Mrs. C. Now, positively, you wrong her ; fifty- 
two or fifty-three la the utmost; and 1 don't think 
she looks more. 

Sir B. Ah ! there's no judging by her looks, 
unless one could see her face. 

LadyS. Well, well ; if Mrs. Evergreen does tako 
some paigs to repair the ravages ol time, you must 
allow she efl'ectsit with great ingenuity ; and surely 
that's better than the careless manner io which the 
widow Ochre caulks her wrinkles. 

Sir B. Nay, now, Lady Sneerwell, you are se- 
vere upon the widow. Come, come, 'tis not that 
she paints so ill ; but when she has finished her 
face, she joins it on so badly to her neck, that she 
looks like a mended statue, in which the oodooib- 
seur may see at once that the head is modern, 
though tue trunk’s antioue. 

Crab. Ha, ha, ha! Well said, nephew! 

Mrs.C, Ha, ha, ha! Well, you may make ne 
laugh; but 1 vow I hate you for it. What do you 
think of Miss Simper 7 

Sir B. Why, she has very pretty teeth. 

LadyT. Yes, and on that aocouet. when she ia 
neither speaking or laughing, ( which very seldom 
happens,) she never absolutely shuts her month, 
but leaves it always on a jar, as it were— thus* 
{Shews her teeth.) 

Mrs, C. How can you be so ill-natured? 

Lady T, Nay, 1 allow even that’s bettea than the 
pains Mrs. Prim takes to conceal her losses in front. 
She draws her mouth till it positively resemblea the 
aperture of a poor box, and all her worda appear 
to slide outei^ewise, as it were ; tlins — Hawao you 
do, madam I Yes, madam, {Mimics.) 

La^ S. Very well, Lady Teazle ; I aee yoo can 
be a little aevere. 

Lady T, In defence of a fritod it is but jus- 
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tioe. But here eomei Sir Peter to ipoil our plea- 
aantry. 

JEnfer SiR Peter Teazle. 

Sir, P, yoar most obedient. Mere? on 

me ! here is the whole set ! a character dead at 
ere^word, I suppose. (AsUk,) 

Mr»%C^ Jam rejoiced yon are come. Sir Peter. 
They hare been so oensorions ; they'll allow good 
qualities to nobody. 

Sir P, That must be very distressing to yon, 
indeed, Mrs. Candour. 

Mrt, €, Not even good nature to our friend Mrs.* 
Pursy. 

Lady T, What, the fat dowager who was at Mrs. 
Quadrille's last night? 

Mrs, C. Nay, but her bulk is her misfortune : 
and when she takes such pains to get rid of it, yon 
ought not to reflect on her. 

Ladu S, That's very true, indeed. 

Lgfiy T, Yes, 1 know she almost lives on acids 
and small whey ; laces herself by pullies ; and often 
in the hottest noon in summer, you may see her on 
a little squat pony, with ifer hair plaited up be- 
hind like a drummer's, and puffing round the^rin J 
on a full trot. 

Mrs. C, 1 thank you. Lady Teazle, Cor defending 
her. 

Sir P. Yes, a good defence, truly! 

Mrs.C. But, Sir Benjamin is as coosorions as 
Miss Sallow. • 

Crab, Yes, and she is a curious being to pretend 
to be censorious : an awkward gawky, without any 
one good point under heaven. 

Mrs.C. Positively, you shall not be so very se- 
vere. Miss ‘Sallow is a near relation of mine by mar- 
riage, and as for her person, great allowance is to be 
made ; for, let me tell you, a woman labours under 
many disadvantages who tries to pass fora girl at 
six and thirty. 

LadyS, I'liongli, surely, she is, handsome still ; 
and fur the weakness in her eyes, considering how 
much she reads by candlelight, it is nut to be w'ou- 
dered at. 

Mrs, C, True ; and then as to her manner; upon 
my word, 1 think it is particularly graceful, con- 
sidering she never bad the least education ; for you 
know her mother was a Welsh milliner, and her 
father a sugar-baker at Bristol. 

Sir B. Ah ! you are both of you too good-natured ! 
Sir P. Yea, d — d good-natured ! Tliis their 
own relation! mercy on me! {Aside,) 

Crab. i)hj to be sure: she has herself the oddest , 
countenance that ever was seen ; ’tis a collection 
of features from all the difl'ereut countries of the 
globe. 

Sir B, S(f she has, indeed — an Irish front — 
Crab. Caledonian looks — 

SirB, Dutch nose — 

Crab. Austrian lips — 

Sir ik Complexion of a Spaniard — 

Crab, And teeth d la Chinois — 

Sir B. In short, her face resembles a table d'hote 
•iSpa, where no two guests are of a nation — 

Crab. Or a cpngress at the close of a general war. 
wherein all*tbe members, even to her eyes, appear to 
have a difl'ereut interest, and her nose amd cuin are 
the only parties likely to join issue. 

Mrs. C. Ha. ha. ha! 

SirP, Mercy on inylife! a person they dine 
with twice a week, (itsidis.) 

Mrs.C, Nay, but I vow you shall not carry the 
laugh olf so : for, give me leave to say, that Mrs. 
Ogle— 

Sir P, Madam, madam, I beg your pardon ; 
there’s no slopping these good gentlemen’s tongues. 
But when I tell you, Mrs. Candour, that the lady 
they arc abusing is a particular friend of miiie, 1 
hope you'll not take her part. 


LadyS, Ha, hi, ha! Welt said, Sir Peter! h 
you aye a cruet creature ; loo phlegmatie yoiiTK 
for*a jest, and too peevish to allow wit in others. 

i$irP. Ah! madam, true wit is more nearly allh 
t^ good-nature, than your ladyship is aware of. 

Lady T, Troe^ Slr Peter ; 1 believe they are i 
near akin that they don never be united. 

SirB, Or rather, suppose them roan and wifi 
because one so seldom sees them together. 

Lady T. But Sir Peter is such an enemy to scan 
dal, 1 believe he would have it pul down by pai 
liameflt. 

^ Sir P. "Fore heaven, madam, if they were to con 
aider the sporting with reputation of as much im 
portaiiceaa poaching on manors, and pass an actfo 
preservation of fame, as well as game, 1 belieV' 
iiiauy wuuld thank them for the bill. 

Lady S. Oh, lud 1 Sir Peter, would you depriv 
us of our privileges? ^ 

SirP, Ay, madam; and then no person shooh 
be permitted to kill characters and run down re 
pntations, but qualified old maids and disappoinlei 
widows. 

Lady S, Go, yon monster! 

Mrs,C, But, surely, you would not be quite si 
severe on those who only report v^t they near? 

SimP, Yes, madam, 1 would have law mercbac 
for them, too ; and in all castes ofislanddl* currency 
whenever the drawer of the lie was not to be found 
the iniured parties should have a right to come oi 
anyo^ the indorsers. {Servant enters, andtchisper 
to Sir Peter , ) 

^ab. Well, for my part, I believe there neve 
was a .scamlnions tale without some foundation. 

Lady S. Tome, ladies, shall we sit down lo card 
in the next room? 

Sir P, {ToServ,) I’ll bo with them directly. I'l 
gel away uiipercei\ ed. {Apart.) [KxitSert 

I^idy .V. Sir Peter, you are not going lo leave ns 

Sir P. Your ladyship must excuse me; I't 
called away by particular business. But I leay 
iny chararter behind me. ^ f£xii 

Sir B. Well — certainly. Lady Teazlh, that lor 
of yours is a strange being. I could tell yoiisom 
stories of him would make you laugh heartily, if b 
were not your husband. 

Lady T. Oh ! pray don’t mind that; — why don 
you ? — come, do let s hear them. ( Joins the resto 
the company going into the next room.) 

Joseph. Maria, 1 see you have no satisfaction i 
this society. 

Maria. How is it possible I should? If to rais 
malicious smiles at tiie infirmities or misfortanes c 


those who have never injured us, be the provinc 
of wit or humour, heaven grant me a doable portio 
of dulness! 

Joseph. Yet they appear more ill-natured tha 
they arc, — they have no malice at hesfft. 

Morui.Then is their conduct still more contempt 
ihle; for, in my opinion, nothing could excuse th 
in temperance of their tongues, but a natural ao' 
uncontrollable bitterness of mind. 

* Joseph. But can you, Maria, feel llius forothen 
and be unkind to me alone? Is hope to be denie 
the tenderest passion? • 

Mario. yVhy will you distress me by renewio 
this subject 1 

Joseph. Ah, Maria ! you would not treat me thui 
and oppose your guardian. Sir Peter's will, hi 
that I see that profligate Charles is still a fayonre 
rival. 

Maria, Ungenerously urged ! But whatever m 
sentiments are for that unfortunate young man, b 
assured 1 shall not feel more bound to give him uf 
becanse his distresses have lost him the regar 
even of a brother. 

Joseph, Nay, but Maris, do not leave me wV 
a frown : by all that's honest, 1 swear— Clad's Hfc 
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[aot hi. 


here's Lsdy Teazle!— (A mSs.) — Y ou mast not — 
no, joa shall not— for, thongh I have the greatest 
regard for Lady Teazle — 

Jtforia. l4idy Teazle! 

Yet, were Sir Peter to suspeot — - 

Enter Lady TflkZLfi. * 

Lady T, What is this, prajt7*'(A5«(L.) Does he 
take her for me? — ^Child, yon are wanted in the 
next room, lfarta.1 — What is all this, pray 7 

Joseph, Ob I the most onlooky oircamstanoe in 
natore! Maria has somehow suspected the tender 
coiioern 1 have for your happiness, and threatened 
to acquaint Sir Peter with her suspicious, and I 
was just endeavouring to reason with her when yon 
came in. 

Ladly T, Indeed! but you seemed to adopt a 
very tender method of reasoning — do yon usually 
argue on your knees 7 

*j^josejfh. O, she's a child, and I thought a little 
bumbaatr— But, Lady Teazle, when are you to give 
me your judgment on my library, us you promised 7 
Jjody T,' No, do; I begin to think it would be 
imprudent, and yon know 1 admit you as a lover 
no farther than tashion requires. 

Jostph, True — a mere platonic cicisbeo — what 
every Li>ndoii is entitled to 
^ ^Ifody T, CertAnly, one must uot be out o^ the 
fashion. However, 1 have so many of my country 
prejudices left, that, though Sir Peter's ifl-hiimoor 
may vex me ever so, it'never shall provoke me to — 
Joseph, The only revenge in your power. Well 
— I applau^our moderation. 

LadyT,(^ — yon are an insinuating wretch. But 
we shall be missed ; lei os join the company. 
Joseph. But we had best not return together. 
LadyT, Well — don't stay; for Maria sha'n't 
come to hear any more of your reasoning, f pro- 
mise you. 

Joseph, A curions dilemma, truly, iny politics 
have run me into! 1 wanted, at first, only to in- 
gratiate myself with La^ Teazle, that she might 
DOt be my enemy with Maria ; and I have, 1 don't 
know how, *beoome her serious lover. Sincerely, 
I beg^ to wish I had never made such a point of 
gaining so very good a character, for it has led me 
into so many d-^ rogueries, that 1 doubt 1 shall 
be exposed at last. [Exit, 

Scene III.— ^ Peter Teazle*s. 

Enter Sir Oliver Surface and Rowley. 

Sir O, Ha, ha, ha ! So, my old friend is married, 
eh 7 — a young wife out of the country. Ha, ha, 
ha! That be raonld have stood bluflf to old bachelor 
so long, and sink into a husband at last. 

Row, But you roust not rally him on the subject, 
Sir Oliver : 'tis a tender point, I assure you, though 
he has been married only seven months. 

Sir O, Then he has neen just half a year on the 
stool of repentance !— Poor Peter! — But you say 
he has entirely given up Charles — never sees bim7 
Row, His prejudice against him is astonishing, 
and I ant sure, greatly increased by a jealousy of 
him with Lady Teazle, which he has been industri- 
ously led into by a scandalous society in the^ neigh- 
bourhood, who have contributed not a little to 
Charles's ill name. Whereas, the truth if I believe, 
if the lady be partial to either of them, his brother 
is the favourite. 

Sir O, Ay, 1 know there are a set of malicious, 
prating prudent gossips, both male and female, who 
murder characters to kill' time ; and will rob a 
jOQag fellow of his good name, before he has years 
the value of it. But I am not to be preju- 
diebd against my nephew by such, 1 promise you. 
Mo, no,— if Charles has done nothing false or mean, 
1 shall compound for his extravagance. 

Row, Then, my life on't, you will reclaim him. 
Ah, sb! it gives me new life to find that your heart 


is not turned against him; and that the son of my 
good old master has one friend, however, left. 

Sir O, What, shall 1 forget. Master Rowley, 
when 1 was at his years myself 7 Egad, my brother 
and I were neither of ns very prudent youths ; and 
yet, I believe, you hate not seen many better men 
than your old master was. 

/mtc. Sir, 'tis this reflection gives me assurance 
that Charles may yet be a' credit to bis family. — 
But here comes Sir Peter. 

Sir O, Egad, so he does. Mercy on me! — he's 
I ^eatly altered — and seems to have a settled mar- 
ried look ! One may read husband in his face at this 
distance. 

Enter SiR PETER Teazle. 

Sir P, Ha! Sir Oliver — my old friend! Welcome 
to England a thousand times ! 

Sir O, Thank yon, thank you, Sir Peter! and 
i’fuith, I am glad to find you well, believe me. 

Sir P. Oh r 'tis a long time since we met — ^een 
ears, 1 doubt, Sir Oliver, and many a cross adci- 
ent in the time. 

Sir O, Ay, I have hud my shore. But, what! I 
fndyou are married, eh, my old boy? — Well, well, 
it can't be helped — and so — T wish yon joy with all 
I my heart. 

Sir P, Thank you, thank you. Sir Oliver. Yes, 
I have entered into — the happy state; but we’ll 
not talk of that now. 

Sir O, True, true, Sir Peter: old friends should 
not begin on grievances at first meeting — ^no,no, no. 

Row. (Apart.) Take care, pray, sir. — 

Sir O. Well, so one of iny nephews is a wild 
ro^e, I find, eh7 

Sir P, Wild! Ah! my old friend, 1 grieve for 
your disappointment there ; he's a lost young man, 
indeed. However, his brother will make yon a- 
iiiends; Joseph is, indeed, what a youth should be. 
Every body in tlie world speaks well of him. 

Sir O, I am sorry to hear it ; he has too good a 
character to be an honest fellow. Everybody speaks 
well of him! Psha! then he has bowed as low to 
knaves and fools as to the honest dignity of genius 
and virtue. 

Sir P. What, Sir Oliver! do you blame him for 
not making enemies ? 

Sir O, Yes, if he have merit enough to deserve 
them. 

Sir P, Well, well; you'll be convinced when 
you 1inow him. 'Tis edification to hear him con- 
verse; be professes the noblest sentiments. 

•Vtr O, Oh! plague of bis sentiments! if he salute 
me with a scrap of morality in his mouth, I shall 
be sick directly. — But, however don't mistake me. 
Sir Peter; I don’t mean to defend Charles’s errors : 
but, before I form my judgment of either of them, 
I intend to make a trial of their hearts : and my 
friend Rowley and 1 have planned something for 
the pur]>ose. 

Row. And Sir Peter shall own for once he has 
been mistaken. 

Sir P, Oh ! my life on Joseph's honour. 

Sir O, Well, come, give us a bottle of m>od 
wine, and we'll drink the lad's hea^li, and tell you 
our scheme. 

SirP. Allans, then! 

Sir O. And don't. Sir Peter, be so severe against 
your old friend's son. Ods my life ! I am not sorry 
that be has run out of the coarse a little : for my 
part, I bate to see prudence clinging to the green 
suckers of youth; ’tis like ivy round a sapling, and 
spoils the growth of the tree. I Ezsiiiif. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — Sir Peter TeatU's, 

Enter SiR Oliver Surface, Sir Peter Teazle, 
and Rowley. 

Sir P. Well, then, we will see this fellow 
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first, and bare onr wine afterwards: but how is 
this, master Rowley? 1 don't see the jet of yoor 
scheme. 

Now, Why, sir, this Mr. Stanley, whom T was 
speakingor is nearly related to them by their mother. 
He was oom a merchant in Dublin, bat has been 
ruined by a series of undeserved misfortunes. He 
has applied, by letter, since his confinement, both to 
Mr. Surface and Charles ; from the former he lias 
received nothing but evasive promises of future ser- 
vice, while Charles lias done all that his extravagance 
has left him power to do ; and he is, at this tim^, 
endeavouring to raise a sum of money, part of which, 
in the midst of his own distresses, I know he intends 
for the service of poor Stanley. 

Sir O, Ah ! he is my brother’s son. ' 

SirP, Well, but how is Sir Oliver personally 
to — 

Row. Why, sir, I will inform Charles and his bro- 
ther, that Stanley has obtained permission to apply 
IMvaonaliy to his friends, and as they have iicittier 
of them ever seen him, let Sir Oliver assume his cha- 
racter, and he will have a fair opportunity ofjud^ing, 
at least, of the benevolence of tneirdisiiositinns ; an^, 
believe me, sir, you will find in tbeyoungest brother, 
one who, in the midst of folly and dissipation, Jias 
still, ns our iinmortnl hard expresses it, ** A heart 
to pity, and a hand open as day, for melting Cha- 
rity. " 

Sir P, Psha! What signifies his having an open 
band or purse either, when he has nutiiing IcilAo 
give 1 Well, well ; make the trial, if you please, lint 
where is the fellow wlioiii you brought Sir Oliver to 
examine, relative to Charles's afinirs? 

lioiv, Below, waiting liis commands, and no one 
can give him lietter iiitcliigonce. This, Sir Oliver, 
is a friendly Jew, who, to do him juslire, has done 
everything in liis power to bring yoiir nephew to a 
proper sen**e of his extravagance. 

Sir P, Pray , let us liu\ e him in. 

Hoiv. Desire Mr. Mnscs to walk.up stairs. 

SirP, But, pra\, why should you suppose he 
will speak the truth \ 

Row. Oh! 1 have convinced him that he has no 
chance of recovering certain sums advanced to 
Charles, but thioU;*h the bountv of Sir Oliver, who 
he knows is arrived ; ^4) that you may depend on his 
fidelity to his own intcicsts. 1 have also another 
evidence in iny power, one Snake, whom I delected 
in a matter liule short of forgery ; and shall shortly 
produce to remove some of your prejudices, Sir 
Peter, relative to Charles and Lady 'J'ca/le. 

Sir P, I have heard too much on that subject. 

Row. Here comes the honest Israelite. 

Rater MOSCS. 

This is Sirt)liver. 

Sir <). Sir, 1 understand you have lately had 
great dealings with my nephew, Charles. 

Mo-sea. Y es. Sir Oliver, i have done all I conld for 
him; bht he was ruined before be came to me for as- 
sistance. 

Sir O. That was unlucky, truly ; for you have had 
DO miportunity of shewing your talents. 

Moses, Nunff at all ; f hadn’t the pleasure of 
knowing his distresses till he was some thousands 
worse than nothing. • 

Sir O. Unfortunate, indeed! But I suppose 
you have done all in your power for him, honest 
Moses? 

Moses. Yes, he knows that; this very evening I 
was to have brought him a gentleman from the city, 
who does not know him, and will, I believe, advance 
him some mono v. 

SirP.WhtXl one, Charles never had money from 
before? 

Moses, Yes; Mr. Premiam; of Crutclied Friars, 
formerly a broker. 


iSKrP. Egad! Sir Oliver, a thought atrikea me. 
Charles, you say, does not know Mr. Premiam? 

Moses, Not at all. 

Sir P, Now then, Sir Oliver, you may have a 
belter opportunity of satisfying yourself than by an 
Aid romanoing talc^f a poor relation : go with my 
friend Moses, apd^represent Premium *, and tJkeOi 
I'll answer for it, Area’ll see your nephew in alt kia 
glory. 

Sir O, Egadi I like this idea better than the 
otlier, and I may visit Joseph afterwards as old 
Stai^ey. 

iS’ir P, True; so jon may. 

Row. Well, this is taking Charles rather at a dis- 
advantage. to bo sure ; however, Moses, you under- 
stand air Peter, and w'ill be faithful ? 

I Moses, You may depend upon me. {Looks al 
j his watch.) This is near the time 1 was to have 
! gone. 

{ Sir O, I'll accompany you as soon as yop please, 
I Moses. But, hold! 1 have forgot one thing: how 
I the plague shall I be able to pass for a Jew? 

{ Moses. There's no need : the principal is Chris- 
tian. 

1 Sir O. Is he? I*m very sorry to hear it. But 
i then again, a' n’t I rather too sinar^v dressed to look 
I like a inonoy-leiider? • 

Str P. Not at all; 'twould not be ^ut of dha- 
racter, if you went in your own tarriage : would it, 
I Modes'? 

' Moses. Not in the least. 

< Sir O. Well, hut how must I talk? there's cer- 
I tainl v some cant of usury and mode of treating that 
I 1 ^iglit to know. 

I Sir P. V!)! llicre’s not much to learn. The great 
I point, as I take it. is to be exorbitant enough in 
I your deinands. Uli I Moses? 

I Moses, Yes, that's a very ^reat point. 

I Sir O. ril answer for'L I'll not be wanting in 
' that, ril ask him eight or ten per cent, on the loan, 
j at least. 

I Moses. If you ask him no more than that, you’ll 
, be discovered immediately. , * 

I Sir O. Ell! what the plague! how inucU, then? 

; Moses, That depends upon the circamstiinties. If 
; be appear not very anxinuA for the supply, you should 
I require only fiirty or tifty per cent.; but if you find 
! him in great distres>, and want the monies very bad, 
! you may ask double. 

SirP. A good, honest trade you’re learning, Sii 
Oliver. 

Sir O. Truly, I think .so ; and not unprofitable. 

Moses. Then, you know, you haven’t the moniei 
yourself, but are forced to borrow them for him o 
a friend. 

Sir O. Oh! I borrow it of a friend, do 17 

Moses. Yes ; and your friend is an unconscionabh 
dog : but you can't help that. 

Sir O. ' My friend an unconscionanle dog, i 
he? 

Moses. Yes; and lichiinsclfhas not the monies b 
bim, blit is forced to sell stock at a great 4oas. 

, Sir O. He is forced to sell stock at a great loss 
is be? Well, that's very kind of him. 

SirP, rfaith! SieOliver — Mr. Premiam, I meai 
you'll soqp be master of the trade. * 

Sir O, Moses shall give me farther inatraotioii 
as we go together. 

SirP, You will not have much time, for your m 
phew lives hard by. 

SirO. Oh! never fear; my tutor appears so abl 
tliat though Charles lived in the next street, it mo; 
be my own fault if 1 am not acoinplete rogue befeu 
1 turn the corner. 

Sir P, So, DOW, I think Sir Oliver will be ooi 
vinced : yon are partial, Rowley, and would kni 
prepared Charles for the other plot. 

ifoin. No, upon my word. Sir Peter. 

152 
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SirP. Well, go bring me this Snake, and I’ll hear 
what be has to sajr presently. I see Marin, and want 
to speak with her. lExit RowleyJ] I shoald be glad 
to be convinced my suspicions of Lady Teazle and 
Charles were unjust. I have never yet opened my 
mind on this subject to my frien^l Joseph ; I ani de^ 
temined 1 will do it; he will giv« me his opinion 
sincerely. ' ^ 

Enter Maria. 

So, child, has Mr. Surface returned with you? 

Maria, No, sir; he was engaged. 

SirP, Well, Marin, do you not reflect, thepiore 
you converse with that amiable young man, what 
return his partiality for you deserves? 

Maria, Indeed, Sir Peter, your frequent impor- 
tunity on this subject distresses me extremely ; yon 
compel me to declare, that I know no man who has 
ever paid me a particular attention, whom I would 
rpw^t prefer to Mr. Surface. * 

Sir P, So ; here’s perverseness ! No, no, 
Maria ; ’tis Charles only whom you would prefer. 
^Tis evident his vices and follies have won your 
heart. 

Maria, This is unkind, sir. You know I have 
obeyed you in neither seeing nor corresponding with 
him : 1 havehearj enough to convince me that be is 
^ unworthy my regard. Yet I cannot think it culpa- 
ble, if, whi|j9 my understanding severely condemns 
his vices, my heart suggests some pity for his dis- 
tresses. 

Sir P. Well, well; pity him as mncli as you 
please, but give your heart and band to a worthier 
object. 

jMartff. Never to his brother. < 

Sir P. 'Go, perverse and obstinate' but take 
care, madam; you’ve never yet known what the 
authority of a guardian is : don’t compel me to in- 
form you of it. 

Maria. I can only say, you shall not have just rea- 
son. ’Tis true, by my father’s will, I am for a short 
period bound to regard you as his substitute ; but 
must cease to think you so, when you would compel 
me to be miserable. [AVi?. 

Sir P, Was ever man so crossed as I am 1 Every- 
thing tODspiring to fret roe ! I had not been in vol ved 
in matrimony a fortnight, before her father, a hale 
and hearty man, died ; on purpose, 1 believe, for the 
pleasure of ^aguing me with the care of bis daugh- 
ter. (Lady T, sings without.) But here comes my 
helpmate! She appears in great good-humour. How 
happy I should be if 1 could tease her into loving me, 
tiraogh but a little. 

Enter Lady Teazle. 


Lady T. Lud I Sir Peter, I hope you haven’t been 
quarrelling with Maria? It is not using me well to 
be ill-humoured when I am not by. 

SirP, Ah I Lady Teazle, you mighthave the power 
to make me good-humoured at all times. 

Lady T, 1 am sure I wish 1 had ; for 1 want you to 
be in a charming sweet temper at this moment. Do 
be good-humoured now, and let me have two hun- 
dred pounds, will you? 

Sir P, Two hundred pounds ! What, a’n’t 1 to be 
ill a good-humour without paying for it 1 But speak 
to me thus, and, i’faith ! there’s nothing I could re- 
fuse you.'You shall have it; (gives note^) but seal 
men bond for the re-payment. 

Zkdy T, Oh I no : tfiere, my note of hand will do 
* «a well. 

ilSUr P. And yon shall no longer reproach me with 
not giving you an independent settlement. 1 mean 
ibortlyto surprise you: but shall we always live 
iW|l1eh! 

..■‘.Mtody T. If you please. I’m sure T don’t care bow 
^gooD we leave oil’ quarrelling, provided you’ll own 
yon were tired first. 

Sir P, Well, then, let our future contest be, who 
shall be most obliging. 


[Act III. 

Lady T, I assure von. Sir Peter, good-nature be- 
comes you ; yon look now as you did before we were 
married, when you used to walk with me under the 
elms, and tell roe stories of what a gallant you were 
in yonr youth, and chuck me under the chin, 
you would ; and ask me if I thought I'oould love 
an old fellow, who would deny me nothing — didn’t 
yon? 

Sir P, Yes, yes; and yon were as kind and atten- 
tive — 

Lady T, Ay, so I was ; and would always take 
ypur part, when my acquaintance used to abuse you, 
and turn yon into ridicule. 

SirP. Indeed! 

Lady T. Ay, and when mycousinSophy has called 
yon a stiff, peevish, old bachelor, and laughed at me 
for thinking of marrying one who might be my father, 

1 have always defendedyou, and said, 1 didn’t think 
yon so ugly by any means. 

Sir P. Thank yon. 

Lady T, And I dared say you’d make a very gsod 
sort of a husband. 

Sir P, And you prophesied right; and we shall 
n(^ w be the happiest couple— 

Liuy T, Ana never differ again? 

SUrP, -No, never: though at the same time, in- 
deed, my dear Lady Teazle, yon must watch your 
temper very seriously ; for in all our little quarrels, 
my dear, if you recollect, my love, you al wajfS begin 
first. 

'^Lady T, T beg yonr pardon, my dear Sir Peter: 
indeed, you always gave the provocation. 

Sir P. Now see, my angel! take care: contra- 
dicting isn’t the way to keep friends. 

Lady T, Then don’t you begin it, my love. 

Sir P, There, now ; you — you are going on. 
You don’t perceive, my life, that you are just 
doing the very thing which you know always makes 
me angry. 

Lady T, Nay, you know, if you will be angry 
without any reason, my dear — 

Sir P. There ! now you want to ouarrel again. 

Lady T, No, I am sure I don’t: but you will be 
so neevisb— 

Sir P, There now ! who begins first? 

Lady T, Why, you, to be sure. 1 said nothing : 
but there’s no bearing your temper. 

Sir P. No, no, madam; the fault’s in your own 
temper. 

JLady T, A v, you are just what my cousin Sophy 
said you would be. 

Sir P, Your cousin Sophy is a forward, imperti- 
nent gip^> 

T, You are a great bear, I’m sure, to abuse 
my refations. 

Sir P. Now may all the plagues of marriage be 
doubled on me, if ever I try to be friends with you 
any more ! 

Lady T, So much the better 

Sir P, No, no, madam ; ’tis evident you never 
cared a pin for me, and I was a madman to marry 
you : a pert, rural coquette, that had refused half 
the honest ’squires in the neighbourhood. 

Lady T. And I am sore I was a fool to marry 
you : an old, dangling bachelor, whj was single at 
fifty, only because he never could meet with any one 
who would have him. 

Sir P, Ay, ay, madam; but you were pleased 
enough to listen to me : you never bad such an offer 
before. 

Lady T. No! didn’t I refuse Sir Tivy Terrier, 
who, everybody said, would have been a better 
match? for bis estate ia just as good as your’s, 
and he has broken his neck since we have been 
married. 

Sir P, I have done with you, madam. You are 
an unfeeling, ungrateful — but there’s an end of every- 
thing. 1 believe you capable of everything that Is 
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bad. Yea, madam, I now believe the reporta rela- 
tive to joa and Cliarles, madam. Yea, madam, ^on 
and Cbarlea are — not without f^ronnda— 

Lady T» Take care. Sir Peter ; you had better not _ 

inainuatemiy auch thin{(. i’ll not beauapected with- if (A^id^,) 
out cause, f promise you. ^ 

Sir P, Very well, madam ; very well. A separate 
inaintenanoe as soon as you please. Yea, madam, or 
a divorce. I’ll make an example of myself for the 
benefit of all old bachelors. 

Lady T. Agreed, agreed ! And now, my dear Sir 
Peter, we are of a mind once more, we may be the 
happiest couple — and never difler again, you know. 

Ha, ha, ha ! W ell, you are goiug to he in a passion, 

Iftsee, and I sitall only interrupt you ^ao, bye, ^ e ! 

[£xif. 

Sir P. Plagues and tortures ! Can*t I make her 
angry either? Oh ! I am the most miserable fellow ! 
but I’ll not bear her presuming to keep her temper : 

she may break my heart, hut she shan’t keep 
her temper. \_JSxU. 

Scene II. — Charles Surface's House,* 

Enter Trip, Sir Oliver Surface, and Ij^osgs. 

Trip, Here, Master Moses, if you’ll stay a mo- 
ment, I’ll try whetlier — what’s the gentleman’s 
name? [name? 

Sir O. (Aside to Moses.') Mr. Moses, what is my 

Moses, Mr. Premium. 

Trip, Premium! very well. [£jrif. 

Sir O, To judge by the servants, one wouMn’t 
believe the master was ruined. But, what! sure, 
this was iny brother’s house? 

Moses, Yes, sir; Mr. Charles bought it of Mr, 


Joseph, with the furniture, nictures, &c. just as the 
old gentleman left it. Sir Peter thought it a piece 
of extravagance in him. 

Sir O, I n luy mind, the other’s economy in selling 
it to liiiii was more reprehensible by half. 

Re-enter Trip. 

Trip, My master says you must wait, gentle- 
men : he has company, and can’t speak with you 
yet. 

Sir O, If he knew who it was wanted to see him, 
perhaps lie would not send such a message. 

Tiip, Yes, yes, sir; he knows you arc here: I 
did not forget little Premium ; no, no, no. 

Sir O, Very well ; and 1 pray, sir, what may be 
your name? 

Trip. Trip, sir ; my name is Trip, at your ser- 
vice. 

Sir O. Well, then, Mr. Trip, you have a pleasant 
sort of place here, 1 guess 7 ' * 

Trip. Why, yes , here are three or four of us pass 
our time agreeably enough ; but then our wagea are 
someliinoe a little in arrear; and not very great, 
either : but fifty pounds a year, aud find our own 
bags and bouquets. 

Sir O. Bags and bouquets 1 halters and bastina- 
doesj (Aside,) 

Trip, And, apropos, Moaea, have you been able 
to get me that little bill discounted? 

SirO, Wants to raise money, too! mercy on me! | 
Has his distusses, too, I warrant, like a lord j and ' 
afteots cfeditor.H and duns. (Aside.) 

Moses, ’Twas not to be done, indeed, Mr. Trip. 
(Gives Trip the note,) • ^ 

Trip, Good luck ! you surprise me. My friend ' 
Brush has indorsed it, and 1 llioiight wbpn be 
put his name at the back of a bill ’twas the same 
as cash. 

Moses. No; 'twouldn’t do. 

Trip, A small sum — but twenty pounds. Harkye ! 
Moses, do you think you couldn't get it me by way 
of annuity ? , 

Sir O, An annuity! Ha, ha! A footman raise 
money by way of annuity ! Well done, luxury, egad ! 

’ (Aside,) 


Moses, Well, bot yon mnat insure your place. 

Trip, Oh ! with all my heart ! I’ll insure my place, 
and my life, too, if you please. 

Sir O, It’s more than 1 would your neck. 
iside,) I 

Moses, Bob is there nothing you could de- * 
posit? I 

Trip. Why , nothing capital of my master’s ward- 
robe has dropped lately ; but I could give you a mort- 
gage on some of bis winter clothes, with equity of 
redemption before November ; or you shall have the 
reversion of the French velvet, or a post-obit on the 
blue and silver : these, I should think, Moses, with a 
few pair of point ruffles, a.s a collateral security — 
(Bell rinys. Egad ! I heard the bell. 1 believe, 
gentlemen, I can now introduce 3 ou. Don't forget 
the annuity, little Moses. This way, gentlemen. I’ll 
insure my place, you know. 

Sir O. If the man be a shadow of the igaster, tins 
is the temple of dissipation, indeed. (Exeunt, 

Scene HI. — An antique Hall, 

Charles Surface, Careless, Sir Harry, S^c, 
discovered at a table, vsilh wate, 

Charles, ’Fore heaven ! ’tis true : there’s the great 
degeneracy of the age. Many ^ our acquaintance 
have taste, spirit, and poUteness ; but, plaguemn’t 1 *^ 
they won’t drink wine. • * 

Care, It is so, indeed, Charles ; they give into all 
the substantial luxuries of the table, and abstain from 
nothing but wine aud wit. Oh!^erialnly, society 
suflers by it intolerably : for now/instead of the so- 
dal spirit of raillery that used to mantle over a glass 
m bright Burgundy, their conversation is become 
just like^he Spa water they drinlf, which has all the 
pertness and flatulency of champagne, without its 
spirit or flavour. 

Sir H, But what are they to do who love play bet- 
ter than wine? 

Care, True ; thece *8 Sir Harry diets himself for 
gaming, and is now under a hazard regimen. 

Charles, Then he’ll have the wmt ofit. WbuH 
you wouldn’t train a horse for tbewirt'se |>y 
him from corn ? For my part, egad ! I an^ver so 
successful as when I am a little merry : let me throw 
on a bottle of champagne, and 1 never lose. 

All. Eh! what? 

Charles, At least, I never feel my losses, which is 
exactly the same thing. 

Care, Ay, that I believe. 

Charles, And then, what man can pretend to be a 
believer in love, who is an abjurerof wine? ’Tis 
the test by which the lover knows his own heart. 
Fill a do/.cn bumpers to a dozen beauties, and she 
that floats at the lop is the maid that has bewitched 
you. 

Cure, Now then, Charles, be honest, and give us 
your real favourite. o 

Chwrlet, Why, 1 have withheld her only in 
compassion to you. If 1 toast her, you must give 
a round of her 'peers, which is impossible — on 
earth. 

Care, Oh ! tbfH we’ll find some canonized vestals, 
or heathen goddesses that will do, I warrant. 

Charles, Here flieii, bumpers, yourpgues! ham- 
pers ! Maria, Maria! 

Sir H, Maria who? 

Charles, Oh ! d— the surname ! ’tis too formal 
be registered in love’s calendar : — Maria! 

AU, Maria! ( They drink.) 

Charles, But now, Sir Marry, beware' we most 
have beauty soperlative. ' 

Care, Nay,%ever study. Sir Harry ; we*tfaland 
tq th^ toast, though your miatfRse should Vant 
an tyki and you know you haya a aoug will eiasuse 
you. 

" Sir H, Egad! so I have: and I’ll give him the 
song, instead of the lady. 
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SONO.— Sir Harry Bumper. 

Heres to the maiden of hashful fifteen; 

H&'e's to the widow of fifty; 

Here's to the flaunting, extraoapani quean; 

And here's to the housewife t lat's thriftym 
Cborns. Let the toast pass ; 

Drink to the toss; 

r /I warrant she'll prove an excuse for the glass, 

Here's to the charmit^ whose dimples we prixe ; 

Now to the maid who has none, sir: 

Here's to the girl with a pair of blue eyes, ^ 

And here's to the nymph with hut one, sir. 
Chorus. Let the toast pass, dfc, 

Here's to the maid with a bosom of snow; .. 

Now to her that's as hrown as a berry : 

Here's to the wife with a face full of woe^ 
wmtf Ami now to the damsel that's merry, 

Cborns. ^t the toast pass, ^c. 

For let 'em he clumsy, or let 'em be slim, 

Young or ancient, I tare not a feather; 

So fill up your gltuses, nay, fill to the brim^ 

And let us e'en toast them together. 

Chorus. Let the toast pass, ^c, 

A//. Bravo, Br^o! 

Enter Tf:Ar, at^ whispers Charles Surface, '' 
Chailes, Gentlemen, jon mast excuse me a 
little. Careless, take the chair, will jou. {Comes 
forward,) ^ 

Care, Nay, pl^tliee, Charles, wliat now ? This 
is one of jour peerless beauties, 1 suppose, has 
drm^pedtt'by ciiance 'l * 

Charla, No, ’faith ! To tell you khe truth, 
’tis a Jew and a Ihroker, who are come by appoint- 
ment. ^ 

Care, Oh ! d — it! let’s have the Jew in. 

S'lr II, Ay, and the broker, too, by all means. 
Care. Yes. yos; the J«w and the broker. 

Charles, Egad ! with all iii|fikllrt. Trii), bid tbe 
gentlemcn.walljjjji. l-fiAtt Trip,"] Though Uiere’sone 
tif ibe|^a str&n||iln[ can assure you. 

Cinfi( Cbarleif, let us dive them some gene- 
rous Burgundy, and, perhaps, they’ll grow oon- 
scientions. 

Charles. Ob ! hang ’em 1 no : wine does bat draw 
forth a man’s natural <iualities ; and to make them 
drink would only be to whet their knavery. 

Enter TRfF, witfi Moses and Sir OtiVER 
Surface. 

So, honest Moses, vralk in; walk in, pray, Mr. 
Premium — that’s the geotlemau’s name; isn't it, 
Moses? 

Moses, Yes, sir. 

Charles. Set chairs. Trip; sit down, Mr. Pre- 
mium. Glasses, Trip. Sit down, Moses. Come, 
Mr« PreroiuKi, I’ll give you a sentiment: here’s 
Success to usury! Moses, fill the gentleman a 
bofi^r. 

Moses. /* Success to usury !” 

Care, JUght, Moses : usury is prudelUP in- 
dastry, and deseiyes t# succeed. 

Sir O, Thou, 'here’s — all t^e success it de- 
serves ! * ^ 

Care, No, no ; that won’t do. Mr. Prerifium, 
have demurred at the toast, and must drink it ir 
l^st bumper. 

AT. A pint bumper, at leu t. 

» • pTAj* air,.oonsmer— Mr; Prentfam’s 

an. 

. And Ihcrefore loves good Mlbe. 

^ Give Moses a quart glass i Q|^ is tetiny, 
h ^tolnpt tor the chair. — ^ 

; No, bang it ! you sha’n’t jdl 
astPinger. ’ 

Cdra. Plaguoon ’em, then! if wiMrink, 
anb’U not sit dawn with them; Cons, 



dice are in tbe next room. Charles, yoa’ll join ns 
when you have finished your business With the gen- 
tlemen? 

Charles, I will, I will. { Exeunt ttlltha€hntliBwn.l 
Careless! ^ 

Care, Well. 

Charles, Perhaps 1 may want yon. 

Care, Oh ! you know 1 am always ready : word, 
note, or bond, 'tis all the same to me. [Exit. 

Moses, Sir, this is Mr. Premiipn, a gentleman 
of the strictest honour and secresy; and always 
performs what he nnderiakes. Mr. Premium, 
this is — 

Charles. Psba! have done. Sir, mv friend Moses 
is a very honest fellOw, bat a little slow at expreo- 
sion : he’ll be u hoar giving ns our titles. Mr. 
Premium, the pTain state of the matter is this : I am 
an extravagant young fdloiv who want money to 
borrow ; you I take to be a prudent old fdlow, who 
has got money to lend. I am bloekheiM eBoeg]|,tq 

f ive fifty per cent, sooner than not have it ; and you, 
presume, ore iMue enough to thke a hundred, if 
you can get it. Niw, sir, yon see, we are acquainted 
at oneb, and may proceed to business without far- 
tber,/:ereroony. 

Sir O. Exoeedin^y frank, upon mv word. I sec, 
sir, you are not a man of man^ compliments. 

Charles, Oh ! no, sir ; plain dealing in business I 
always think best. 

CirO. I like you the better for it: however, yon 
are mistaken in one thing ; 1 have no money to lend, 
but I lielieve I could procure .some of a friend ; but 
then, bc's an unconscionable dog ; isn't he, Moses? 
And must sell slock to accommodate you; mustn’t 
be. Moses? 

Moses, Yes, indeed. You know I always speak 
tbe trntb. and scorn to tell a lie. 

Charles. Right. Peo|>1e that speak truth, gene- 
rally do: but these are trifles, Mr. Premium. 
What! I know money isn’t to be bought without 
paying for’t. 

Sir O, Well, but what Kecurity onuld you give? 
You have no land, I suppo.sc? 

Charles, Not a niole-liill, nor a twig, but what’s 
iu the bough-pots out of the window. 

Sir O, Nor any stock, f presume ! 

Charles. Nothing but live stock ; and that’s only 
a fow pointers and ponies. But pray, Mr. Pre- 
mium, are you acquainted at all with any ofiny con- 
nexions? 

Sir O, Why, to say truth, T am. 

^ Charles, Then you must know that T have a de- 
vilish rioh uncle in tbe Ikst Indies, Sir Oliver 
Snrface, from whom I iiave the greatest cxpccta- 
tinos. 

Shr O, That you have a weatliy unole I have 
heard; but how your expectations will turn out, is 
nre, I believe, than you can tell. 

Charles. Oh ! no, there can be no doubt. They 
tell me I’m a prodigious favourite, and that he talks 
of leaving me everything. 

Sir O, Indeed! Ihli Is tbe first I've heard of 
it. 

Charles. Yes, yes ; ’fis just so. Mpses knows *tis 
true, don’t yon, Moses? 

Sir O. Egad! they’ll persuade me presently I’m 
Bengal. \ Asuhi.) 

Charles, Now I propose, Mr. Premium, if it be 
imipable to you, a post-obit on Sir Oliver’s life: 
tnoiigli, at the same time, the old fellow has been 
so liberal to me, that 1 giveyoo my word, 1 should 
be very sorry to hear anything had liappened to 
him. 

Sir 0. Not more than I should, I assore yon. 
Butjhc bond you mention happens to be just 
worst security yon could oiler me ; for I adgfat lire 
to a hnndred, and never see the principal* ’ 
Charles, Oh ! yes, you would : tbe nooMfit Sir 
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Olivar dies, yoo koow, yon wonld ooine on me for 
the money. 

Sir O, Then I believe I should be the most unwel- 
come dan yoo ever had in your life. 

Charka, What ! 1 suppose you’re afraid (bat Sir 
Oliver is too aood a life. 

Sir O. No» indeed, 1 atn not ; thou{|;h I liave heard 
he is as hale and healtliy as any man of his years in 
Cliristeiidotn. 

Charka, There again now, yon are misinformed. 
No, no ; the climate baa hurt him considerably, poor 
uncle Oliver! Yes, yes j be breaks apace, I’m told r 
and is so innch altered lately, that bis nearest rela- 
tions woald not know biro. 

Sir O. No! lie, ha, ha! So nutcb altered lately, 
that bis nearest relations would not know him! 

Charka, Ha, ha ! You’re glad to Ular that, UtUc 
Premium. * 

Sir O. No, DO, I am not. 

C^rka, Yes, yes, you are. Ha, ha, ba ! You 
kffow that mends your chance. 

Sir O. But I’m told Sir Oliver is coming o^r: 
nay, suiue say be is actuaflf arriveij|li 

Charka. Pslin ! Sure, 1 muol know l^Uee 
ibaii you wbetlicr he’s come or not. No, no; 
rely on't, he's at this moment at Calcutta; isn’t Be, 
Moses ? 

Oh ! yes, certainly. 

Sir O. Very true, a.H yoo say, yoo most know 
bettor than I ; tlioiigh I nave it from pretty good 
authority ; haven’t I, Mo.U’sl 
Moves. Yes, most undoubted. 

Sir O. But, sir, ns 1 understand you want a few 
hundreds immediately, is there nothing you could 
disjio.ic of? 

Charka. How do you mean ? 

Sir (). For iiisinnce, now, 1 have heard that your 
fallierleft behind biiu a great quautity of massy old 
plate? 

Charka* Oh lud ! that’s gone long ago, Mqses can 
tell \ou how hotter than I can. 

Sir (K Good lack! all the family race cups and 
eorponition bowls. (Jside.) Then it was also sup- 
posed that bis library was one of the must valuable 
and complete. 

Charks. Ves, yes, so it was; vastly too much so 
for a pri« ute geiiileiiian. For my part, 1 was always 
of u coiiiinunicalive disposition, so I lliooght ila 
shame to keep so much knowledge to myself. 

Sir O. Mercy upon me! Learning that had ron 
in the family Tike an heir-loom I (aside.) Pray, 
wlint are beenme of tho books? 

Chatks. You must idfuirc of the auctioneer. 
Muster Fieiiiiuin, lor 1 don't believe evco MoseC 
cull direct UMi. 

Moaes. 1 know nothing of books. 

Sir O. So, so; nothing of the family property 
lefl, I siippi.se? 

Cltarka. Not much, indeed; unless you have if 
mind to, the fuiuily picliire.s. 1 have got a room- 
full of ancestors above, and.i^ou Lave a taste 
for old paiu lings, egad ! you Itiill have ’em a bar- 
gain. 

Sir O. Eb! wlintllie devil! Sure, you wouldn’t 
sell your fopefadlers, would you? 

Charka, Every man of llioni, to the best bidder. 
Sir O, W’hal, your great uncles and mints? ^ 
Charka. Ay, and iny great graodfaUiers 
grandmothers, loo. ^ ' 

Sir O. Now 1 give him op. (Aaide.) WhaURro 
plague, have you no bowels for your own kindred? 
Ud s life ' tin you take me for Sliylock in tlio |ilay, 
that you would raise money of mu on your own flesh 
and blood ! 

Charka, Nay, my little broker, don t be angry : 
what need you care if you have* your money’s 
worth? , , 

i$ir O. Weil, I’ll be the purchaser: 1 think 1 oan 
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dispose of the Aomly ouTai. Oh ! I'll nerer for- 
give him tliis; never. (Asidls.) 

Enter Careless. 

^Care. t!ome, Charles, what keeps yoo ? 

Charka. I can’t trome yet: i’faiUif we are going 
to have a sale aHb^ stairs; here’s little Preraiam 
will buy all my ant&stors. 

Care, Db ! burn your ancestors ! 

Charka. No ; he nay do Higt afterwards, if be 
please. Stay, Careless, we want yon : egad! you 
shall be auctioneer : so come along with us. 

Care, Ob! have with yoo, if ibat’s the case. I 
can handle a hammer as well as a dice- boa. Going, 
going! 

Sir O, Oh ! the profligates ! {Aaide.) 

Charka. Come, Bloses, you shall be appraiser, if 
we want one. Gad’s life! little Premium, you doa*t 
seem to Tike the business? 

Sir O. Oh! yes, 1 do, vastly. Ha, ha, MP! Yes, 
yes; I think it.a rare joke to sell one’s family 
iiy auction. Ha, ha, ha ? t)b ! the* prodigal ! 
(Aside.) 

Charka. To be sure ! when a man wants moneys 
where the plague should he get assistance, if be can^ 
make free with his own relaUonal«*> 

Si^O. (Aside.) I’ll never forgive him; nev^r, 
never. ^ • [Exeunt, 

ACT IV. 

SCE N r. I ,~^Piefure~room a^^ugrkx Surfaet'a, 
Enter Charlfs St?nPACE, SlR OtUTER SCRFACC, 
Mosts, and Careless. 

Sharks. Walk in, gentlemen; pray..^iu|lk in; 
here they an, the family of the Surfaces, if to the 
conquest. 

Sir O, And, in my opinion, a goodly collec- 
tioii. 

Charles. Ay, ay, these are done in the troe spirit 
of portrait-painting: no, vokntier grace or eaprea- 
hion. Not like the viBmiHi of your modern Rapmeli, 
wiio give you the strongest reseinUttM,-yeLBomrive 
to make }our portrait iodependmiHP'ypu , so tbaftv 
you may'biuk the origina^ and not BuH the pifpFe* 
N 0 , no ; the merit of theseis inveterate likeflesss : 
oil stiflT and awkward as thoiDriginaln,'^and like no- 
tldng huiiinp nature besides. , 

Sar 0, Ah ! we shall never see such figures of men 
again. it 

Charles. T hopo,jp.oL "Well, yoo see, MnsterPre- 
miuni, vdiatn dom&tic chroraoter K.am ; here I ait of 
an evening htirrounded by my family, com#, 

get to ^ our pulpit, Mr. Auctioneer; here’s an rod 
gouty clnur of iny grandfatber’s will answer the 
punvose. 

Care. Ay, ay : this will do. Bat, Charles, T have 
not a hammer; and what’s au aoctioneer without his 
bainmOr? - 

Charka, ^ad ! tliat’slrue : (taktnapemgreedoum) 
what pnrchmnt have we here f Oli I our genealogy 
ill full. Here, Qireless. you shall have oo common 
bit of malwany ; here’s the family tree m you, 
you rogu^tliis .shall be vonr hammer, and now 
you may knock down my dnoestori^wilh their own 
pedigree. • ' 

Sir O. What an iinnatuidlTOgQe!^ s^fipoal/oclo 
‘ricide! (AsStk.) 

Jure, Ves, yes ; here’s a list of yoor generation, 

- ideed; 'failhj Charles, tliis is thejnest convenient 
thind jpou ooill. have found for the hosihess, for 
’twill not only serve as a liemmei:, Mt aftohreiki 
into the basgain^Coine, begin: a-going, 
a-going f < AR 

Ch^ka. BraVo, Careless! WelUbere’smyfilp 
SkJUchord Raveline, amarvelleha good isH 
neral in liisday , I assure yon. Heservedin aUpilr 
Duke oCMerlherongh’s wars, and got that cOMW 
% eye dt Oio l|f tl<(^|^tlplaqaet. 'What 
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Mr. Premiam? look at him : there’s a hero, not cot 
oat of his fealhers, as joor modern clipped captains 
are, bat enveloped in wig and reKimenlals, as a ge- 
neral should be. What do joo bid ? 

Sir O, (Apart to Miosej.) Bid him speak. \ 

Moses, Mr. Premiam woala have joa speak. 

Charles, Why, then, he sh^ll^have hhn for ten 
pounds ; and l^m sore that’s not dear for a stafi- 
offioer. 

Sir O, Heaven dMiver me ! his famous uncle Ri- 
chard for ten pounds ! (Asads.) Very well, sir, 1 
take him at that. * 

Charles. Careless, knock down my ancle Richard. 
Here, now, is a maiden sister of his, my great aunt 
Deborah ; done by Kneller in his best manner, and 
esteemed a very formidable likeness. There she is, 
you see, a shepherdess feeding her flock. You shall 
have her for nve pounds ten : the sheep pre worth 
the m(mey. 

SirO, Ah! poor Deborah! a woman who set such 
a value on herself ! (Asu2e«)«Five pounds ten : she’s 
mine. 

Charles, Knock down my annt Deborah, Careless ! 
This, now, is a grandfather of my mother’s, a learned 
judge, well known on the western circuit. What do | 
you rate him aR Moses 1 I 

• Moses, Four guineas. « 

Cbarie^ Four guineas ! Gad’s life * you don’t bid 
me the price of his wig. Mr. Premium, you have 
more respect for lh|woo1sack ; do let us knock bis 
lordshm down at fiMn. 

SirO, By all means. 

Care, Gone! 

Ckmlm. And there are two brothers of his, viTil- 
Itam oRl Walter Blunt, Esquires, both members of 
parliament, and noted 8[)eakers; and what’s very 
extraordinary, I believe, this is the first time they 
were ever bought or sold. 

SirO. That is very extraordinary, indeed. PH 
ti^ethem at y oar own pri|p,fpr the honour of par- 

Premiam ! I’ll knock them 

Wmarles, BtortU joll^Ilow— I don’t know what 
relation, bokhe wilaHj^r of Norwich : take him at 
eight pounds.* % 

SksO* No, no ; six >nrill do for tfaihnajo# * 

Charles, Come, maka it guineas, and I throw 
the two aldermen there fhto the bargain. 

Sir QATbey’re mine. > ga ^ ^ 

% CXswH^parRess, kjiiek ddwn the ftaj^r and al- 
rmenAtKt, plague^n’t ! we shall be all day re- 
ling in this maimpr; do let us deal whole<tale.* 
wdiot say you, litBe Premium 1 Gite me three 
hundred poundi^^And' take all that remains, on each 
aide, in a lump. 

Care. Ay, an, that will be the best way. 

Sir O, IffeiT, well anything tp aocomm|Mteyoa ; 
they are mine. But there is one portrqjit which yoa 
have always passed oxer. ^ * 

Caro, What, thaUli-looking little fellow over the 
•etteeT ^ ^ 

Sir O, Yes, mean that ; tboii|^ I don’t 

think him sattUi<*lookmg a little fellow, by any 


mean luat; tbOogh l doii t 
think him ^sapill'^lookmg a little fellow, by any 
mean s- • a ^ 

Chasflk, ^^t,tiid#t>h! that’iyny ancle Oliw; 
’twas done befire be went to India. mjff 

Care, Your ancle Oliver! ’Gadi'then,yoa’lliiel|k 

■ ilkles. That, now, UM|||» » as fterlllr 
as ever I saw ; asMPlKrgivkg eye, 
linheriting ooantenanoe ! an iuveterite 
1 on’t. DAp’typu lhinkalb,JUttle Pre- 
pm§ himokthAhoaider , ) * 

m my soul, sir, I do not; 1 thi^ it as 
ipg race as any in the room* dead or 
oppose ancle Oliver with the rest 

o, hang n<tt witb'|iMr 


ancle Oliw; 

n,yoa’lliiXE 

hisasftemY 


Noll. The old fellow has been veiw good to me, 
and, egad! I’ll keep his piotare while J’ve a room 
to pat it in. 

Sir O, (Aside.) The rogoe’a my nephew after 
all. But, sir, 1 have somehow taken Wfanw to that 
picture. r 

Charles, I am sorry for it, for yoa oi|ii3nly will 
not have it. Oons! haven’t you got enough of 
them! 

Sir O, I forgive him everything. (Asids.) But, 
sir, when I take a whim in my bead 1 don’t value 
‘money. I’ll give yoa as much for that as for all the 
rest. 

Charles, Den’t tease me, master broker ; I tell 
you I’ll not part with it, and there’s an end oUt. 

Sir O. H^ like his father the dog is ! (Aside.) 
Well, well, 1 have done.— I did not perceive it be- 
fore, bat 1 think 1 never saw snob a resemblance. 
^Aeide.y->Here is a dranght for yonr sum. 

Charles. Why, 'Us for eight hundred pounds* 

Sir O. Yoa will not let Sir Oliver go i 

Charles, Zounds ! no ; 1 tell yoa once more. 

Sir O. Thaw never*mind 4be difierence ; we’ll 
'oalmice that another time; but give me youi liand 
on the bargain ; yon are an bonest fellow, Charles 
beg pardon, sir, for being so free. Come, 
Moses. 

Charles. Egad' this is a whimsical old fellow! 
Bat, harkye! Piemiam, you’ll prepare lodgiiigb for 
Jbese gentlemen? 

Sir O. Yeb, yes ; I’ll send for them in a day or 
two. 

Charles. But, hold! do now send a genteel con- 
veyance for them ; for I assure you, they were mobt 
of them used to ride in their own carnages. 

Str O. I will, I will — for all but Oliver. 

Charles. Ay, all but the little nabob. 

Sir O. You’re oa that? 

Charles. Peremptorily. 

SirO. A dear, extravagant rogue ' (Aside.) Good 
day ' Come, Moses. Let me hear now w ho dares call 
him profligate. [Exit with Moses. 

Care. Why, this is the oddest genius of the sort 
I ever met with. 

Charles. Egad! he’s the prince of biokers, 1 
think. I wonder how the devil Moses got acquainted 
with so honest a fellow. But, hark ' here’s Kowley ; 
do. Careless, say I’ll join the company in a few mo- 
ments. 

Core. I will : don’t let that old blockhead per- 
suade you to squander any of that money on old 
mdsty debts, or any so^nonsensc, for tiadesmen, 
^Charles, are the most eiprbitanl fellows. 

Charles, Very true; and pacing them is only en- 
eonragingtbem. Ay, ay ; never (ear. [Exit Caisless.] 
8n! this WBb an odd old fellow, indeed^ Let me see : 
two-thirds of this five hundred and thirty odd pounds 
ipre mine by right. ’Fore heaven ' I iind one’s ances- 
tors are more valualde relutioiib than I took them for. 
Ladies and gentlemen, your most obedienkaud very 
grateful servant.^ 

Motor Rowley 

Ha! old Rowl^, Ogadi you are just come in time 
to take leave of year old aoquaioUnce. 

Row. Yes, 1 heard they were a going. But I 
wonder you can have such spirits under so many 
> distresses. 

CharleM, Why, therp’s the point : my distresses 
tfo so many, that I «p’t alTord to part with my 
spkats; but I shall be floh and splenetic, all in good 
time. However, 1 soppose you are surprised that 
I am not more sorrowful at parting with so many 
near relations ; to be sure, ’tis very afleoting ; but 
you see they never move a muscle, so why bhoald 
* 

Raw, There’s no makiug you serious a mo- 
ment. 

Charles, Yes, ’faith! 1 am so now. Here, my 


♦ 'j. 
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lioneitRowlflFr^ere, get me this changed direct! ▼. 
and take a haittiltd ponnds of it immeoiatelT to old 
Stanley: . 

Row, A bondred ponDds ! Consider only — 

Charles, Gad’s life! don’t talk about it: poor 
Stanley’s waft ts are preftaiog, and if yon don’t make 
haste, we shall have some one call that has a better 
right to the money. 

Row, Ah ! there’s the point : I nerer will cease 
dunning yon with the old prorerb— 

Charles, ** Be just before you’re generous.*’ Wliy, 
so I would if r oonld ; but Justice is an old hobbling^ 
beldame, and I can’t get her to keep pace with Gene- 
rosity for the soul or me. 

Row, Yet, Charles, beliere me, one hoar's reflec- 
tion-^ 

Charles. A v, ay ; it’s very true ; but, barkye ! Row- 
ley, while I nave, by heaven. I'll giro ; so, d — yonr 
economy, and away to old Stanley with the money. 

[Exeunt: 

• « Scene Sahon, 

Enter Moses and Sir Olivbr Surface. ^ 
Moses, Well, air, I think) as Sir Peter said, you 
have seen Mr. Charles in high glory ; ’tis great^it^ 
he’s so extravagant — 

Sir O, But he would not sell my picture. * 
s Moses, And loves wine and women so much — 
Sir O. But he would not sell my picture. 

Moses, And games so deep. 

Sir O, Buthe wouldn’t sell my picture. Oh ! here’s 
Rowley. ^ 

Enter Rowley. 

Row. So, Sir Oliver, I And you have made a pur- 
chase. 

Sir O, Yes. ves ; our young rake has parted with 
his ancestors like old tapestry. 

Row. And here he baa commissioned me to re- 
deliver you part of the purchase-money; I mean, 
though, in your necessitous character of old 
Stanley. ^ • 

Moses. Ah I there is the pity of all ; be is so d — d 
charitable. 

Row, And I left a hosier and two tailors in the 
hall, who, I’m sure, won’t bo paid, and this hundred 
would satisfy them. 

SirO, Well, well ; I'll pay his debts, and his be- 
nevolence, too. But now 1 am no more a broker, 
and you shall introduce me to the elder brother as 
old Stanley. 

Row. Not yet awhile ; Sir Peter, I know, means 
to call there about this time. 

Enter Trip. 

Trip. Oh ! gentlemen, Llmg pardon for not shew- 
ing you out: this way. Moses, a word. 

[Exit wUh Moses. 
Sir O, Tliere’s a fellow for you: would you be« 
lieve it, that puppy intercepted the Jew on oar 
coming, and wanted to raise money before he gH 
to his master. 
iloii;..Indeed ! 

Sir O, Yes, they are now planning an annuity bu- 
siness. Ah ! master Rowley, iwmy days servants 
were content with the follies of their masters, when 
they were worn^a little threadbare ; but now, they 
have their tices, like their birth-day olothes, with 
Rie gloss on. [Exeimt, 

Scene III. — A Library. * 

Joseph Surface and m Servant discovered. 
Joseph, No letter fromlkdy Teazle? 

Serv, No, sir. 

Joseph, I am surprised she has not sent, if she be 
prevented from coming. Sir Peter oertsinly does 
not suspect me. Yet, I wish I may not lose the 
heiress, through the scrape I have drawn myself into 
with the wife; however, Charles's imprudence and 
bad character are great points in my favour. {A 
knocking heard,) 


18 


Serv, Sir, I belieye that must be Lidy Tousle. 

Joseph, Holdl See whether it is or not before 
you go to the door. I have a particnlar message 
for you, if it should be my brother. 

Serv, ’Tis her ladyship, sir; she always leaves 
hi# chair at the millfiere in the next street. 

Joseph, Stay, (^y; draw that screen before the 
window: that will io\ my opposite neighbonr is a 
lady of a curious temper. [Exit Serv."] Ihaveadtf- 
flcolt hand to play io this affair. Lady Teazle has 
lately suspeotM my views on Maria; hnt she roast 
by no means be let into that secret; at least, till 1 
have her more in my power. 

Enter Lady Teazle. 

Lady T, What sentiment in soliliqny now? Have 
you been very impatient? Oh, ludf don’t pretend 
to look grave. 1 vow 1 conldn’t come before. 

Josejm, Oh ! madam, ponctuality is a roecies of 
constancy very unfashionable in a lady of qnality. 
( Places chairs: they sit.) 

Lady T. Upon my word, yon ought to pUy me. Do 
you know. Sir Peter is grown so ill-natorM to me of 
late, and so jealons of Charles, too— that’s the best 
of the story, isn’t It? ^ 

Joseph, I am glad my scandaloos friends keep 
that up. M side.) Z 

Lady T, 1 am sure I wish he would let MaAn 
marry him ; and then, perhaps, he woura be con- 
vinced : don’t yon, Mr. Surfaoot 

Joseph, Indeed I do not. (jjjkfeO Ob! certainly 
I do ; for then, my dear Lad^^mzle would also be 
convinced how wrong her snspicioni were of my 
hamg any design on the silly girl. 

Lady T. yTell, well, I’m mclined tobelMeyou. 
But isn’t it provoking, to have the most ill-iatured 
things said of one? And there’s my friend, Lady 
Sneerwell, has circnlated I don’t know bow many 
scandalous talqs of me, and all without any founda- 
tipn, too ; that’s what vexes me. 

Joseph. Ay, madam; to to be sure, that is tha 


Yoking circumstance— #|thoQt fom^dion ; y eej/fue, 
there’s the mortification, indeed ;4|M|top bwcandal- 
ous story is believed against one; toire certal(|ly is 
no comfort like the conscidksiieis of having deserved 

il. I 

Apdb T. to be sure, then I’d fornve their 
malioel but touttack me, who am really soUiboent, 
and who never say an iUjpatnred thiojg of anybody 
— that is, of any friend; and then. Sir Peter, too, 
to have him ao peVidsh, aud so sgapioML when 1 
know Uie inte^ity of my own beart|pi^^ *t|| 
monstrous! ^ 'W 

Joseph. Bat, my dear LadyTeuzle, ’tie yonr bwb 
fault, if yon suffer it. When u husband euterteiin m 
groundless sospioion of his wife, und withdraws hU 
confidence from her, the original compact is Ukokeuv 
and slm owes it to the honour of beU sex to endea- 
vour t^outwit him. * 

Lady T, Indeed! so that if he suspect me with- 
out oauae, it follows, that the best way of earing 
bis Jealousy is to give him reuon for’t. . 

Joseph. Undoubtedly : for your husband aboald 
never ne deceived in yoo ; aoB in tout ease it be- 
comes you to be frail, in oompUmemrto.hls diseem- 

ment. _ ^ iSi 

, r.^o be sore, wbat you paj lirwy rea- 
UMiUe; bod when the oonsmoosiieu of my inno- 


Joseph, JtjEhmy dear madam, there Is toe jmt 
istain : ’tSmis very oonsoioos inuBhentoMMlt 
of the greatoet prejudice to you. Wbat is 


you negligeftt of forms, epA oar^eis ufthe iiiuBfs 
opinion? why, the oonsotousness of your own Imn- 
oenoo. What makes you thoughtleism ySjBroondjB^ 
and apt to run into a thousand Utde UB^udenotol 
why.tbeoonsoiuBsiieuotyonrownionooeiioe. Rtout 
makes you impatient Peter’s temper, suAui^ 
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[Act IV. 


rag^eoai it bifsaspioioiiaT why, the coDBoiousneu of 
yovrtnnoeenoe. 

LadtfT, *Tis very trae. 

Joseph* Now, my dear Lady Teazle, if you would 
bat once make a trifling faux |M u, you cairt conceive 
how caatioua you would grow, and how ready tjo 
humoar and agree with vour hnahand. 

Lady T, Do you think so? h 

Joseph* Oh ! I am sure on’t ; and then you would 
find all scandal would cease at once ; for, in short, 
yonr character is, at present, like a person in a ple- 
thora, absolutely dying from too much healtl^. 

Lady T* So, so ; theuJ perceivoyoifr prescription 
is, that I must sin in my own defence, and part with 
my virtue to preserve my reputation. 

Joseph* Exactly so, upon my credit, ma’am. 

Ltuly T. Well, certainly, tiiis is the oddest 
doctrine, and the newest recipe for avoiding 
calumny. 

Joseph, An infallililo one, believe me. Prudence, 
like experience, mus^e paul for. 

Lady T, Why, if my understanding were once 
convinced^ 

Joseph* Oh! certainly, madam, your understand- 
}£fg should be convinced. Yea, yes ; heuven forbid 1 
should persuade, you to do anything aou thought 
wrong. No, no^-I have too much honour to desire 

Lady 7’^Don’t^oa think we may as well leave 
honour out of the argument 1 


Joseph, Ah! th«ij|,eflecls of 3 *our country edn- 
oation, I see, still rt^ain with you. 

Lady T* I doubt they do, indeed; and T will 
fairly own to you, that if 1 could he persuaded to 
do wfj||iig, it would be by iiir Petcr.ls ill usage, 
ioonei* than your honourable logic, after all. 

Joseph, Then, by this hand, {takes her hand) which 
he is nnworthy of— 

Enter Servant, 

’Ed^h ! you blockhead ! what do you want 1 

'JHw. I beg ywr pardon, sir; but 1 thought you 
would nbt oh a dy R ir Peter to come up without an- 
■onodng him. 

■fosipn. Sir Peter! Odns ! the devil ! 

Lady T, SH: Peterl Ob, lad! I’m ruined, I’m 
rained! 

Sera* Sir, ’twasn’t I let him in. 

, Lady*T* Oh! I’m quite undone! What will 
become of me? Now, Mr. Logic— Oh ! mercy, 
iir, he’e ob the atairs — I’U get behind here— and if 
•«er I’m eo' impradent again— (Goes behind the 
direen.) ^ « 

Joseph* Give me that book. {Sits.) 

Enter Sir Peteb Teazle. 


SirP* Ay, ever improving himself. Mr. Surface, 
Mr. Surface— (Fops JosMh on the shoulder,) 
Joseph* Oh ! my dear Sir Peter, I beg your par- 
don. 1 have been dozing over a atupid book. Well, 
I am much obliged to you for this oul. Yon haven’t 
heeu here, I believe, since 1 fitted up this room. 
Books, yon know, are tke only things I am a cox- 
comb in. , 

SirP* Tis^ery Beat, indeed. Well, well, that’s 
prt^r ; aud yob can make even your scrqpn a source 
eif knowledge ; hong, 1 perceive with maps? ( Ifoiks 
towards the screen. J 

Joseph. (Turning him from U,) Ohi yes, I find 
tam Bse fo that screen. M: 

^SstM, 1 dve say you mast, certify, wkkB yon 
find anything in a horry. 

Ay, or to hide anything in a 

either. 

I have a little private business— 

' yatf- need not stay. [To Servant, who 

a chair. Sir Peter ; I beg— 

Bar 1*^' WkBi bow we are alone, there ia a inb* 


Joseph. (Turning him from it.) Ohi yes, 
tam Bse fo that screen. M: 

^SstM, 1 dare say yoo most, certify, wl 


jeot, my dear friend, on which I wish to anbartben 
my mind to you ; a point of the |;reatest moment to 
my peace ; in short, my good friend, Lady Teazle’s 
conduct of late has made me very unhappy. 

JfMeph. Indeed ! I am verjr sorry to hear it. 

Sir P* Yes, ’tis but too plain she has^not the least 
regard for me ; but what’s worse, I have pretty good 
authority to suppose she has formed au attachment 
to another. 

Joseph* Indeed! yon astonish me. 

Sir P* Yes ; and, between ourselves, I think I’ve 
jiiscovered the person. 

Joseph, How ! you alarm me exceedingly. 

Sir P. Ay, my dear friend, 1 knew you would 
sympathise wHh me. 

Joseph, Yes, believe me. Sir Peter, snch a" dis- 
covery would hart me just as much as it would 
you* 

Sir P* I am oonvinoed of it. Ah ! it is a happi- 
ness to have a friend whom we can trust even with 
one’s family secrets. Bat have you no guess ./ho 1 
mtau? 

Joseph. I haven’t thf most distant idea, ft can’t 
Sir Benjamin Backbite? 

Sir P. Oh ! no. What say yon to Charles? 

Joseph, My brother! impossible ! 

SirP, Oh! my dearfiieml, the goodness of your 
own heart misleads you. You judge of others hy 
yourself. 

Joseph. Certainly, Sir Peter ; the heart that is con- 
i^ions of its own integrily is ever slow to credit an- 
other’s treachery. 

Sir P. True ;‘but yonr brother has no sentiment 
you never Iiear him talk so. 

Joseph, Yet, 1 can’t hut think Lady Teazle herself 
has too much principle. 

SirP. Ay, but what is principle against the flat- 
tery of a handsoinei, lively young fellow ? 

Josepji. That’s very true. 

Sir P. And then, yon know , the dilTerencc of our 
ages makes it very improbable that she should have 
any very great aflection for me; and if she were to 
he frail, and 1 were to make it public, why, the 
town would only laugh at me ; the foolish old ba- 
chelor, who had married a giil. 

Joseph. That’s true, to be sure; they would 
laugh. 

SirP. Laugh! ay, and make ballads, and para- 
graphs, and the devil knows what, of ine. 

Joseph. No, you inu.st never make it public. 

SirP, But then, again, that the nephew of my old 
friend. Sir Oliver, should be the person to ulieiiipt 
such a wrong, hurts me osore iicnrlv. 

Joseph, Ay, there’s the point. When ingratitude 
barbs the dart of injury, tbh wound has double dan- 
ger in it. 

Sir P, Ay; I, that was, in a manner, left his 
ffoardian ; in whose house he'd been so often en- 
fortained; who never in iny life denied him — any 
advice. 

Joseph, Oil ! ’lis not to be credited. There may 
be a man capable of such basviicss, to be sure; but, 
for my part, till you can give me positive proofs, I 
cannot but doubt it. However, ifit should be proved 
on him, he is no longer a brother 'of iijine ; I dis- 
claim kindred with him : for the inau who can break 
through t]i<^ hospitality, and tempt the wifo 

of his friend, deserves to be branded as the pest of 
society. 

Sir P. What a diflerenoe there is between you ! 
what noble sentiments ! 

Joseph, Yet, I cannot sospeot Lady Teazle’s ho- 
nour. 

Sir P* I am snre I wish to think well of her, and 
to remove all ground ofquarrel between us. She has 
lately reproached mo more than once with having 
made no settlement on har ; and* in our last qaarrei, 
she almost hinted that she sbonld not break her heart 
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if I were deed. New, u we eeem to differ in oar I 
idete of expense, 1 hsTe resolved she shill hive her I 
own wiv, ind be her own mistress, in thit respect, 
for the rotnre \ end if I were to die, she will find I 
have not been inattentive to her interest while Uvioff. 
Here, m j friend, are the drafts of two deeds, whiA 
I wish to have jour opinion on. By one, she’ll en- 
joy eight hnndrM i year indraendent while I live ; 
and, by the other, the bulk of my fortnne after my 
death. 

Joseph, This oonduot. Sir Peter, is, indeed, 
tral;^eneroos. I wish it mayn't corrupt my poplli 

Str P, Yes, I am determined shf shall have no 
oau^to oomplain ; thoagh I would not have her ac- 
qoainted with the latter instanoe of my affeotiou, yet 
awhile. 

Joseph, (Aside,) Norl, if 1 could help it. 

Sir P, And now, mj^ dear friend, if you please, 
we will talk over the sitnation of your nopes with 
AfUril. 

Joseph, Oh ! no. Sir Peter; another time, If jron 
pleue. « 

Sir P. I am sensibly ohamned at the little progress 
you teem to make in neraflections. 

Joseph, 1 bef^ you'll not mention it, sir. What 
are my disappointments, when your happiness is 
in debate? ^IMeathl I shall be rumed every way. 
(Asi^,) 


Sir P, And though you are so averse to my ao- i Chi 
quainting Lady Teazle with your passion, I'm sure ; many 
sWs not your enemy in the affair. Jos 


Jossj^, Well, go in there. 

Sir P. Sly rogoe, sly rogne! (GoesmioeiostL) 
Jos^, A narrow escape, indeed! and a euione 
sitnation I'm in, to part man and wife in this man- 
ner. 

^LttdjfT, (Psephsj.) Couldn’t I steal offt 
Josm, Keep hlqse, my angel ! 

SirP, (PesmMfoia,) Joseph, tax him home. 
Joseph, Back, my dear friend! 

Ladv T, Couldn't yon look Sir Peter ini 
/oMoh. Be still, my life! 

Sis* P. Yoa'ro sure the little milliner won’t blabi 
Joseph, li^, my dear Sir Peter. 'Fore gad! 1 
wish 1 had a ley to the door. 

Enter Charles Surface. 

Charles. Hallo! brother, what has been the mat- 
ter? Yoor fellow would not let me op at first. Whitt 
have you had a Jew or a wench witn yon? 

Joseph, Neither, brother,^ assure you. * 

Charles, But what has made Sir Peter steal oWt 
I thought be had been with yon. * 

Je^h. He was, brother; but hearing yon were 
coming, be did not choose to stoy. 

Charles, What, was the old gentleman afraioT 
wanted to borrow money of him V 
Jtpeph No sir ; but 1 am toixf to find, Charka# 
that you have lately given thaiu(prthy man grounds 
for great uneasiness. 


Charles. Yes, they tell me 1 do that to a great 
my wortliy men— But how^Oo* pray? 

aav o HUB JUUt CIJElllljr lU UIC Cillguro I Joseph, To be plain with yen, brother — ^be thinks 

Joseph, Pray, Sir Peter, now oblige me. 1 am . you are endeavouring to gain Lady Teazle's affec- 
really too much affected by the subject we have been ' ticllh from him. 

making of, to bestow a tliought on my own ooncems. Charles. Who, I ? Oh, lod ! not I, open my word. 
Irae man who is entrusted with his friend's distresses ' —Ha, ha, ha, ha! So, the old fellow has f 
can never— 

Enter Servant, 

Well, sir? 

Serv. Your brother, sir, is speaking (o a gen- 
tleman in the street, and says he knows you are 
within. 

Joseph, 'Sdeath! blockhead! I'm not within; I'm 
out for the day. 

SirP, Stay— hold' aihooghthas struck me: you 
shall be at home. 

Joseph, Well, well, let him up. [Exil SSsnsml.] 

He'll interrupt Sir Peter, however, (dridr.) \ 

SirP, Now, my good friend, oblige me, I entreat 
you. Before Charles comes, let me conceal myself 
somewhere ; then, do you tax him on the point we've j 
been talking, and his answer may satisfy me at 


out that he has got a yonng wife, has he? 

Joseph, This is no subject to jest on, brother. 
He who can langh — 

Charles, True, true, as yon were going to my— 
then, seriously, I ndver bad the least idea of mhat 
you charge me with, upon my honour, p 
Joseph. Well, it will give Sir Petei* great satis- 
faction to bear this. (Aloud.) ^ 

Charles, To be sure, I once tbougbt ibe lady 
seemed to have taken a fancy tome; Mt, upon my 
sool, I never gave her the least eneouragemeot:— 
besides, yoo know my sttachment to Mmifu 
Joseph, But, sure, brother, even if Lsdy Tetrie 
had betrayed the fisndeit partiality for yon— 
Charles, Why, look’e^ Joseph^ 1 n^ I abnll 
never deliberatmy do a disbonoarable aotion; hot 


Joseph, Oh, fie ' Sir Peter, would you have me 
join in so mean a trick? To trepan my brother, 
too? • 

Sir P, Nay, you tell roe yon are sure he is inno- 
cent ; if so, you do him the greatest service by giving 
him an opportunity to clear himself, and yon will set 
my hea^ at rest. Come, you shall not refnse me ; 
here behind this screen willbe— Eh ! what the devil! 
there seems to be one listener here already; I'll 
owear 1 saw a petticoat 

Josmh, Ha, ba, ha! Well, this is ridiooloos 
onougb. IMl tell you, Sir Peter: though I hold a 
pnati of intrigne to be a moat despioable oharacter, 
yet, yon know, it does not follow that oRe ia to be 
an absolnte Joseph, either. Harkye ! 'tis a little 
French milliner ; a silly rone that plagoes me ; and 
having some character to rosC| on your coming, sir, 
ibe ran behind that screen. 

Sir P, Ah! Joseph, Joseph! Did I ever think 
that yon— Bot, egad ! she has overheard all I have 
been saying^of ray wife. 

Joseph. Oh! 'twill never go any farther, you may 
depend upon it. 

Jiir P. No! then, 'faith! let her bear it ont. 
Here's a closet will do as well. 


? if a pretty woman were porpoaely to throw heHelf 
i in my way — and that pretty woaiaa married to a 
' man old enough to be her fiitber— 

Joseph. Well— 

Charles, Why I believe I should be obliged to— 
Joseph, What? • 

Charles, To borrow a little of your momUtya 
that's ill. But, brother, do you know now that 
you surprise me exoeediogly, oy nmning me with 
Lady Teazle ; for, i'faith, I always undcrslood you 
wwre her favooritea 

Joseph, O, for shame, Charles! This retort b 
fooibh. a 

Chariest 'Soy, I swear I have teen you ezubaafn 
such siguifioant glances— 

Joseph, Nay, nay, sir, this is no jest. 

Charles, Em, I'm aerions. Dn't you vemem- 
her one day inen I called here— 

Joseph, Nay, pr'ythee, Charles— ^ 
Charles, And Tonnd yoo together— 

Joseph, Zounds, sirl I insbt— 

Charles. And another time when your servanh— 
/osepk. Brother, brother, a word with yoat Qoi» 
I must stop him. (dsHle.) 

Charles, Informed, 1 say, that— 

Joseph, Hnshl I bag yoor pardon, hut ^ Peter 
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has heard all we hare been aiding. I knew yon 
would clear youraelf, or I should not have con- 
sented. 

Charles, How, Sir Peter! Where is he? 

Joseph, Softly; there; (Poutis to the closet.) 

Charles, O, fore heaven, I’ll have him out. Sir 
Peter, come forth! (Trying to to the closet,) 

Joseph, No. no— (Preventu^ Aim.) 

Charles, I say, Sir Peter, come into court — 
(Crosses, pvils m Sir Peter.) — What! my old 
guardian !— What I turn inquisitor, and take evi- 
dence incog.? Oh, fie! Oh, lie! • ^ ' 

Sir P, Give me your hand, Charli|M^I beliero 1 
have suspected you wrongfully ; but you mustn't 
be anury with Joseph — ’twas my plau 1 

Charles, Indeed! 

Sir P, But I acquit you. I promise yon I don’t 
think near so ill of yon as I did : whatl have heard 
has giveji me great satisfaction. 

Chorus, Egad, thed^ ’twas lucky yon didn’t bear 
any more — wasn’t it, Joseph ? (Apart to Joseph.) 

Sir P, Ah ! you would have retorted on him. 

Cities. Ay, ay, that was a joke 
^J^ir P. Yes, yes, I know his honour too well. 

Charles. But you might as well have suspected 
him as me in thii^tnatter,' for all that — mightn’t be, 
Jossph! (Apart to Joseph.) • 

Sur P, Well, welt, 1 believe-you. 

Joseph, Would they were both out of the room ! 
(Aside.) 

Sir P, And in future, perhaps, we may not be 
such strangers. 

Enter Servant, v. 


Server Lady Sneerwell is below, anddkys she will 
come up. 

Joseph. Ijady Sneerwell! Gads life! she must 
notcomehere! [Ent SiertMinl.] Gentlemen, I beg 
pardon— I must wait on yon down stairs : he?e is a 
person come on particular business 

^ Charles. W^ell, you can see him in another room. 
Sir Peteaiand 1 have not met a long time, and I 
have something to say to him. 

Jos^h. They must not be left together. (Aside.) 
I’ll send Lady Sneerwell away, and return directly. 
Sir Peter, not a word of the Prench milliner. (Apnrf 
fo Sir Peter t and goes out , ) ’ 

Sir P, I ! not lor the world! (Apart to Joseph.) 
Ah ! Charles, if you associated more with your bro- 
ther, one might indeed hope fo^'our reformation. 
He is a mao of sentiment. Well, there is no- 
thing in the world so noble as a man of senti- 
ment! 

Charles,^ Psha! he is too moral by half! and so 
apprebensive of bis good name, as he calls it, that 
be would as soon let a priest into bis bouse as a 
wench. 

SirP, Nil no ; come, come ; you wrong him. No, 
no! Joseph is no rake, but he is no such saint ei- 
ther, in tnat respect. I have a great mind to tell 
him ; we should have such a laugh at Joseph. — 
(Ash2s.) 

Charles, Oh, hang him ! he’s a very anchorite, 
a youK hermit. 

Sirr, Hark ye! yon roost not abuse him; be 
may chance to bear of it again, 1 promis£ yon. 

Charles. Why, you won’t tell him? 

SirP. No; but, this way.— (Aside.) Egad I I’ll 
toll him. Harkye! have yon a mind to have a good 
lujrb at Joseph? 

Ckadtes. I should like it of all things. 

flSpP* Then, i’faitb, we will. (Aside.) I’ll beqnit 
whAflMin for discovering me. He had a girl with 
l^oalled. ( ITAispers.) 

Chiethe, What! Josepli? — Yon jest. 

Sir P. Hnah !— a little French miliner ; and the 
lieat of the toetla— she’s in the room now. 

CWfee.'KSevilabe is! 


SirP, Hnih! T tell you! (Points to screen,) 

Charles, Behind the screen ! 'Slife ! let usunveU. 

SirP. No, no; he’s coming— yon sha’n’t, indeed. 

Charles, Oh ! egad, we’ll have a peep at the 
little milliner! (Endeavouring to get^'towards the 
screen, SirP. preventing.) 

SirP. Not for the world— Joseph* will never for- 
give me. * 

Charles. I’ll stand by yon — 

Sir P, Ods, here be is ! 

i Just as Charles Surface throws down the screen, 
Joseph Surface enters. 

Charles, La^ Teazle ! by all that’s wonderful! 

SirP, Lady Teazle! by all that’s damnablej. 

Charles. Sir Peter, this is one of the smartest 
French milliners 1 ever saw. Egad ! yon seem all 
to have been diverting yourselves here at hide and 
seek, and I don’t see who is out of the secret. 
Shall I beg your ladyship to inform me? Not, a 
word! — Brother, will you be pleased to explain 
thisi matter? What, is morality dumb, too? Sir 
Peter, though I found you in the dark, perhaps 
^00 tronotsonow! All mute! Well, though I can 
make nothing of the affair, I suppose you perfectly 
unfierstand one another, so I’ll leave you to your- 
selves. (Going.) Brother, I’m sorry to find yon 
have given that worthy man grounds for so much 
uneasiness. Sir Peter, there’s nothing in the world 
sfK noble as a man of sentiment. 

Joseph, Sir Peter, notwithstanding — I confess — 
that appearances are against me, if you will aflbrd 
me your patience, 1 make no doubt, but I shall ex- 
plain everything to your satisfaction. 

Sir P, If you please, sir. 

Joseph, The fact is, sir, that liady Teazle know- 
ing mypretensions to your ward Maria, — I say, sir. 
Lady ’Teazle being apprehensive of the jealousy of 
your temper, and knowing my friendship to the fa- 
mily, — she, sir, I say,' called here, in order thut 1 
might explain these pretensions ; but, on yoor 
coming, being apprehensive, as 1 said, of yonr jea- 
lousy, she witbarew ; and this, you may depend on 
it, is the whole truth of the matter. 

SirP, A very clear account, upon my word; and 
I dare swear, the lady will vouch for it. 

Lady T, For not one word of it, Sir Peter! 

Sir P, How! don’t you think it worth while to 
agree in the lie ? 

Lady T. There is not one syllable of truth in 
what that gentleman has told you ! 

Sir P, I believe you, upon my soul, ma’am ! 

Joseph, (Aside,) ’Sdeatc! madam, will you be- 
tray me ? 

LMdy T, Good Mr. Hypocrite, by your leave, I’ll 
speak for myself. 

SirP, Av, let her alone, sir; you’ll find she’ll 
make out a better story than you, without prompt- 
ing. 

Lady T, Hear me, Sir Peter : I came liither on 
no matter relating to your ward, and even ignorant 
of this gentleman^s pretensions to her; but I came 
seduced by bis insidious arguments, at least, to 
listen to bis pretended passion, i£not to saorilioe 
your honour to bis baseness. 

ISir P, Now, 1 believe the truth is oomiug, in- 
deed ! •* 

Joseph, The woman’s mad! 

Lady T, No, sir ; she has recovered her senses, 
and your own arts have furnished her with the 
means. Sir Peter, I do not expect you to credit 
me, but the tenderness you expressed for me, when 
1 am sure yon oould not think I was a witness to it, 
has penetrated to my heart, that bad I left the place 
without the shame of this discovery, my future life 
should have spoken the sincerity of my gratitude. 
As for that smooth-tongued hypocrite, who would 
have seduced the wife of bis too credulous friend. 



THB SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 


IS 


Act V. Scene 1.] 

while he affected honoDrable addreesea to hie ward, 

1 behold him now in a light lo trolj despicable, 
that I shall never again respect myself for* haring 
listened to him. [BxU. 

Joseph. Netwithstanding ail this, Sir Peter, hea- 
ven knows — 

Sir P. That ybo are a villain ! and so I leave joo 
to yoar conscience. I 

Joseph. You are too rash, Sir Peter; yon shall 
hear me. The man who shuts out conviction — 

Sir P. Oh ! d— n yoor sentiments ! lExemni. 

0 

ACT V.— Scene l.^The Library. 

^JEnter Joseph Surface and Servant. 

Joseph, Mr. Stanley ! And why shonld you think 
I would see him? You most know be comes to ask 
something. 

Sir, I should not have let him in ; but that 
Mr. Rowley came to the door with him. 

Joseph, Psha! blockhead! to suppose tha\ I 
shonld now be in a temper to receive visits froni, 
poor relations! — l^ell, why don’t you show* the 
fellow up? ^ • 

Serv, 1 will, sir. Why, sir, it was not my fault 
that Sir Peter discovered my Lady — 

Joseph, Go, fool ! — .Vvrv.J — Sure, Fortune 
never played a man of my policy such a trick be- 
fore. My character with Sir Peter, my hopes with 
Maria, aestroyed in a moment! I’m in a rare hu- 
mour to listen to other people’s distresses ! I sha’n’t 
be able to bestow even a benevolent sentiment on 
Stanley. So, here he comes, and Rowley with him. 
I must try to recover myself, and put a little cha- 
rity into my face, however. [iS!s*it. 

Enter SiR Oliver Surface and Rowley. 

Shr O. What, does he avoid us ? That was be, 
wasitnoi? 

Row, It was, sir. But I doubt you are come a 
little too abruptly. His nerves are so weak, that 
the si);ht of a poor relation may be too much for him. 
1 should have gone first to break it to him. 

Sir O, Oh ! plague of his nerves! Yet this is he 
whom Sir Peter extols as a mau of the most bene- 
volent way of thinking! 

jVoic. Am to his way of thinking, I cannot pretend 
to decide ; for, todohim jusiice, he appears to have 
as much speculative benevolence as any private 
gentleman in the kingdom, though be is seldom 
so sensual as to indulge himself in the exercise 
of it. 

Sir O, Yet he has a string of charitable aenti- 
roents, I sa|Jf>ose, at his fingers’ ends. 

Row. Or, rather, at his tongue’s end, Sir Oliver; 
for 1 believe there is no sentiment he has such faith 
in as that ** Charity begins at home.” 

Sir O 9 And his, I presume, is of that domestic 
sort which never stirs abroad at all. 

Row. I doubt you'll find it so — But he’s coming. 
I mustn’t seem to interrupt you; sod, you know, 
immediately^ as pou leave him, I come in to an- 
nounce your arrival in yoor real ohtracter. 

Sir O. True; and, afterwards, you’ll meet me 
at Sir Peter’s. 

Row. Without losing a moment. [Exit. 

SirO. 1 don’t like the complaisance of liis features. 

Enter Joseph Surface. 

Jo^h, Sir, I beg you ten thousand pardons for 
keying you a moment waiting. Mr. Stanley, I pre- 
Sir 0, At your service. [same, 

/osgpk. Sir, 1 beg yon will do me the honour to 
sit do^ ; 1 entreat you, sir — 

Sir 0. Dear sir, there’s no occasion. — Too civil 
by half! (Aside.) 


Jotepk. I have not thg plearare of knowuig joa, 
Mr. Stanley; but I am extremely happy to see yon 
look so well. Yon were nearly related to my mo- 
ther, Mr. Stanley, I think'’ 

Sir O. I was, sir ; so nearly, that my preeent po- 
verty, I fear, may do duoredit to her wealthy 
children, else I shonld not have presumed to tron- 
ble you. ’ 

Joeeph. Dear sir, there needs no apology : be 
that is in distress, though a stranger, has a nght to 
olaim kindred with the wealthy. 1 am sure, 1 wish 
1 werd one ef that class, and hid it in my power to 
offer yon eve^*smsll relief. 

Sir O. If your uncle. Sir Oliver, were here, 1 
should have a friend. 

Joseph. I wish lie were, sir, with all my heart; 
yon should not want an advocate with him, believe 
me. sir. 

Sir O, I shonld not need one ; my distresses would - 
recommend me. But I imagfued his bouni^ would 
enable you to become tbe agent of bis charity. 

Joseph. My dear sir, yon were strangely misin- 
forineil. Sir Oliver is a very worthy man; but ava- 
rice, Mr. Stanley, is tbe vice of age. I will tell yon, ^ 
my good sir, in confidence, what he has done for 
me lias been a mere nothing; ihougli people, I 
knoi% have thought otherwise ; and, for my part) I 
never chose to contradict the repprL * 

Sir O, What ! has he never transmitted you bul- 
lion, rupees, pagodas? 

Joseph. Oh ! dear sir, nothing of the kind. No, 
no ; a few presents, now and then : china, shawls, 
coniroa tea, avadavats, and Indian crackers; little 
more, believe me. 

Sir O. Here’s gratitnde for twelve tboosand 
pounds ! — Avadavats and Indian crackers ! (Aside.y 

Joseph. Then, my dear air, you have heard, I 
doubt not, of the extravagance of my brother: there 
are very few would credit what 1 have done for that 
unfortunate young man. — 

Str O, Not I, for one. (Aside,') 

Joseph. Tbe sums 1 have lent iiim ! — Fndeed, I 
have been exceedingly to blame ; it wos^an amiable 
weakness ; however, 1 don't pretend to defepd it: 
and now 1 feel it doubly culpable, since it baa de- 

[ irivedmeof tbe pleasure of serving you, Mr. Stan- 
ey, as my heart dictates. 

Sir O. Dissembler! (Aside.) — Then, sir, you can't 
assist me? 

Joseph, At present, it grieves me to say, I can- 
not ; but, whenever I have the ability, yon may de- 
^pend upon hearing from me. 

Sir O. I am extremely sorry — 

Joseph. Not more than I, believe me: to pity, 
without the power to relieve, is still more painful 
than to ask, and be denied. 

Sir O, Kind sir, your most obedient humble ser- 
vant. e 

Joseph, Yon leave me deeply aflTected, Mr. Stan- 
ley. — William be ready to open the door. 

Rir O. Oh ! dear sir, no ceremony. 

Joseph, Your very obedient. ^ 

Vir O. Sir, your most obsequious. 

Joseph, You may depend npoii bearing from me, 
whenever I can be of service. • 

Sir O. h\veet sir, you are too good ! 

Joseph. In the meantime, 1 wish yon health and 
spirits. 

Sir O, Your ever grateful and perpeiunl Inunble 
servant. 

Joseph. Sir, yours as aincerriy. 

Sir O. Now 1 am satisfied 1 
/ofqvA This is one bad efleot of a good ohaiae- 
ter; it invites application from the unfortunate, and 
there needs no small degree of address fo gaio the 
repatatioit ofheaevolencewilhont incurring the ex- 
pense. Tim ailimr ore of pure charity is an expen- 
sive article in tbe eatalogue of a man's good qnali- 
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lies ; whereai, the sentfmental French plate I use 
instead of it, makes just as good a shew, and pajs 
no tax. 

Enter Rowley. 

Row* Mr. Snrfaoe, yonr set<want ; I was appre- 
hensive of interrupting jron, though my business de- 
mands attention, as tli^ note wMi inform yon. 

Jotmh. Always happy to see Mr. Rowley. — 
(Atide,) A rascal! (Jbadr.) Sir Oliyer Surface! — 
My uncle arriyed! 

Row. He is, indeed ; we have just parted with 
him, quite well, after a speedy voy||ge, and impa- 
tient to embrace his worthy nephewf^ 

Joseph* I am astonished !— William, stop Mr. 
Stanley, if be be not gone. 

Row* Oh! he's out of reach, I belieye. 

Joseph, Why did you not let me know this when 
you came in together ? 

Rowfl thon^t ^ou had particular bouness. But 
I must be gone to inform your brother, and appoint 
him here to meet yonr uncle. He will be with you 
in a quarter of an boor. 

Joseph, So be says. Well, I am strangely over- 
'^yed at his coming. — (^Ande,) Never, to be sore, 
was anything so d— d unlucky. 

Row. You wih be delighted to see how well he 
lobks. 

Joseph, Oh ! I An overjo} ed to hear it. — (Aside.) 
Just at this lime ! 

Rqw, I'll tell him bow impatiently you expect 
him. lExU, 

Joseph, Do, do ! Pray, give my best doty and 
affection. Indeed, I cannot express the sensatK''s I 
feel at, the thought of seeing him. C^rtainl^, his 
coming just at this time is the cruellest piece of ill- 
fortune r [£jnf. 

Scene ll^Sir Peter TeasWs, 

Enter Maid and M.M, CANDOUR. 

Maid. Indeed, ma'am, my lady will see nobody 
at presqnt. 

Mrs, C. Did you tell her it was her friend, 
Mrs. Candour 1 

MdUU Yes, ma'am ; but she begs you'll excuse 
her. 

Mrs, C, Do go again ; I shall be glad to see her, 
if it be only for a moment ; for I am sure she must 
he in graat distress. lExii Maid,'\ Dear heart, how 
provoking! I'm not mistress of half the circum- 
stances ! We shall have the whole affair in the news- 
papers. with the names of the parties at lengtli, be- 
fore I nave dropped the story at a dozen houses. — 

Enter Sir Benjamin Backbite. 

Oh! dear Sir Benjamin, you have heard, I sup- 
pose — 

Sir B, Qf La^ Teazle and Mr. Surface 1 

Mrs, C. And Mr Peter’s discovery. 

Sir B, Oh ! the strangest piece of business, to be 
enrol 

Mrs,C, Welt, I never was so surprised in my 
life. 1 am so sorry for all parties, inaeed. 

SlrB, Now, 1 don't pity Sir Peter at all ; hewas 
00 eztravagmtly partial to Mr. Surface. 

Mrs. C. Mr. Snrfaoe! Why, 'twaswkh Charles, 
Lady Teazle was detected. 

SvrB, No such thing, 1 tell you ; Mr. Surface is 
|be gallant. 

Mrs. C. No, no ; Charles is the man. 'Twas Mr. 
Snr&ce brought Sir Peter on purpose to discoyer 
them. 

SbrB, I tell you 1 had it from one — 

Mm. C- And I have it from one-* 

Mr B, Who had it from one, who bad it — 

Mrs.C. From one immediately— But here comes 
LndjSaeerwell ; perhaps, she knows the whole af- 
fair. 


Enter Lady Snebrwbll. 

Leufjf S, So, my dear Mrs. Candour, here’s a sad 
affair of our friend Teazle. 

Mrs, C, Ay, my dear friend, who wbnld have 
thought — 

Lady S, Well, there is no trusting appearances ; 
though, indeed, she was always too lively for 
me. 

Mrs, C, To be sure, her manners were a little too 
free ; but then she was so young — 

Lady S, And had, indeed, some good qualities. 

Mrs. C, So she had, indeed. Butnave you beard 
the particulars ? 

LadyS. No; but everybody says that Mr. Sur- 
face — 

Sir B, Ay, there ; I told yon Mr. Surface was 
the man. 

Mrs, C, No, no ; indeed the assignation was with 
Charles. 

LadyS, With Charles ! you alarm me,Mrat; Can- 
dour! 

Mrs, C, Yes, yes ; he was the lover. Mr. Sur- 
face, to do him justice, was only the informer. 

Str B, Well, I'll not dispute with you, Mrs. 
Candour; but, be it which it may, 1 hope that Sir 
Peter's wound will not— 

Mrs, C. Sir Peter's wound ! Oh, mercy ! 1 didn’t 
hear a word of their fighting. 

LadyS, Nor I, a syliahie. 

«• Sir B, No ! what, no mention of the duel? 

Mrs. C, Not a word. 

Sir B. Oh 1 yes, they fofaglit before they left 
the room. 

Lady S, Pray, let us hear. 

Mrs, C, Ay, do oblige us with the duel. 

Sir B, ** Sir," says Sir Peter, immediately aftor 
the discovery, **yoD are a most ungrateful fellow." 

Mrs, C, Ay, to Charles — 

SirB, No, no; to Mr. Surface. **A most nn- 
jp'ateful fellow ; and old as I am, sir," says be, I 
insist on immediate satisfaction." 

Mrs,C, Ay, tliat most have been to Charles ; for 
'tis very unlikely Mr. Surface would light in his 
own bouse. 

SirB, Gad's life, ma'am, not at all — Giving 
me immediate satisfaction." On this, ma'am. Lady 
Teazle, seeing Sir Peter in such danger, ran out of 
the room in strong hysterics, and Chimes after her, 
calling out for hartboorn and watet^; then, madam, 
they began to fight witli swords — 

Enter CRABTREE. 

Crab, With pistole, nephew ! I have it from mi- 
doubted autliorily. 

Mrs. C. Oh ! Mr. Crabtree, then il is all true! 

Crab. Too true, indeed, madam ; and Sir Peter 
is dangerously wounded — 

Sir B. By a thrust in segoon quite through bis 
left side — 

Crab, By a bullet lodged in the thorax. 

Mrs, C, Mercy on me! Poor Sir Peter 1 

Crab, Yes, madam ; though Charies would have 
avoided the matter, if he could. ^ 

Mrs, C, 1 told you who it was ; 1 knew Charles 
was the person. 

SirB.'My uncle, 1 see, knows nothing of the 
matter. 

Crab. But Sir Peter taxed him with the basest 
ingratitude. 

Sir B, That I told yon, yon know. 

Crab. Do, nephew, let me speak !— And insisted 
on immediate — 

Sir B, Satisfaction ! Just as I said. 

Crab, Ods life! nephew, allow others to know 
something, too 1 — A pair of pistols laid on the bu- 
reau, (for Mr. Surface, it seems, had come home the 
night before, late from Sal thill, where be bud been 
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to teethe Iftontem with a friend, who hat a ton at 
Eton,) to, onlnokilj, the pittolt were left charged. 
Sir B, I heard nothing of tbit. 

Crab, Sir Peter foreea Charles to take one ; aod 
they tired, it teemt, prettj nearly together. — 
Charlet’t shot took effect, as I tell yon, and Sir 
Peter'a miaied ; but, what is very extraordinary, 
the ball atruck againtt a little bronze Shaktpeare 
that stood over the fire-place, grazed out of the 
window, at a right angle, and wonnded the post- 
man, who was just oonung to the door with a doa- 
ble letter from Northamptonshire. 

^ Sir B. My nnole’s account is more oironmatan- 
tial, I oonfett ; but 1 believe mine it the only true 
one, for all that. 

Ldb S, f Aside.) I am more interested in this 
affair than they imagine, and must have better in- 
formation. \ExU, 

SarB, Ah! LadySneerweirt alarm it very easily 
aooonnted for. 

Crab, Yea, they certainly do tay— bot that’t 
neither here nor there. 

Mr», C, Bnt, pray, where is Sir Peter at pre- 
sent? 

Crab, Oh* they brought him home, and htf is 
now In the house, thongb the servants are ordered 
to deny him. 

Jft «. C. I believe to ; and Lady Teazle, I tnppote, 
attending him. 

Crab, Yes, yes; and I saw one of the faculty 
enter just before me. ^ 

Sir B, Eh' who comes here? 

Crab, Ob ' this is he . the physician, depend 
•n*t. 

Mri,C, Oh' certainly: it mast be the phyti- 
dan ; and now we shall know. 

Emier SlR Oliv CR Surpacf. 

Crab, Well, doctor, what hopes? 

Mrs, C, Ay, doctor, how’s yonr patient? 

SarB, Now, doctor, isn’t it a wound with a 
amall-sword ? 

Crab, A bullet lodged in the thorax, for a hun- 
dred. 

SirO Doctor' a wound with a small sword' and 
a ballet in the thorax' Oons ' are you mad, good 
perale? 

Sir B, Perhaps, sir, you are not a doctor? 
iStrO. Truly,! have to thank you for my degree, 
if I be. 

Crab. Only a friend of Sir Peter’s, then, I pre- 
anme. But, sir, you mutt have beard of bis acci- 
dent? 

Sir O, Not a word ! 

Crab, Not pf his being dangerously wounded ? 
Sir O. The devil he is ' 

Sir B. Run through the body— 

Crab, Shot in the breast— 

Sir B. By one Mr. Surface — 

Crab. JU, the younger. 

SurO, Eh ! what the plague ! you teem to differ 
ttrangdy in youi acoountt; however, you agree 
that & Peter is dangerously wounded. 

Sir B, ObJ ycS, we agree in that. 

Crab, Yet, yet; I believe there can be no doubt 
of that. • 

Sir O, Then, imon my word, for a person in that 
situation, be it the moit imprudent man alive; for 
here he comet walking, at if nothing at all was the 
matter.— 

Afsr Sir Peter Teazle. 

Odt heortl Sir- Peter, yon are come in good 
times, I promise you ; for we had just given you 
over. 

Sir B, Bgtdl uncle, this it the most sudden re- 
coveiy. 


Sir O, Why, man, what do you out of bed, with 
a small sword through yonr body, and » boOet 
lo^ed in yonr thorax '' 

Sir P. A small sword, and a bullet ! 

Str O, Ay, these gentlemen would have killed 
yoH, without law or ^ysic, and wanted to dub me 
a doctor, to make me an accomplice. 

Svr P, Why, wfia^ is all tbit ? 

Sir B,Vfe rejoice. Sir Peter, that the story of 
the duel is not true; and are sincerely sorry for 
yonr other misfortone. 

Sir P, (Aside.) So, to! all over the town al- 
ready. 

Crab, Thoa|^, Sir Peter, you were certainly 
vastly to blame to marry at your years. 

StrP, Sir, what business is that of yonrt? 

Mrs. C. Though, indeed, as Sir Peter made to 
good a husband, he’s very much to be pitied. 

Sir P, Plague on your pity, ma’am I I desira 
none of it. 7 

Sir B, However, Sir Peter, you must not mind 
the laughing and jests you will meet widi on the 
occasion. 

Sir P, Sir, sir, I desire to be matter in my 
own honse. 

Crab, ’Tis no uncommon case, that’t one com- 
fort. 

Sir P, I insist on being left to myself. , Without 
oeremo^, I insist on your leavinRmy house. 

Mrs.C, Well, well, we are going; and, depend 
on’t, well make the best report of it we can. 

Sir P, Leave my house ' 

Crofi. And tell how hardly you’ve been treated— 

Sf%P, Leave my house ! 

Air B, And how patiently you bear it. 

lExemi aU bai Sir P, aadSir O. 

Sir P. Leave my house '—Fiends ! vipers ! fu- 
ries ' — Ob' that tneir own venom would choke 
them ! 

AirO. They are very provoking, indeed. Sir 
Peter. « 

Enter Rowley. , 

Row, I beard high words. What hat ruffled you, 
sir? 

Sv P, Pbha' what signifies asking? Do I era 
past a day without my vexations? 

Row, Well, I'm not inquisitive. 

Air O, Well, I am not inquisitive ! 1 come only 
to tell yon, that 1 bare seen both my nephews in 
the manner we proposed. 

Sir P, A precious ooople they are ! 

• Jioio. Yes, and Sir Oliver is oonvinoed that yonr 
judgment was right, Sir Peter. 

Sir O. Yes, 1 find Joseph is, indeed, the man, 
after all. 

Row. Ay, as Sir Peter says, be is aman of senti- 
ment. 

Air 0. And acts up to the senjimenA he pto- 
fesses. . 

Row. It certainly is edification to hear him talk! 

AirO. Ob! he’s a model for the young men of the 
ag&'— Bnt bow’s this, Sir Peter? You don’t ioiii 
ns in your friend Joseph's praise, as I ezpeoteo. 

Air P, Sir Oliver^ we live in a dr-< vriokod 
world, and tjie fewer we praise the better** 

Row, What ' do yon say so. Sir Peter, vho were 
never mistaken in yonr life? 

Air P. Psha' Plane on yon both ! I see ly yonr 
sneering, yon have heard the whole affair. 1 aball 
go mad among yon ! 

Row, Then, to fret you no longer. Sir Peter, we 
are indeed acquainted with it all. 1 met Lady Teazle 
ooming from Mr. Surface’s, so humble, that she 
deignA to request me to be her advocate with 
you. 

ASrr P. Aod does Sir Oliver know all this? 

AirO. Every ciroamstauce. 
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Sir P. What of the oloMt and the soreen, ehf 

Sir O, Ten, jes ; and the little French milliner. 
Oh ! I bare been vastlr diverted with the fctory. 

Sir P. Twas very Dleaaaiit. 

Sir O. 1 never langned more in my life, 1 aeenre 
yon. Ha, ha, ha! f ^ 

Sir P. Oh! vastly diverting^ !( Ha, ha, ha! 

How. To be sore, Joseph with his sentiments — 

SirP. Yes, yes, his sentiments! Ha, ha, ha! 
Hypooritioal viHain ! 

atr O. Av, and that roaoe Charles to poll Sir 
Peter out of the closet. Ha, ha ! 

Sir P. Ua, ha ! ’Twas devilish entertaining, to 
be aare. 

SirO. Egad! Sir Peter, I shoold like to have 
seen yonr face when the soreen was thrown down' 
Ha, ha, ha! 

SirP. Yes, yes; my face when the screen was 
thrown down. Ua, ha, ha! Oli! I roast never 
shew try falN^ again ! 

Sir O. Bm. come, come ; it ian*t fair to laogli at 
you, neither, my old friend ; though, upon my soul, 

I can’t help it. 

Sir P. Oh ! pray, don’t restrain your mirth on 
account ; it does not hurt me at all. 1 laugh at i 
the whole affair my aolf. Yes, yes; I think being a 
standing jest for all one’s acquaintance, a very 
hd|>py sitqation. Oh ! yes ; and then of a mo’ming, 
to read the paratfaphs about Mr. S — , Lady T — , 
and Sir P — , will be so entertaining ! 1 shall cer- 
tainly leave town to-morrow, and never look man- 
kind in the face again. 

How. Without affectation, Sir Peter, you may de- 
spise the ridicule of fools. But I see Lady Iv^zle 
going towards the next room ; f am sHre you must 
desire a reconciliation as earnestly as she does. 

SirO. Perhaps my being here prevents her com- 
ing to you. Well, I’ll leave honest Rowley to me- 
diate between you ; but he must bring you all pre- 
sently to Mr. Surface’s, where I am now returning, 
if not to reclaim a libertiue, f4 least to expoNe hy- 
pociicyi^ [L'ril. 

Sir P. Ah ! I’ll be present at your discovering 
yourself there with all my heart ; though, ’tis a 
vile unlucky place for discoveries. She is not com- 
. hig here, you see, Rowley. 

How. No ; but she has left the door of that room 
open, yon perceive. See, she is in tears. 

Sw P. Certainly, a little inortiiicalion appears 
▼ery becoming in a wife. Don’t y on think it will 
do her good to let her pine a little ? 

How. Ob ! this is ungenerous in you ! 

Sir P. Well, 1 know not what to think. Yon re- 
member the letter [ found of hers, evidently in- 
tended for Charles? 

Row. A mere forgery. Sir Peter, laid in yonr 
way on pnrpose. This is one of the points which 1 
intend Snake shall give you conviction of. 

Sir P. f wish I were once satisfied of that. Sbd 
looks this way. Wbat a remarkably elegaot turn of 
the head she has ! Rowley, I’ll go to her. 

How.* Certainly. 

Sir P. Though, when it is known that we are '■e- 
conoHed, people will laugh at me ten times more. 

How. Let them laugh, and retort their malice only 
by shewing them you are happy in spite of it. 

Sir P. ITaith, so I will ! ana, if I’m not mistaken, 
we may yet be the happiest ooople in the county. 

How. Nay, Sir Peter, be who once lays aside aos- 
pioion — 

Sir P. Hold ! matter Rowley, if you have any 
regard for me, never let me bear you utter anything 
like a sentiment; 1 have had enough of them to 
eerre me the rest of my life. [^Exeunt. 

Scene lll.^The Library. 

JBhfsr Lady SNEBftw ELL end Joseph Surface. 
LadyS, It^mible! Will not Sir Peter imme- 


diately be reooneUed to Charles^ and of oonae- 
, quenoe, no lenoer oppose his union with Maria? 

I The thought la distraotion to me. 

Joseph. Can passion furnish a remedy? 

Lady S, No, nor cunning, neither, ,0b ! I was a 
fool, an idiot, to leagoe with snoli a blunderer ! 

Joseph. Sure, Lady Sneerwell, I am the greatest 
sufferer; yet you see I bear the accident wiUioalm- 
iiesB. Well, I admit 1 have been to blame. I con- 
fess I deviated from the direct road of wrong; but 
1 don’t think we’re so defeated, neither. 

Lady S. No ! 

Joseph. Yon tell me vou have made a trial of 
Snake, since we met, and that you still believe him 
faithful to ns. 

Lady S. I do believe so. 

Joseph. And that he has undertaken, shoold it 
be necessary, to swear and prove, that Charles is, 
at this time, oontraoted by vows and honoor to your 
ladyship, which some of bis former letters to you 
will serve to support. ** 

Lady S. This, indeed, might have assisted. 

yoseph. Come, conn ; it is not too late, jet. — 
Knocking.) Bnt, hark ! this is probably my uncle, 
Sir^liver. Retire to that room ; we’ll consult far- 
tVer when he is gone. 

Lady S. Well, but if he shoold find you out, too? 

Joseph. Oh I I have no fear of that. Sir Peter 
will bold hib tongne, for his own credit's sake ; and 
you may depend on it, I shall soon discover Sir 
Oliver’s weak side ! 

Lady S. 1 have no diffldenoe of yonr ablities ' 
only be constant to one rognery at a time. [RanV. 

Joseph. I will. So, tis confounded bard, after 
such bad fortnne, to be bailed by one’s confederMe 
in evil. Well, at all events, my cliararter is to innoh 
better than Charles's, that I certainly — Eh ! what 1 
this is not Sir Oliver, but old Stanley again. Plagoe 
on’t! that be should return to tease me just now. 
I shall have Sir Oliver come and find him here, 
and — 

Enter Sir Oliver Surfacp. 

Gad’slife ! Mr. Stanley, wl^ have you ooine book 
to plague me at this time? You must not stay now, 
upon my word. 

Sir 0. Sir, 1 hear yonr uncle Oliver is expected 
here; and, although he has been so peourious to 
you. ril try what he’ll do forme. 

Joseph. Sir, ’tis impossible for }ou to stay now, 
so I must beg — Come any other time, and I pro- 
mise you shall be assisted. 

SirO. No ; Sir Oliver and I must be acquainted. 

Joseph. Zounds' sir, then I insist ou your quit- 
ting the room directly. 

Sir O. Nny, sir, — 

Joseph. Sir, I insist on’t' Here, William, shew 
this gentleman out. Since you compel me. sir, — 
not 000 moment — this is sucli insolence— (PiisAiiip 
himoni.) 

Enter Charlls Surface. 

Charles. Heyday! what’s the matter now? What 
the devil! have yon got hold of m^ little broker 
here? Zonnds ! brother, don’t hurt little Premium. 
What’s the matter, my little fellow ? 

Joseph. So, he has been with you, too, has he? 

Charles. To be sure, he has. Why, he’s as honest 
a little— But, sure, Joseph, job have not been bor- 
rowing money, too, have yon? 

Borrowing! Mo; but, brother, you know, 
we expect Sir Oliver here every—- 

Chaileu Egad! that’s true. Noll mustn’t find the 
little broker here, to be sore? 

Joseph. Yet Mr. Stanley insiats— 

Charles. Stanley I why, his name’s Premium* 

Joseph. No, sir, Stanley. 

Charles. No, no. Premium. 

Joseph. Well| no matter which— but— 
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ChwrUt, Aj, mj; Stimlejor PtoEpSaa^ 'tl» Mie 
aame Uiing, ■■ jroa sajr ; for 1 lopj^iif be goat by 
half a hanared namea, beaidea A. B. mi the coffee- 
liouae. 

Joseph, *Sfiealh ! bere'a Sir Oliver at the door. 
Now 1 beg^r. Stanley— 

Charles. Ay» ay ; and I beg, Mr. Preminm — 

SirO. Gentlemen-r 

Joseph. Sir, by heaven, ^on shall go ! 

Charles. Ay, out with him, certainly ! 

Sir O. This violence — 

Joseph, Sir, ’tia your own fault. 

Charles, Out with him, to be sure. {Both forcing 
Sir Oliver out.) 

EnteriiR Peter and Lady Teazle, Maria, and 
Rowley. 

Sir P. My old friend, Sir Oliver, eh ! What, in 
the name of wonder— here are dutiful nephews; as- 
sault their uncle at a first visit! 

Idufy T. Indeed, Sir Oliver, 'twas well we came 
in to rescue you. • * 

Jlow. Truly, it was ; for I perceive, Sir Oliver, , ^ 
the character of old Stanley was no protection to^u. 

Sir O. Nor of Premium either: the necessities 
of the former could not extort a shilling from that 
benevolent gentleman ; and with the other, I stood 
a chance of faring worse than niy ancestors, and 
being knocked down without being bid for. 

Joseph. Charles! A ^ 

Charles. Jo.seph! * 

Joseph. ’Tis now complete ! 

Charles. Very ! 

Sir O. Sir Peter, my friend, and Rowley, loo- 
look on that elder nephew of mine. You know what 
he has already received from my bounty; and you 
also know how gladly I would have regarded half 
my fortune as held in tiust for him; judge, then, 
roy disappointiiient in discovering him to be desti- 
tute of truth, chat:ity, and gratitude. 

SirP, Sir Oliver, I should be more suqiriscd at 
this declaration, if I had not myself found him to 
br selfish, treacherous, and hypocritical. 

LadgT, And if the gentleman iilead not guilty 
to these, pray, let him call me to his character. 

Sir P. Then, I believe, we need add no more. 
If he know himself, he will consider it as the most 
perfect punishment, that he is known to the 
world. 

Charles, (Aside.) If they talk this way to ho- 
nesty, what will they say to me, by-nnd-by f 

Sir O. for that prodigal, his brother, there — 
Charles, (Aside.) Ay, now comes my turn; the 
d — d family pictures will ruin me. 

Joseph, Sir ^liver, — uncle, will you honour me 
with a hearing? 

Charles. (Aside.) Now, if Joseph would make 
one of his long speeches, 1 might recollect myself a 
little. 

Sir O, (To Joseph.) I suppose you would under- 
take to justify yoiicself? 

Joseph. I trust 1 could. 

iVtrO. Nay, if vou desert your roguery in its 
distress, and try to be justified^, yon have even less 
principle than 1 thougiit you hud. — (To Charles.) 
Well, sir, yon could justify yourself, I suppose? 
Charles. Not that I know of. Sir Oliver. 

Sir O. What, little Premium has been let too 
much in the secret, I suppose? 

Charles. True, sir ; but they were family se- 
oreU, and should not be meutioned again, you 
know. 

Jtoio. Come, Sir Oliver, I know yon cannot speak 
of Charles’s follies with anger. 

Sir O. Odd's heart ! no more I can ; nor with 
ffravity either. Sir Peter, do you know, the rogno 
bargained with me for all his ancestors; sold me 


I Jodfras and merala by the foot, and — *1^ aonta 
as obaap as nroken china. 

^ Charles, To be sore. Sir Oliver, I did make a 
little free with the femily canvas, that’s the truth 
onH. My ancestors may certainly rise up in judg- 
ment against me; thefe^fio denying it ; bot believe 
me sincere when btell yon, (and, upon my soul, I 
would not say so if liwas not) that if I do not appear 
mortified at the exposure of my follies, it is becanse 
I feel, at this momeot, the warmest satisfaction in 
seeing yon, my liberal benefactor. 

SirQ. Cbarles, I believe you. Give me yoar 
hand again. The ill-looking little fellow over the 
settee has made your peace. 

Charles. Then, sir, my gratitode to the original 
is still increased. 

Lady T. Yet, I believe. Sir Oliver, here is one 
to whom Charles is still more auxions to be recon- 
ciled to. 

SirO. Oh! T have heard of bis attaohiientathere; 
and, with the young lady’s pardon, if 1 construe 
rightly, that blush — • 

Sir P. Well, child, speak your sentiments. 

) Maria. Sir, 1 have little to say, bat that I sli alt _ 
rejoice to bear that he is happy ; for me, wbatev<?^ ' 
claim I had to bis attention, 1 willingly resign to 
one who has a better title. • ^ 

ChdUes. How, Maria? • 

»Vi> P. Heyday! what’s the lay stery now? — 
While be appeared an incorrigible rake, yon would 
give your hand to no one else ; and now that he is 
likely to reform. I'll warrant you won’t have 
him. 

AfsSia. His own heart and Lady Sneerwell know 
the cause. • 

Charles. Lady Sneerwell ! 

Joseph. Brother, it is with great concern I am 
obliged to speak on this point ; hut rny regard to 
justice coinpeis me, and l.ady Siicerwell’s injuries 
can no longer be concealed. (Opens a door.) 

Enter Lady Snkcrwcll. s 

• 

SirP. So! Another French milliner ! Egad! he 
has one in every room in the bouse, 1 suppose. * 

Lady S. I.'ngrateful Charles’ W’ ell may you be • 
surprised, and feel for the indelicate silualioii your 
perfidy has forced me into. 

Churlt’s. Pnu , uncle, is this another plot of yours? 
for, as I have life, I don’t iinderstuod it. 

Joseph. I believe, sir, there is but the evidence 
of one person more necessary to make it extreioelj 
clear. 

SirP. .And that person, I imagine, is Mr.Snak^. 
Rowley, you were perfectly right to bring him witb 
us, and prav let him appear. 

Row. Walk in, Mr. Snake. 

Enter Snake. * 

I thouj^lit his testimony might be wanted. How- 
ever, it happens unluckily, that he comes to con- 
front La^ Sneerwell, not to support her. 

Lady S. A villain ! Treacherous to me at last ! 
Speak, fellow! have yoo, too, conspired against me? 

Snake. I beg your ladjship ten tbousalbd par- 
dons : you paid me extremely liberally for the lie 
in question ; but I, wrfortunately, have been offered 
double to speak the truth. 

Str P. Plot and counterplot! I wish joar lady- 
ship joy of vour negociation. 

LadyS, The torments of shame and disappoint- 
ment on you all ! 

Lady T. Hold! Lady Sneerwell, before yon go, 
let me thank yon for tlie trouble you and that gen- 
tleman have taken, in writing letters from me to 
Charles, and answering them yoorself ; and let me 
also reqMft joa to make my respects to the seta- 



TBB aOaOQL FOEH&AMDAL. 


[AOT V. 


diloiu edHiMe, of whieh jroa ore pvoaMent. asd ia- 
form theid, that Ladj Teade» licentiate, begs lea?e 
to letam the diploma they mnted her, as ahe 
leaTes off praotioe, and killa onaraoten no longer. 

XtttduS. Yon, too, madam,— provoking, inao- 
lentr-Maj yoar hiuband* llvd tbeae fifty years ! 

Sir P, Oons ! vrhat a fory ! h 

LaduT, A malioions oreatnre, indeed * 

SirP, What I Not for her last wish? 

LaduT. Oh, no! 

Sir D. Well, sir, and what liave yon to Bay now ? 

di w w iA Sir, 1 am so confounded, to find that 
Lam Sneerwell oonld be goilty of suborning Mr. 
Snake in this manner, to impose on us all, that I 
know not what to say : however, lest her revenge- 
ful spirit shoeld prompt her to injure my brother, 
I had certainly better follow her directly. For the 
man who attempts to— [£ktt. 

Sir P. Blbral to the last ! 

Sir O. Ay, and marry her, Joseph, if yon can. 
Egad! yOa*ll do very well together. 

itow. I believe we have no more occasion for 
Snake, at present. 

Snait, ^fore I go, I beg pardon once for all, 
for whatever uneasiness I have been the humble in- 
strument of cansing to the parties present. 

Sir P. «W ell, well ; yon have made atonement 
by a good deed at last. 

Smoke, But I must request of the company, that 
it shall never be known. 

Sir P, Eh * What the plague, are yon ashamed 
of having done a right thing once in yonr life? 

Smoke, Ah ' sir, consider, I live by the baill less 
of mv character; and if it were once {^nown that I 
had been betrayed into an honest action, 1 should 
lose every friend 1 have In the world. [Esif. 


SkO, Wrilmwell; we*tl not tradoce you by say- 
ing any tbinHn yonr praise, never foar. 

Laay T, See, Sir Oliver, there needs no person- 
sion now to reconcile your nephew and Mana. 

Niir O. Ay, ay; that’s asit should bsid ogoA! 
we*ll have the wedding to-morrow morning. 
CkarUt, Thank you, dear uncle ! 

Sir P, What, yon rogue, don’t yon ask the 
girl’s consent first? 

Charles, Ob I 1 have done that a long time — a 
min ate ago, and she has looked yes. 

Maria, For shame, Charles I 1 protest. Sir Pe- 
ter, there has not been a word. 

Sir O, Well, then, the fewer the better. May 
yonr love for each other never know abate- 
ment 1 4 

Str P, And may you live as happily together as 
Lad y Teaale and I intend to do ! 

Charles, Rowley, my old friend, I am sure you 
congratulate me ; and I suspect that 1 owe you 
muM. 

SirP, Ay, honest Rowley always said yoa would 
reform. 

Charles, Why, as to reforming, Sir Peter, I’ll 
mane no promises, and that 1 take to be a proof 
that 1 intend to set about it ; but here shall be my 
monitor, my gentle guide — Ah! can I leave the vir- 
tuous path those eyes illumine^ 

T&mk thou, dear maid, shouUst mtaee thy beauty's 

TKmt shU mart rule, because imHebey: 

An humble fugitwe from folly aiew. 

No sanctuary near but hive and you; 

(To the Aodicooo.) 

Vou cam, indeed, each anxious fear reaunue. 

For even Scandal diu, (f* you ayyraoe, [ffsnmiL 
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ACT T. 

Sob n e l^^ThB outstde of the gate of Bruges, Pubhc- 
houae on onesuk, wtth the sign of the ** Right heir,** 
Hiooin, Prig. Ferret, and olhet Beggars dis- 
covered as having been drinking at a table, 
GLBE AND CHORUS. 

Well, brothers, our merry old king u dead; 

Whai matters? we*ll soon have another instead. 

He would not have cried 
Hatl you or J died. 

Then mourn him no longer, but merrily sing. 

Rest, rest to the bones of our meny old king, 

Dtain the can, brother. 

Fill up another; 

Drink tillwur eyes with tears shall sweU ; 

Tears uj btandy alone. 

And the monarch that f gone 
ShsM, be wept ui the liquor he lov'd eo weS, 
Hig.WeU sgid, my natter*, peace be to 
Hib was a i^old aod silver leiRti , he, Ijrrant-like, 
Did never force awav jrour bens and bacon 
'When }e had venCurM Tor’t. 

Png. Andfi^retun 

W'^e've IjMC bin Obr||Ual barial , in cood sooth, 
That’s anro than fo%«ra- on joor soldiep^s end. 
Fer. The ohanoe was his. 

Hqf. Ay, ritarry, was't. But nark, 

The obanee that laid him low did make him king, 
And yet may crown ns, too. 

Pr^, 8o*t be in right 
or oor old custom and elfplioo— law. 

H^. True, Png , ’tis fltwedo observe the laws. 
Here is the table doth exact from all 
A strict obedience, or expulsion. First, 

Be perfect in your crutches and your feign’d hurts. 
Then your torn passMits, with the learned ways 
To stammer and be dumb, and blind and lame. 
Prig, Ay, and shed tears to move compassion. 
Fer. Aft not the halting paces all sot downt 


Hig, All in the learned language. Brother— 

Png Peace ' ( Boors eaU front behind,) 

To your postures. 

Enter three or four Boors, with pipes, 

1 Boor Wlist, ho * mine host with toe big belly ' 

beer’ 

Stark English beer' Well met, my merry aonls. 

I What’ jour trade thrives, metbinks, since Wolforl 
reigns 

I O’er prostrate Flandem, in despite of Bruges' 
Yowr state doth grow in numbers , marry, why^ 

, Heltow thrives best who hath the least to lose. 
Hig, Bless you, mahtcrs, we sufler with the times* 

2 Boor. Come, landlord, beer. 

Enter Landloid fiom the house, witk beer, 

Jjand. Here’s o’llie right sort. [Flores* 

1 Boor. Then here’s to the right heir— the losteml 
W^here IS old Clause^ > 

He gives respect and coantenancetolmmiainn [jant* 
An’ ye make him your king, Id coll iii?iOirms suh- 
Hig, What, old solemnity, our grey-beard bUhop ? 
Png, See, here he conies ' [en! 

• • Ffifer Clause. 

1 Boor. Good morrow, worthy daose : 

How fares it with ye, man? • 

Clamxe.^SoX better tmui the times 
Give token of. but for old Bruges here. 

Whose charitable sons still feed our wauU^ 

We bad long fled this bleeding land. 

Where tyrants do make beggars o^e all. [more — 
1 Boor, There thou say ’st well ! Tfur nobles are no 
Our cities ruin’d, and the great wealth of Flanders 
Center’d in Bruges. She alone defends 
Her rigfata and liberty 'gainst Wolfort’s power. 
Here s to her burgomaster, old Vandunke 

< Beggars and Boors drink to Vandusdm,) 
Clasue, I will be with you straight, but find 
must benoe 

Awbile into the town. We’ll meet anon. iBadA 
Hig, Let’s forward then. Oor doBim do repofO 
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Under jni frees. Go some, end oeH them hither, 
And then tmdge gnilj home to Beggar’s Bash. 
GLEE. 

Men. Gems, ioxUs, coms. Tks cheerful day 
Is bright, and wmdf are huM, 

Enter M^omen^ 

Women. Then take thy et^f, aitil troll the lay. 

And trudge to lneggar*t Buah, 

Our welcome home, a blithe one, too, 

The thrush's song shall be; 

And never dwelt a merrier crew , 
Beneath the greenwood tree, [ Exeunt. 
ScbUSII. — Presence-chamber of the Earlof Flanders. 
Enter HUBERt disarmed and guarded, met by WoL- 
FORT <md train, [arm'd him 1 

Wolf, What, Hubert stealing from me ? Who dis- 
’Twas more than I commanded ; take your sword, 

I am best goardcd with it in yoor hand 
I’ve seta you ntie it nobly. 

Hub. And will turn it « 

On my owlik bosom, ere it shall be drawn 
Unworthily or ruddy. 

W€df. Would you leave me 
*Wlthout a farewell, Hubert? Fly a friend, 
Unwearied in hi»*stady to advance you? 

Who ever yet aA'iv’d to any grace, e 

Reward, or trust ^om me, but his approaches 
Were by yoor fair reports of him preteir’d? 

Nay, what is more, Uve made myself your servant 
In making you the master of those secrets, [me : 

Which not the rack of conscience could draw from 
Nor I, when I ask’d mercy, trust my pray’rs with. 
Ye(, after these assurances of love, * 

These ties and bonds of friendship, to torsake me ' 
Forsake me as an enemy ! Come, you must 
Give me a reason. 

Hub. Sir, and so I will. 

If I may do’t in private ; and you bear it. 

Wolf. All leave the room. \ Exeunt Guards, Sfc. 
You have your will; now speaa. 

And nse <he liberty of our first friendship. 

Hub. Friendship! When yon pro v’d traitor first, 
that vanish’d; 

Nor dh I owe yon any thought but bate. 

I know my flight hatfi forfeited my head. 

And ao I make you first to understand 

What a strange monster yon have made yourself: 

I welcome it. 

ITo^. To me this is strange language. 

Hub. To you! Why, what are you? 

Wolf. Yourprinoe and master, Rt 

The earl of Flanders. 

Hub. By a proper title ! 

Rais'd to it by cunning, circumvention, force. 
Blood, and proscriptions. 

Woif. And in all this wisdom 
Had I not roMon, — when the protector, Gerrard, 

' Who nodeivliid bad by his ministers 
Detiaotid ii||g|(i|preat actions, made my faith 
And loyalty suspected? in sniicb failing. 

He aoogbt my life by practice. 

Hub. With what forehead 
Bo yon speak this to me? Who, as 1 fcnow’t. 
Most and will say, ’tie false. * 

Wolf. Ha ! mj guard thahi. ^ ^ [hear, 

Hw. You bade me speak, and promis’d yon would 
Which I now say you shall: not a sound more; 
For I, that am contemner of mine own. 

Am roaster of yoor life ; Ihewhere’s a sword 
Between you and4dl aide: although you blind 
The credulous beast, the multitude, yon 
Pass Rot these untruths on me. 

WM How! uatiiiths? 

Hub, Ay, and it is favourable language ; 

They’d boM ip a mean man lies and foul ones. 
Were aRttme rumours, 

• UjJM^daAl’d unto your trial, spread 
MiMfown followers? who, being suborn’d, 
flyijillltrth and took their oaths they had been fair’d 


By Gerraid your murder: this once beard 
And easily beliet’d, your well-taught slaves 
Snatch’d nastily their arms, and barbarously kurd 
Such as were servants, or thought friei^s, to Ger > 
Vowing the like to him. ^ [rard 

Wolf. Will yon yet end? 

Hub. But he with bis son Florez, (the true heir 
By right unto this country from his mother,) 
Forsook the city, and by secret Ways, 

As you give out, and we would gladly have’t. 
Escap'd their fury ; though 'tis more than fear'd 
*Tht^ fell among the rest. Your oroehies since 
So far trausoend yoor former bloody ills. 

As if, compar'd, they only would appear 
Essays of mischief— do not stop your ears. 

More are behind yet. 

Wolf. Repeat them not. 

Hu6. Aprince in nothing but your princely lusts 
And boMHess rapines. 

fro^/Hold, 1 beseech yon ; 

Thou art to me in this a greater tyrant 
T fetn e’er I was to any. 

Hub. I end thus 

Themeneral grief. Now to my private wrong: 

The loss of Gerrard's daughter, Jaouliny 
The hop’d for partner of my lawful bed. 

Your cruelty hath frighted from mine arms. 

Think yon that I had reason now to leave yon? 

My life is irksome ; here securely take it, 

^d^o me but this fruit of all your friendshfe, 
ThJP may die by you, audnotyonrhangman. [have 
Wolf. Oh ! Hilbert, these yCnr words rad reasons 
As well drawn drops of blood from my griev’d bmrt. 
As from mine eyes these tears ! Can you botwok 
Where Gerrard is, or your lost love, or Florez* 

W horn in his infancy — 

You stole, and since 

Have kept conceal’d, the better to maintain 
The usnroation of bis seat. 

Wolf, Byheav’u! 

I stole him not, nor know I where he is. 

Nor if he lives; soon after my return 
From Brabant, whither I was sent to treat 
About a future match with our young earl. 

He was at that time missing, and remains 
Unheard of to this hour; if 30a can find him, 

1 will resign the earldom. 

Hub. Sir, do not abuse 
My aptness to believe. 

Wolf. Suspect not yon 
A faith that’s built upon so tme a sorrow. 

Make jour own terms, ask for them all conditions 
Mv power can grant, or jour suspicion prompt. 
Hemskirke, the partner of my secret’st ooonoils. 
Shall journey with you to this wish’d diseoveiry. 

I have of late receiv’d intelligence, 

That some of Gerrard’s frienos are ’bout Bruges 
To be found ; which I did then interpret 
The cause of that town’s standing out against me. 
But now am glad, it may direct your purposo 
Ofgivitm them their aafety, and me peace. 

Hub. Be constant to yourpromise, and yon have it. 
Wolf. Distrust me not: and proap’rons be your 
search. (Esif Hubart, 

Loi me but bare tfaem oooe witbU'Riy gnip« 

Their blood shall write the waiVBnt of my'fiue* 

[An?. 

Scene III. — A Street or Sguare A Bruget, 
Enter three Murchante. 

1 Mer. ’Tis much that yod deliver of this Goswiii. 
2 Her. He bears himself with such a confideoot 

As if he were the matter of the sea. 

And not a wind upon the sailor’s compass 
But from one point or other were his factor. 

To bring him in the best commodities 
Merobants e’er ventur’d for. 

3 Mer, ’Tis strange! 

2 Mer. Yet does be still oontinne a good man ; 
To donbt him would be held an injury, 

Or rather, malice, with the best that traffie ; , 
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Yet this in him deserves the least of wonderj 
Compar'd with other his Mooliar fashions : 

Is there a virgin of good tune wants dower. 

He is a father to her: or soldier 
That in bis oountrj's service, from the war 
Hath broagbt home onij scars and want, his hoase 
' Receives him, and relieves him with that care 
As if what he possess'd had been laid op 
For sDch good uses, and he steward on't. 

1 Mer, f would not wish a better man to deal with. 

2 Mer, Ne'er doubt it ; he's yoar man. See, here 

he comes ! • 

Enter GoswiN, ipeaking to a Sorvant. 

OoBm From England, said jel bid him be welcome 
to my house. [Exit Servant. 

Sltfier. Save jou, roaster Croswin! 

(7os. Good da^ to all ! [dities. 

1 Mer. We bring you the refusal of more commo- 
Oos. Are you the owner of the ship thi^lut night 
put into tile harbour? 

• 1 Mer. Both of the ship and lading. 

Gos. What’s the freight? 

3 Mer, Rich cloth of gold, brought from Canfbal. 
Gos. Some two hours hence I’ll come aboard. ^ 

1 Mer. The gunner shall speak you weiconA. 

Gos, I’ll not fail. • 

3 Mer. Good morrow ! [Exit with 1 Mer. 

2 Mer. Have you belhonght ye further, sir, 

On what I am to part with f [pros, 

Gos. I take it at your own rate, your wine orCy* 
fiqt for the rest, T cannot save in them. ^ % 
2 Mer, Make me offer of something near tbeprice 
That may assure me, you can deal for them. 

Get- And if I conld, 

1 wbold not do’l with too much loss. [cheap. 

2 Met'. ’Tis a rich lading; you know they are so 
Gos. For whicli I were your chapman, lint 1 am 
Already out of cash. (Going.) 

2 Mer, I’ll give you day. ( Followi^ him.) 
Gos. Why, look you, there is now in prison 
And at your suit, a pirate; and past hope 
To live a week, if you should prosecute^ 

What you can prove against him : set him free. 
And yon shall have your money to a stiver. 

And early payment. 

2 Mer. This is above wonder ! 

A merchant of your rank, that have at sea 

So many bottoms in the danger of 

These water thieves, should be a means to save ’em, 

And stay the hand of justice that is ready 

To fall on them. 

Gos. You mistake me. 

If yon think I would cherish in this captain 
The wrong he did to you, or any man. 

But 1 was lately with him, being assur’d 
A braver fellow never put from shore. 

I read his letters granted from this state. 

Since want of what he could not live without 
Compell’d him to the pirate act he did, 

I pity his misfortunes ; and to work yoa 
To sbnie compassion of them, I come up 
To your own price. Save him, the goous are mine ; 
If not, seek elsewhere; I’ll not deal for them. 

2 Mer. Well, sir, for your love, I will once be led 
To change, my purpose. 

Gos.., for vour own profit rather. 

3J^er. I'll preaently make means for his dis- 
charge. [Exit, 

€hsk Heaven grant my ships a safe return before 
The day of this great payment, as they are 
Expected hourly in port ; my credit yet 
Stands good with all the world.— [Enter GerRARD. 

Ger. Bless my good mftter! 

The prayers of yonr poor beadsman ever shall 
Be sent up for you. 

Gos, God o’ mercy, Clanse ! 

There’s something to pot thee in mind hereafter 
To think of me. 


May He that gave it you, 
Reward you for it witn iaonase# f 


iftonase# good master! 


d me: 


[me. 


Gos. I thrive the better for thyprayi^ 

Ger. Ihopeso; W’ 

For that I have fed upon your bounties, 

And by the fire of yonr Mess’d charity warm’< 

And yet, good master, pardon that I'm bold 
Tip make one suit uAre to you. 

Gor. Wbatis't? say on. 

Ger. 'Tis not lopmoney. 

Nor clothes, good master; but yonr good word for 
Gos. That thou shalthave. Clause ; for I think thee 
honest. [Me 

Gag. To-morrow, then, dear master, take the trou- 
Of walking early anio Beggar’s Bush ; 

And, as >oa see me, among others, brethren 
In my affliction, when yon are demanded 
Which you like best amongst ns, point out me. 

And then pass by, as if you knew me not. 

Gos. But what will that advantage thee? 

Ger. Oh ! much, sir; 

’Twill give me the pre-eminence of the re^. 

Make me a king among ’em. 

At your better Teisnre, • 

1 will inform you farther of the good 
It may do to me. 

Gos. ’Troth ! thou mak’st a wonder: 

Have you a king and commonwealth among yon? 
Ger. We have. And there are ^tes are govern’d 
Ghs. Ambition among beggars! [weVse. 

Ger. Many great ones • * 

Do part with half their states to have the place. 

To cringe and beg in the first file, roaster. 

Shall I be so bound unto your furtherance 
In my petition? 

^os. That thou shall not miss of, 

Nor any wgrldly care make me forget it. 

I will lie early tlicre. [Exit. 

Ger. Heaven guard my master ! as it surely will, • 
To wrest the bloody sword from Wolfort’s grasp. 
And have himself the land he’s born to rule. 

My friends, ere long, shall see their long-lost prince; 
And Flanders, to ihp latest ages shew, 

A merchant's still the tyrant’s deadliest foe. [E:rif. 

ACT II.— Scene I. • 

Higgin, Ferret, Prig, Jaculin, Clause, 
Snap, Ginkes, and other Beggars discovered. 
Hig. Come, princes of the ragged regiment; . 
You o' the blood; wbat title e’er you bear, 

I speak to all that stand in fair election 
For the proud diadem of king of beggars. 

Higgen, your orator, doth beseech you 
All to stand forth, and put yourselves in rank, 
Tm^itbe first single comer may at view 
Mike a free choice. 

Prig. First put a sentinel. 

Hig. Thanks to my lord. The word’s Fumbumbis. 

[Exil fkmp. 

Per. >YeU; pray, my masters all, that Fenot bt 
obofen : 

Y’are like to have a merciful mild prjM of me. 

Prig. A very tyrant, 1 ; an arrant tyrant. 

If e'er I come to rei|n ; therefore, look to’t. 

Except you do provide me mum enough,. 

And beer to b(^se with. I must have my oaponov 
And dnoklinn in the season, and fat chiokeoa. 

Or siraighc f aeice ou all your orivileTO, 

Call in vqpr crutches, gtoodenfegs, fuse arms. 

All shall be escheated ; and then, some one cold oigfat 
I’ll watch you, what old barn you go to roost in. 
And there I’ll smother you all i’th’ musty bay. 

Hig. Whew ! This is Urani-like, indeed. 

Enter SNAP, prstedti^ HUBEETApudHEMSKlRKB, 
inetoaks. 

Suegt. Fumbumbis! 

Prig. To your postures. Arm. ^ 

EiA. Yonder’s tlie town, I see it. 

Hig. Bless your pood worships ! 

Per. One small piece of money. 

Oinkes. Amongst ns nil, poor wretches! 

Blind and lame! 

Big. Pitiful worships ! 
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Snojixp, One little etiver. 

Pr^. Here be le^en of ni. 

Hig* Seven, good maatere ! Oh ! remember nfen! 
Seven bleaaings ’gainat seven deadljr eini ! 

Prig, And seven sleepers. 

Hems, There's, amongst joii all. 

Per. Heaven reward yon ! ( 

Hig, The prince of pity blesS'thee! 

Hub, Do 1 see right? or is*t niy fancy? 

Bare, His her face. Gome hither, pretty maid. 

Joe, 'What would you? Gan yon keep a secret? 
Yonlookas though yon could. iMl tell you. Hush! 
SONG.—Jaculin. . 

Jn w'ry woodland, dale, end bower, 
Thefragrant roses hlossomfmr; 

Bet wher&s the youth shall cull each fiower. 

To braid a garland for my hairf 
Oh! he is far, far away. 

And he knows not where I stray; 

And should he e'er return 
To his hve. I'll answer noy. 

My hue in fight shall meet his doom, 

Or for some fairer maiden sigh; 

And with the rose's wilh'ring liloom. 

My hopeless, hopeless heart shall die. 

Hub, Her voice, too, says the same ; but, for my 
I would not that Kir manners were so chang'd, [bead, 
Hehr me, thou honest fellow ; what’s this maiden. 
That lives amongst you here? 

Snap, Ao,uo,uo\ 

Hub. How! Nothing but signs? This is strange! 
I would fain have it her — but not her thus. 

He is deaf and dumb. (Stutters,) 

Hub. 'Slid I they did all speak plain enough trim 
Dost thou know this same maid I < [now. 

Prig. She was born at the barn, yonder, (stutters) 
By Beggar's Bush. Her name is — 

Hig. So was her mother's, too. (Beggars retire.) 
Hub. I must be better informed than by this way. 
Here was another face, too, that 1 mark'd. 

Of the old man’s ; I will come here again. 

Protect os, ourdisguise now : pr'ythee, Hemskirke, 
If we be taken, bow dost thou imagine 
This town will use os, that bath so long stood 
Out against Wolforti 
Hems. Even to bang ns forth 
Upon their walls a sunning, to make crows’ meat. 
If 1 were not assur’d o’ the burgomaster. 

And had a pretty excuse to see a niece there, 

1 should scarce venture. 

Hub, Gome, 'tis now too late 
To look back at the ports: good luck, and entok^ 

[ Exit with Hems. 
Hifi. A peery dog, I warrant him. [mean? 

Gtnkes. (To Clause.) What could bis ouestion 
Cltmse. I know not; yet 'twas time to fly, ne grew 
Too close in his inquiries ’bout my daughter. 

Hig. Hang them, fur disturbing our 
Noble oerenlonies. Shall we renew them? 

Prig. Incontinently, noble brother. 

Enter GoswIN. 

Hig, Oh ! bereajudgeoomes ! ( Cry of* ajodge!*') 
Oos. What ails you, sirs? What means this out- 
Hig, Master, [o'!? 

A sort of poor souls met, hear *n’fl tools, good master. 
Have had Home little variaaioe amongst qprselves 
W’fao should be honestest of os, and which lives 
Uprightest in his calling : now, ’cause we thought 
We ne’er should ’gree upon 't ourselves, because 
Indeed, 'tis hard to say, we all resolv’d to put it 
To him that sbok4d come next, and that’s your mas- 
tersbipr [ter, 

Which does your worship think is be? Sweet mas- 
Look on us all, and tell os : we are seven of us, 
lil^ltrtbe seven wise masters, or the planets. 
€m, 1 should judge this, the man with the grey 
/ iMard; (Pointing to Clause.) 

I K be be not, 1 would he were I 
t«*e semethiegf too, amongst you, 
f'lnep you lU banast. [Exit, 


ClauH, Heav’u go with yon ! 

Snap, Whalis't? 

. Prig, A ofowa of (raid. 

Per, For our new king— good luck ! rCIause! 

Prig. King Clause ! 1 bid, God save 4be first king 
After this golden token of a orown, 

Where’s iTiggen. with his gratnlsting speeqfi 
In all on r names? 

Per. Here be is, pumping for’t. [once more, 
Ginkes, H’ has congh^l tne second time ; ’tis but 
And then it comes. 

• Hig. Thon art chosen, venerable Glanse, 

Our king and sov’reign ; monarch o’ th’ maunders ; 
And who is he that did not wish thee diosen. 

Now thon art chosen ? Ask ’em ; all will say so ; 
Nay, 8 wear* t. ’Tis sworn so every day ; 

The tiroes do give it sanction, when t* other day 
We sat lamenting o'er our buried prince, 

Of famamijaBemory, (rest go with liis rags!) 

I then pmag'd thou shortly wooldst be king. 

And now thou art so. By that beard, king Glanse, 
Thon wert found ont, and mark’d for sovereignty. 
Oh ! happy prince, and beard ! long may it grow. 
And thick, and fair, that who lives nnder it 
Msy live as safe as nnder Beggar’s Bosh. 

Of^hioh this is the thing — that but the type. 

(Coughs.) 

Prig. On, good Higgen! 

Hig. No impositions, taxes, grievances, 

Lie lurking in this beard : but under him 
Moi^an shall eat his own stol’n eggs and haeen 
In bis own shade : he will have oo purveyors 
For pigs, or poultry — 

Clause. That we must have, my learned oratpr; 
ft is our will ; and every man to keep 
Id Ills own path and circuit. 

Hig. Do you hear? 

You must bereafter mannd in your own pads. 

He says. 

Clause. Besides, to give good words. 

Hig. Do you mark ? 

To out bieu whids, that is the -second law. 

Clause. And keepafootlbehamble and the common 
Phrase of begging, lest men discover us. 

We love not heaps of laws, where few will serve. 
All, Oh ! gracious prince ! Save, save the good 
king Clause ! 

Hig, A song to crown him. 

GLEE AND CHORUS. 

Cast our caps and cares awag. 

This is beggars' holyday ; 

At the crownina of our 
Thus we ever mmee and sing. 

In the world look out and see. 

Where so happy prince as he. 

Where the nulions live so free - 
And so merry as do we? 

Be it peace, or be it war. 

Here at liberty we are. 

And enjoy our ease and rest; 

To the field we are not press'd; 

Nor wiU any go to law 
With the h^gar for a straw: 

Alt which happiness he brags. 

He doth owe unto his rags, " • [Esewd, 

Scene II. — A Room in Vandunke's house. 
Enter Vai:diimkb, Hubert, Hemskirke, omf 
Margaret. [friend, 

Vand, Captain, you’re welooine *, so is this your 
Most safely welcome ; though our town stand out 
Against your master, you shall find good quarters. 
The truth is we love not him — Margaret, some wine. 
Let’s talk a little treason, if we can 
Talk treason ’gainst the traitors; by your leave, 
We, here in Bruges, think be does usurp; 

And, therefore, f am bold — 

[Exit Margaret, and returns with udm. 
Bub. Sir, your boldness 
Haply becomes your tongue, but not our can, 
While we are hii servants. 
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Fomli Good! let's drink, then; 

That will beeome neell. 

Here’s to jroa with e heart, nij oantrin'e friend. 
With a goed heart; and if this nHSwna apeak 
Md words anoo, ’tls ill ander thn twee, 

Forgotten ; drOwn all memorjr when we drink. 

Hvb, ’I’is freeljr spoken ; noble borgomaster. 

I’ll do jou right. 

Htma. Nay, sir, mynheer Vattdanke 
Is a true statesman. [throat 

Fond Fill my captain's cup ; oh ! that your cat- 
Manter, Wolfort, had been an honest man ! 

Hub. Sir? 

Fomf. Under the rose — 

Amt, Here's to you ; 

Agd how does my niece 1 

Almost a woman, I think; she was my errand. 

Vmtd, Ay, a kind onole you are — 611 hin^ glass— 
That in seven years could not 6od leisuiB— 

• Ami. No, His not so much. 

Fond. I'll bate you ne'er an hour on't. 

It was before the BrabandBr *gan his war, * 

Foir moonshine, i'the water there, liis daughter ^ 
That ne'er was lost, yet you could not find tidie 
To see a kinswoman ; nut she is worlh the aeeing«sir. 
Now yon are come : you ask if she were a woman ? 
She ie a woman, sir — bring her forth, Margaret — 
And a 6ne woman, and has suitors. 

Hems, How ! What suitors are they? 

Fond. Bachelors; young burghers; % 

And one a gallant, the prince or merchants 
We call him here in Bruges. 

Hems, How ! a merchant? 

1 thought, Vandunke, you had understood me better. 
And my niece, too, so trusted to you by me, 

Thao to admit of such in name of suitors. 

Fomf. Such ! he is such a such, as were she mine, 
I'd give biin thirty thousand crowns with her. 
irems. Sir, you may deal for your own wares, but 
know, 

That the same things, sir, 6t not you and me. [ 

Fond. Why, give's some wine, then, that will fit us 
Here's to you still, my captain’s friend; but still [all ; 
I imj, would Wolfort were an honest man ! 

Under the rose I speak it. But this merchant 
Is a brave boy ; he lives so, in the town here. 

We know not what to think of him. 

Your master is a traitor for all this. 

Under the rose — here's to you — and usurps 
The earldom from a better man. 

Hub, Ay, marry, sir, where is this man? 

Fond. Nay, soft! an' 1 could tell you, 

’Tis ten to one I would not. Here's my hand — ' 

I love not Wolfort— sit you still with that. 

See, here my captain comes, and his fine niece. 

And thereVmy merchant — view him well. 

Bnfer Hembkirke, Gertrude, and Goswin. 
Hems, You most 

Not only know me for yonr uncle now. 

But ol])py me : yon, to go cast yourself 
Away upon a merchant? fie upon't! one 
That makes his trade with oaths and perjuries. 

Goa. If it be me 3 on speak of, as your eye 
Seems todire^ 1 wish you would speak to me, air. 

' Hems, Sir, I<lo say sue is do merohaudiae. 

Will that aufiioe vouf 
Got. Merchandise t good sir, • 

Though you be kinsman to her, take no leave thence 
To ose me with contempt. I ever thought 
Yonr nieoe above all price. 

Hems, And do so still ; 

Dost hear ? her rate's st more than you are worth. 

Got, You do not know what is s gentleman's 
Nor eaa you value him. [worlh ; 

Hub, Well said, merchant. 

Fond. Nay, let him alone. 

Mms, A gentlemeo ! 

Whet, o’ the woolpaok, or the sugar-chest, 

Or list isf Telvetf Which is’t, pound or yard, | 
Yoi f«ttd your gontry by? 1 


I Hub. Oh! Hensklrke, fie! "" [WoUbrt, 

I Fa»d. Come, do not tniod ’em : drink; be is no 
Captain, 1 advise you. 

» Hems, If 'iwerellie blood 
Of Charlemagne, art may for aught I knoir. 

Be some seod hptcber's lasue here in Bruges. 

Got. iftw! « 

Hems. Nay, I’m not certain on’t ; of this I am i 
If von onee boy and fell, yonr gentry’s gone. 

Got. Ha, faa, ba I 

Hems. Yon’re angry, thongh yon laugh. 

Got, Now do I amile in pity and contempt 
Of your poor argument: do not you, the lords 
Of land, if yon be any, sell the grass, 

The corn, the straw, the milk, the cheese? 

Fofid. And batter? 

Remember butter, do not leave out butter. 

Got, The beefa and muttons that your grounds are 
stor'd with, ^ 

Beside the woods? Your empty honour, fetch'd 
From the heralds A, B, C, and said o'gr 
With your court faces once an hour, shall ne’er 
Make me mistake myself. Do not your lawyers 
Sell all their practice, as yonr priests their prayuBf^- 
What is not nonght and sold? 

Hems. You now grow bold, si);. 

Chs, 1 have been bred 

Still with my honest freedom, tsnd must nse it. 
Hems, Upon your equals, then. 

Got, Sir, he that will 

Provoke me first, doth make himself my equal. 
Heuks, No more. 

G®*- Tes, sir ; this Utile — 

'Tshall bedside: then after as yon please. 

You appear the uncle, sir, to her I loie 

More than mine eyes ; and I have heard yonr aoora 

With so much scoffing, and with so much shame, 

As each striv’d which is greater: but believe me, 

I suck'd not in this patience with my milk; 

Cast m» despites on my profession 
For the civility anif tameness of it. 

A good man bears a oontuilieiy worse • 

Than he would do an injury. • 

I would approach your kinswoman ^ 

With all respect doe to yourself and her. 

Hems, Away, companion ! handling her! * 

{PuUs Him from her.) 
Gos, Nay, I do love no blows, sir. 

( fight; he gets Hemskirks't sword, wsd 
throws it asDOv.) 

Hub, Hold, sir! 

Cfert, Help, my Goswin! 

Fond. Let ’em alone ; my life for one. 

Gos. Nay, come. 

If you have will. 

Hub. None to offend yon. sir. [l®** rir, 

Gos. He that bad, thank himself! Not hand her? 
And clasp her, and embrace her, and bear her 
Through a whole race of ancles, arra'a; 

And ad their nephews, though they stood a wood 
Of pikes, and wall of cannon. Kiss me, Gertrude ; 
Quake not, but kiss me. ^ 

• Vaud. Well said. 

My merchant royal ; fear no nncles ; hang ’em. 

Hang up ail uDores 4 
Gos, It this circle, love^ * 

Thou art as safe as in a tower of brasa ; 

Let BOoh as do wrong fear. 

Fond. Ay, that's good. 

Let Wolfort look to that. 

Gos, Sir, here she stands, 

Yocr nieoe and my belov'd ; one of tbeso titles 
She most a)>ply to ; if unto the last. 

Not all the aa^er can he sent onto her, 

In frown or vmoe, or other art, shall force her. 

Had Heroulea a hand in’t. Come, my joy, 

Say, thou art mine, aloud, love— and profess it. 
Vsm^ Do, and I drink to it. 

Gee. Pr’ytheo, say 10, love. 

€hn, 'Twoald Uke away the boBoar I 

♦ m 




THB MUCRAKT OT BRUCW* 


[AertH^ 


Bo not yoo pUj the tyrttiUtWeei; they ipeik Ik 
Kiffif. I theiik yotti nleoe. 

Goj. Siir, thank her for your life* 

And fetch your sword within. . [Exit wttA G«rf, 
flub. A brave, clear spirit ; ' < 

Hemskirke, yon were to blame. A dvU habit 
Oil covers a good man ; and too mar meet 
In person of a merchant, with a soul 
As resolute and free, and always worthy 
As else in any file of mankind. Pray you, 

What meant you so to slight himl • 

fletfw. ’Tie done now ; 

Ask me no more on’t: 

I was to blame, and I mast saffer — (omds) — bat yet 


I’ll be reveng'd, 
fliib. I’ll to the woods 


[ExU. 


To find oar mooh-wrong’d banish’d nobles. 

And trace the lonely haunt where my lost love. 

My JacuQn, laments her alter’d fortunes. 

There I may ohance to learn 
Somewhat tg help my inquiries fortlier. 

How now, brave bnmmaster? [donke. 

Vand, I love not Wolfort, and my name s Van- 
Come, go sleep within. f Wolfort — 

Famf. Earl Florez is right beir and this same 
Under the rose I ^eak it — 

Hub. Very bar Ay. [breath’d, 

Vaud. Urarps; Lnd is a rank traitor as ever 
And all that do uphold him. Let me go . 

Do you uphold him ? 

Uub, No. 

Vtatd. Then hold np me. [EAhinl. 

ACT IlI.-ScENE J^A Wood. ,, 
flitter Gosw IN. ^ 

Qoa, No wind blows fair yet! no return of mo> 
Letters, nor anything to bold my hopes np ! [nies, 
VI by, then, ’tie destin’d that 1 ml ! Fall miserably ! 
My credit I was built on sinking with me. 

The raging north wind blows siill stubbornly. 

And on his boist’rons rack rides my ssd rain. 
To-morrow with the suo-set, sets my credit : 

To prison row ! Well, yet there’s this hope left me, 
1 may sink fdrly under this day’s venture ; 

And so to-morrow’s cross’d, and all its corses. 

This islhe place bis challenge call’d roe to; 

Now let me fall before my loe i’tb’ field. 

And not at bar before my creditors. 

He has kept bis word. [ Eider HuMSKlRKE.] 
Now:, sir, year sword’s toiigae only, 

Lood as yoa dsre— all other langaage^ 

Horn. Well, sir. 

You shall not be long troubled : draw I 
Oot, ’Tis done, sir ; and now have at ye. 

Hems, Now ! [Enter Boore who attack Gosiom.] 
Che. Betray’d to villains ! Slaves, yoo shall boy 
me dearly. 

Enter Gerrard and Beggars. 

Chr» Now npon ’em bravely, boys! 

Down with tile gentlemen. 

B^e. Hold, hold ! [’em ' 

« Oer. Down with ’em into ibe wood, and swinge 
Conjore ’em soundly, boys!. swinge ’em to jelly! 

[Beggars beat off Hemekirke ana Boorsr 
Blessings upon my master t tbou art not burll 
Gos. That heaven, wblcb sent-theo to my aid. 
Still nerv’d^my arm. 

Oer. And let mg waadoriag steps* 

To where oonceal^ 1 beard you ooward knave 
Tutor his rofliBn band to tby undoing. 

Oer. I thank ye. Clause, rr^ythee, now leave roe, 
For, by my trotb, I have nothing left to give thee. 

Oer. Indeed, I do not ask, sir; only it grieves me 
To eee yoo look so sad. Now goodness keep you 
FfVnii troubles in yonr mind! 

If J were troubled, [me. 

What eoold tby comfort dot Ff ’ytbee. Clause, leave 
Oer. Wby are ye sadI 
Get. Most iroe, I am so ; 

AmLpah a sadoees I have got will suikme! [bk 
^jpwlwoald til# InowMge do thas good, so nitera- 


Thou oanst not help 1 MU <hba Mh aka* 
Ger. You do not know, sir, what t aaa So. [dait 
Tell me yoar oaoao of grmf; 1 moet aol kavt yo. 
Gos. Howl iCgeMoee, 

Gsr. By what ye hold mostprecioaa, hy heavVi 
As your fur hirlh may prosper, go^ tk, tett me ; 
My mind believes yet somethiag’s ia my powtr 
May ease yon of this trouble. 

Gos. I will tell thee : 

For a hundred thousand crowns, upon my oredit 
TAken np of merchants to supply my (ramo. 
To-morrow, Clauae^to-morrow, which must ooaw^ 
In prison then shall find me, poor and broken* 

Ger. I cannot blame yoor grief, sir. 

Gos. Now, what say’st thou'! U#, 

Ger. I BS} , yonshoold notsbrink ; forbetbatgave 
Can give you more. Are ye, good mester, tj’A 
Wiibin tlif oempass of a day ? 

Gos. Been to-moiTOw. ^ 

Bui why do I stand mocking of my misery 1 
Is’t not enough that floods and friends foraakemet 
G^r. Have 36 no frieMleflLl 
Nmo that have felt yoor bounty worth the 
Got. Friendship! thou know 'st it not. 

Ger. It is n dnty; and ns nduty, from thoseaMl 
have felt ye, 

Should be retora’d again ; tlierafove, I’U 
Distrust not, but poll op yoor noble spirit ; 

For if the fortunes of ten thonsand perale 
Cqp save ye, rest assnr’d. You have forgot, sir. 
The good yon did ; that was the pow’r yon gave me. 
You shall now know the king of beggars’ Ireaanrei 
And let the winds blow as they list, the sea roar. 
Yet here in safety you shall find your harbour* 
Distrust me not, for if I live. I’ll fit ye. 

Gos. How fain I would believe th^ ! 

Oer. If I fail, master, believe no man hetealler. 
Gos. I will try tlieo; bill He knows, that known 

Ger, Know me to-morrow : Lte. 

And if I know not how to core ye, kill me! 

Sopass in peace, my best, my worthiest msster.[flnif« 
Gos. Still bJuw^stthoo there? wid from all other 
Do all my agents sleep, that nothing comesf 
There s a conspiracy of friends and servants. 

If not of elements, to ha’ me break. 

What should I think, nnless the seas and sudfi 
Had swallow’d up, or fire devour’d my abips, 

I must ba’ bad some returns. 

Enter first Merchant, 

1 Mer. Save you, sir! 

Gos. Save you! 

1 Mer, No news yet o’ yoor ships? 

' Oos. Not any yet, sir. 

1 Mer, ’Tis strange ! [JM. 

Gos. ’Tis tme, sir. What a voice was here now ! 

This was one passing bell ; a tbonaand mvens 
Song io that man now, to presage my ruio ! 

Enter second MerchasU. 

2 Mer. Goswin, good day ! these winds are veiy 

Oos. They are so, sir — to hurt. [constant. 

2 Mer. Ha’ you had no letters 

Lately from England, nor from Denmark? 

Gos. Neither. [laadi 

2 Mer. This wind brings them. Nor no nows over 
Throogh Spain, from the Straits? * 

Gos. Not any. 

2 Mer. Iram sorry, sir. [flesf. 

Gos, They talk me down; and, as ’tie said of vaU 
tores. 

That scent a field fooght, and do smell the otreneaea 
By many hundred miles : ao do these, my wmoha. 
At greater distanoes. Then, heaven, tl^ will 
Come on, end be 1 For baso, deoeitful lortoae 
Shall never say, nbe's oot my tbront in fear: 

I am not broken yet; nsr ahould 1 Ikll, 

Methinks, with less than that ; that rnins all. [flsif. 
Scene II.— AnofAsrpm^q^tbe ITeMf. 
flnfsr Hubert, ns a MwsUmasu 
floh. Thus liave I slel’iiawny disguis’d ffemHaoM- 
To try these people ; for my heart yet teUeme [kkkf , 



SOMMt.] 


THB MBRCBANT Of BBUeHUk 


•• mail 1 look fcr. 
ApDMnu IiIm 1171^, lb*; bw« ■« nuoa 
(IWgb m; MiMt U Wr.) bat itill to woU mo. 
Tbu It Um 01004 Ibojr nako Iboir hiddoa bom*. 

A nt pUoe for oonoealment ; whtrao till fortone 
Crown me with that I Mckt I’U lift iBOiigat ’an. 
Thej oone: Til ooaob awhilt, and nark ny time. 

[foil. 

fktor Higoen, Prig, Ferret, Ginkes, mrf iks 
rut, wkh th» Bootm m ciwlodya 
nig. Come, brinR him oot, for here we eit in joe 
^h man Uke aoudgel. a good cudgel : Luo« ; 

And now attend our eentenoe. That you are roguea. 
And miechiefouB, haae raicala— there*a the point 
I taVb it, if ooiifesB 'do [aow — 

Pr^. Deny it, if ye dare, kna? ea. 

J9oors. We are rogutf, fir. 
iSf^o To amplify the matter, then ; roguea ye are. 
And cndg(eirdf ye a hall he, ere we lea? e ye. 

• Hoorf. Yea, air. 
nig. Why did ye thial 
Were yon drunk when ygtdid itf 
BmM, Yea, indeed, we were. « 

Prig. You ahall be beaten aober. * 

Uig. Waa it for want ye undertook it? * 
Bo^a. Yea, air. 

ntg. Ye ahdl be awiog'd abundantly. 

Haa not the gentleman (pray, mark thu point. 
Brother Prigg,) reliev’d you often 1 
Boora. *Tia moat true, air. \ 

nig. And aa ye are true ranoala. 

Tell me but thia : have ye not been drunk and often 
At bia charge? 

Bootm. Often, often. 
nig. There’a the point, then : 

They have oaat themaelvea, brother Prig. 

Proceed you now ; I’m aomewhat weary. 

Prig. Can yon do tbeae tbinga. 

You moat abominable aeurvy raacala. 

You turnip-eating roguea^ 

W ' Bootm. We’re truly aorry. [preiently 

\ V Pr»g^ To the proof, you knavea ; to the proof, and 
\ Vive ua a aign 3 00 feel oompunolion. 

Xisvery roan up with bia ondRel, and on hia neighbour 
Beatow auch alma, till we ahall aay auffioient. 

nig. You know your doom: 

One, two, three, and about it. 

[ Boora heal each of Aar o/*. 
Prig. That fellow in the blue haa true oompunc- 
Bnler Gerr A RD. [tion. 

Ger, Call in the gentleman : 

Hia oauae I’ll bear royaelf. 

Enter HbMaKiRKi:, handcw^ed. 

Prig. With all due reverence 
We do reaign, air. 

Gar. Go liateh that paper waa found won him. 
But, aoft! who have we here? [Bail Farraf. 

Enter Hubert. 

nob. Good ev’n, my boneat frienda! 

Gar. jGood ev’n, good fallow ' 

J7ii6.*Mav a poor huntaman, with a merry heart, 
A voice ahall make the foreat ring about him. 

Get leave to live amongat ye? True aa steel, boys; 
That knows all cbaaea, and can watch all hours. 
Force ye the ordfty reynard, climb the qniok-aeta. 
And rouse the lofty stag; and with my bell-horn 
Ring him a knell, that all the wooda ahall iwoorn him. 
Till in bia funeral tears he fall before me. 

Ger. W ell spoke, my brave fellow. 
nob. f AaMr.) What mak’at thee here? 
Hemakirke, thou art not riglit, I fear. 

Ba-iHlar Ferret, with a paper. 

Per. Here is the peper. 

Gar. Give it to mo. You are sent here, aiirab. 
To diaoover certain gentlemen; a spy knave! 

And if you find ’em, if not by persuasion, 

To bring ’em baek<~by poison to diapateh ’em ! 
Huh. By poiBMl had (Aside.) 

Ger. Here |s«Mthar-<^nbeH. WbatistiiatHtt- 
Jfnb. You may pereeive theie-. [bert, sir? 


Get. Here thoa •vtoomiRaiid«d,wbfif BmI Hiktrt 
Has done bia best and worthiest servie# Ibis way. 
To out bis throat *, forbere he’s set down dangerau. 
.Hob. This ia rooi|^ impioaa! iAMMiotilb 

• Gar. Is not this true? 

Hamm Yes. What are you the betterl [dom^ 
Gar. You shall perceive, sir,ereyoa get your free- 
Keep him still bound : and, friend, we Me thee to ui. 
Into our company. Thou dar’at be true unto us? 
ntg. Ay, and obedient, too? 

Hob. As you had bred me. [us, 

Oer. Then take our hand ; thou’rt now aservant to 
Welcome him all. 

Hig. Stand off, stand off, I’U do’t ; [son. 

We bid you welcome three ways: first, for your per- 
W hich IB a promising person ; neat for your quality^ 
Which IS a decent and a gentle qoaUty ; 

Imst, for the frequent means you have to fieed ua; 
You can ateal, ’tis presum’d? 
nob. Yea, veoiaou *, an’ if you want— 
ntg. ’Tia well you understand that, fvr you 
Shall practise it daily , you can drink, too? 

HttO. Soundly. 

nig. And ye dare know a woman from a woalkui^ 
nob. If I handle her. 

Oer. Aa eameht of thy faith an^ resolution 
Wik ihon nndertake to keep Ihib raaca|^priaondrt 
One who basely contriv’d to undermine 
A noble life, dear to the atate and ns. [wonder. 
Hub. Sira, 1 have kept wild dogs, and beasts for 
And mode ’em tame, too. Give into my enatody 
This Amring rascal, 1 shall hamper him. 

011 1 be smells rank o’th’ rascal. 

Uer. Ta||(e him to thee ; but if be ’acape-^ 

Hob. Let me be even bang’d for him. 

Come, air, I’U tia yon to the leash. 

Hems. Away, rascal! [aonadly. 

Hub. Be not so stubborn: I shall swinge jm 
An ye play tricks with me. 

Ger. So, now awqy ; 

But ever have an eye, air, to yonr prisoner. 

Hub, He moat bliud both mine eyea,*if be get 
from me. ^ [Haaimf. 

Scene 111 . — A Room in Gertrude*M kooeg. 
Enter Gosw IN and GERTRUDE. 

Oert. Indeed, you’re weloume ; I huve heard your 
’scape. 

And, therefore, gi^e her leave, that only lovea you. 
To bid you welcome, what is't makes you aadl 
Why do you look so wild? Is't I offend you? 
Beshrew my heait, oot willingly. 

I Goa. No, Gertrude. ffur^ 

I Gert. Is’t the delay of that you long buTO loaA’d 
A happy marriage? 

Goa. No news yet. 

Garl. Do yon bear, sir? 

Goa. Have I liv’d 

In all die happiness that fortnne conldjtout mo? 

In all men’s lair opinions? 

Gert. Do yon love me? 

Goa. And can the devil. 

In one ten days — that devil ebanoe, devour mo? 
fOert. You do not love me. 

Goa. No star prosperous! all at a swoop! 

Gerf. Goawin, yoa will not look upon ase. 

Goa. Can men’s prayers. 

Shot np to heaven with such a seal ao mine um. 
Fall back like lacy mists, and never prosper? 

Gyves 1 must wear, and oold moat be my oomIbrC, 
Darkneas, and want of meat— alas! aha weeps, too* 
Wliioli ia the top of all ray sorrow Guttmuo! 

Oert, No, no, yon willKnow me. 

Goa. The time grows on still, 

And like u tumbling wave, 1 sue mj mm 
Come rolling over me. fsligbtiug ? 

Oert, Tell me but how I bare daaerv^ jour 
Got. For a hundred thonsaod orowoa! 

Oert. Farewell! 

Gee. Of which 1 have •oaree ten— oh! how tfi 
atartsme! 



tMb MBRtiHAKt 09 BRUGES. 


tiw IV. 


GtU Aad mtj tiM next joa IdTe, lieering mj 
rain — 

Oo9m I had forgot mreeir— oh t my beat Ctortrade ! 
Crowo of my joya and comfort^ 

6ert. Sweet, what aila ye? * 

1 thongfat you had been ?ex’d with me. 

Goa« My mind, wenob^ 

Mymind,o'erflow*dwi^oorrow, sank my memory. 

Owt, Am f not wortfiy of the knowledge of it? 
And cannot I aa welJ affect yoor aorrowa 
Aa your delighta? yon love no other woman? • 
Got. No, I protest. 

Gert. Yon have no ships lost lately? 

Got. None that I know of. [cenoe 

OtrL 1 hope you have spilled no blood whose inno- 
lay this on yonr conscience. 

Got. Clear, by heaven ! 

Gtrf. Why should yon be thus, then? 

Got. Good Gertrude, ask not. 

Even by the love you bear me. 

Gerf. I nm obedient. 

Got. Go in, my fair; I will not be long from ye — 
Not long, I fear me, with thee. At my return 
'’^iENl^ose me as yon please. 

OerL The goodcgods goide ye! , [Exit, 

Ooa, Now ror n^aelf, which is the least I hope fur, 
Ahd’when that falls, for man’s worst fortune, pKy. 

^ [Exit. 

ACT IV.— Scene I. — A Street in Bruges. 
Enter Goswin and two Merchants, 

Ooe, Why, gentlemen, ’tie but a week more; 1 
entreat you 

Bnt seven short days ; I am not running from ysyi. 
Nor, if yon give me patience, is it possible 
All my adventures fail. You’ve snips abroad 
Endure the beating both of wind and weather, 

I’ni sure ’twonld vex your hearts to be protested ; 
Yo’re all fair merchants.' 

1 Mer. And must have fair play. 

There is no living here dse ; n|r my part, 

I wonld gladly stay ; bnt my wants tell me, 

1 most wfong others in’t. 

Gof. No mercy in ye? 

2 Mar. ’Tis foolish to depend on others* mercy. 
Keep Yonrself right, sir ; you have yet liv’d here 
tn loro-like prodigality, high and open ; 

Now ye find wbartis. 

1 Mer. Before your poverty, 

We were of no mark, of no endearonr. 

2 Jfer. Yon stood alone ; and scarce a sail at sea 
Bat loaden with your goods. Now 1 hope, sir. 
We shall have sea-room. 

Oos. Is my misery 

Become my scorn, too? Have yon no mercy. 

No part of men left? Are all ray bounties 
To yon, and to the town, turn’d my reproaches? • 

2 Mer. Well, get your monies ready ; ’tis but two 
We shall prq^est ye else, and suddenly. [hours ; 
Gorj^But two days — 

2 Jfer. Not an hour. Ye know the haxard. 

[Exeunt Merchants. 
Got, How soon my light’s pot out I Hard-hearted 
Bruges! 

Within thy walls may never honest merchant 
Venture bif fortune more! ^Enter Gerraro.] 
^ Gsr. Good fortune, master! e 

Oos. Thou mlstak’st me. Clause ; 

I am not worth thy blessing. 

Oer, Still a sad man ! 

No belief, gentle master? 

Enter FerRET and GiNKBS, at porters. 

Birlag it in, then ; 

And now believe yonr beadsman. 

Gof. Is this certain ? 

Or dost thou work upon my troubled senses? 

* Gsr. fTis gold ; ’tis there, a hundred thonsaod 
crowns ; 

;St4.,^iril, good, sweet master, now be merry. Pay ’em ! 

. '9^/ ^ poor, paring knaves, tliat know no good- 
' Jlud choer yovr heart up. [nc 


Got. But, good dause, telf me, [fully, 

How oam’st thou by this mighty sum ? If wrong- 
^ - ’twill n * ’ 


I most not take it of thee ; 


1 undo me! 


Gsr* Fear not ; yon have it by as honest meaiMj 
As though yoor father gave it. 

Got. What great security? 

Gsr. Away with that, sir; 

Were ye not more than all the men in Bruges, 

And all the money, in my thoughts? 

Got, But, Clause, 

Pmay die presently. 

Gsr. Then this dies with you. [ments. 

Pay when yon can, good master; I’ll no paroh- 
Ooly this charity 1 entreat you, 

Leave me this ring. 

Got. Alas ! it is too poor, Clause. 

Gsr. ’Tis all I ask; and this withal, that when 
I shall deliver’t back, you shall grant me, 

Freely, one poor petition. 

Got. There, I confirm it. [Gives the 
And^may my faith forsake me when I shun it ! [Ex. 

Ger. Away! take up SliS money. 

And follow that young gentleman. [ Exeunt. 

%CENE II A IPW. — Enter Jaoo LIN. 

Jkc. I surelv cannot err. What borrow’d dress 
Can hide my Hubert from me? How I wish. 

Yet fear to be resolv’d. He went this way. 

Shall I adventure ? Oh ! this dread suspense, 
How it does load my heart ! 

^ Enter Hubert. 

Mub, I’ve look’d myyonth up close enough from 
In an old tree, and set watch over him. [^fiMing, 
My schemes are almost ripe~-Ha, Jaoolin . 

If through her means, I can but make disooUhry. 
Come hither, pretty maid. 


/ac. No, no you’ll kiss me. 
will. 


(EwsexAsr.) 


Eti6. So I will 
What’s jfour father’s name? 

Jac. He’s gone to heaven! 

Eub. Is it not Gerrard, sweet? 

Jac. I’ll stay no longer. 

My mother’s an old woman, and my brother 
Was drown’d at sea. (Oomg.}' 

Eub. Stay! do not fly me thus. [me. 

Jac. (Aside.) Oh! how my heart melts within 
Eub. (Aside.) ’Tis certain she ! Pray, let me 
/or. No, no. [see your hand, sweet. 

Eub. (Aside.) Sure, I should know that ring! 
Jac. (Aside.) ’Tis e'eriain he. 1 had forgot my 
Eub. Do you know me, chuck? [ring, too. 
Jac. No, indeed; I never saw ye: 

I must be married to-morrow, to a capper. 

Eub. (Aside.) How fain she would conceal her- 
self, yet cannot. 

My pretty wanderer, will you love me. 

And leave that man? I’ll wait you through the vale. 
And make you dainty nosegays. 

Jac. And where pot them? 

Eub. Here, in thy bosom, sweet. 

Jac. Can yon love, then? 

S0N6.^ACUL1N. 

Tho* he is far awag, 

And over tend and sea; 

Ee'tl come some happu dgy. 

And wove his truth to me. • 

And when my kne*t returning^ 

^ My secret knornn too well, 

Thre all my blushes burning. 

Shall want no tongue to tett. 

Eub, One word more. 

Did you ever know a maid call’d Jaoolin? 

Jac. Oh ! I’m discover’d ! 

Eub, ’Tis she ! Now I’m certain 
They’re all here. Turn, turu thee, lovely maid. 
Thy Hubert speaks to thee. 

Jae. Alas! 1 am forbid? Why thus disgois’d? 
Eii&. For Justice and for thee, love I 
Meet me anon, I’ll tell thee all my purpose. 

Jac. And may I tnut thee, Hubert * 

Eub, As thine own soul. 
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SOBNB 4.] 


1 


THE MERCHANT OF BRUGES. 


/oc. But yet yon mnftt oot know me. Tbii, ud 
be oonfliDt tfHir. [ExU, 

Bub, Ob! blesiOd ObHmiotj ! 

Now for my other project. 

To turn the conning toils were Isid for roe 
To Hemskirke’s ruin, and the tyrant’s fall. 

SCBNE HI. 

Hfi/er Va NDUNK B, follow^ by a Swtani, 

Van. With officers of justice, said^e? and 
Inquir’d for Goswinl Bid ’em come ui. lExiiServ, 
Now will I plav upon this envious crew. 

That fain would run a royal vessel down. 

They’re here as bidden (o a feast, before tlieir hour : 
I’ll whet and disappoint their hungry appetites. 

^ Enter the four Merckante, 

2 Mer, Good day, most worthy burgomaster. 

Our visit was to the rich merchant, Goswin. 

Van. I’m sorry for’t. I fear his strong necessi- 
Will bring him empty-handed. [ties 

Yon must be merciful. 

1 Mer. Oh ! but he’ll come ; 

He’s rich, or from his ’ventures should be so. • 

2 Mer, I only wish * 

His forwardness to embrace all bargains, • 

Sink him not in the end. 

1 Mer. {To Vand.) Have better hopes ; ^ * 

For iny part, 1 am confident. [friends \ 

Vand. {Aaide.) Here’s a set of smiling mouth 

3 Mer. His noble mind and ready hand contend 
'Which can add most to his free courtesies. ^ 

Vand. Affable wolves! {Atide^ 

2 Mer. It was at his bidding. 

J did free from prison a sea robber. 

'Who yet may live to pay him with his ruin. 

What think you of that deed, burgomaster? 

VatuU. What think ! as of a deed of noble pity : 
And if that act did plunge him into ruin. 

You may now share its glory, by relieving him; 
And holding off your bonds. 

2 Mer, I love and honour him. 

But must not break my neck to heal his finger. 

S Mer. For my part, though bis bounty has no 
eyes. 

Yet my necessities compel me to some foresight. 

Vand. Have ye not often profited by this man. 
And revell’d at his cost? 

2 Mer. Sir, we confess— 

Vand. Do, tliaty’re all base knaves and hypocrites. 
See, here he comes to challenge a return 
Of kindness from ye. 

1 Mer. When our bonds be paid. 

Enter Goswin, with men carrying hagaof money. 
Gos, Now, sirs, your bonds. Set down ^ose bags 
Your pardon, that you wait. I of gold. 

2 Mer. (Aaide.) He deals in witchcraft! 

1 Mer. Nay, sir, if it would do you courtesv, — 
Gos. None at all, sir. ( The Merchants bow.) 
Vand. There’s bending now of backs. 

And jutting out of hips. (Aside.) 

Gos. Jake it, ’tis yours. 

There’s your ten thousand, sir. Give in my bills. 
Your sixteen — 

3 JIfer. Pray, be pleas’d to make further use. 
Gos. No. ^ 

Vand. That’s plump! You’re answer’d, 1 hope? 

4 Mer, What E have, air, 

Yon may command. Pray, let me be yoilt servant 
Chs. Fut on your bats. I care not for your cour- 
tesies ; 

They’re most untimely done, and no troth in ’em. 
Vand. They’re all lies. I'll vouch for ’em ev’ry 

2 Mer. I have a freight of pepper. [one. 

Vand. Rot your pepper I rthonsand. 

Oos. Shall I trust you again? — ^There^ your ten 
4 Mer. Dr, if you want fine sugar, ’tis but sending. 
Oos. No, I can send to Barbary ; those people. 

That never yet knew faith, have nobler freedoms. 
How now ?— [En/er a SaUor.J 
SasL Why, health to the noble merchant! 

The Sasan is returned. 


Oos. Well? 

Sail. 'Well, and rich, sir; 

And now pot in. 

Vand. Do yon mark that ? 

'Oos, Heav’n, thoa bast beard my prayera. 

What news o’th* fly-boat? 

SaiL If this wM hold till midnight. 

She will be here, add wealthy. — ’Sup’d fairly. 
Vand. D’ye bear that, too, knaves. 

Gos. How, pr’ytbee, sailor? 

Sail. Thus, sir. She had fought 
Seven* hours together, with six Turkish galleys. 
And she fought bravely ; but, at last, was boiled. 
And overlaid with strength ; when, presently. 
Comes bearing an i*the wind. Captain Vannoke, 
That valiant gentleman you redeem’d from prison. 
He knew the boat, set in, and fought it bravely ; 
Beat all the galleys off, sunk three ; redeem’d her. 
And, as a service to ye, sent her home, sir. 

Gos, An honest, noble captain, and a thafikfol ! 
Vand. And this is be you would have bang’d. 

Ye land pirates! ^ 

Gos, There’s for thy news. Go, drink the mer- 
chant’s health, sailor. . 

Eai/. Thank vour bounty ; and I’ll do it to a doit. 
Vand, Ay, drink till ye drown yourself, ^ 

Or yqn’re no Englishman. ^ [Eirif Elinjer. 

Gos. This year, I hope, my frinnds, I tdiall’scape 
For all your cares to catch me. [prison, 

Vand. Come, sir, leave these pitiful knaves ; 

You must along with me: 

Yonder is one who weeps and sobs. 

Gos. Alas! how does she? 

Fttnd. She will be better soon, I hope. 

Gos. Wliy soon, sir? 

Vand. Why, w hen yon have her in your arms. This 
My boy, she is thy wife: 

I’ll cheer thee up with sack, 

And, when thou’rt joyous, fling thee to thy mistress. 

Oos. With ail my'heart, I take her. 

Yob are paid, 1 hop4? 

2 Mer. You may please, sir, ^ • 

To think of your poor servants in displeasore. 
Whose all they have — goods, moneys, are at, your 
Gos. 1 thank yon ; [service. 

And when I’ve need of you, I shall forget you. 

[Eseimf. 

Scene IV.— >1 Wood. 

Enter Hubert and Hemskirke. 

Huh. You the earl’s servant? [him. 

Hems, i swear 1 am near as his own tboognta to 
Able to do thee service. Release me, 

|*l’ll make thee ranger over all the game. [too. 

Hub. This may provoke me. Yet to prove a knave 
Hems. ’Tis to prove honest ; ’tis to do good ser- 
vice [prince. 

For him tbou’rt sworn to, huntsman ; for thy 
Hub. Then thou shall see, sir. I vill do a ser- 
’Fhal shall deserve, indeed. [yinet 

’ Tis not your setting free, for that’s mere nothing; 
But such a service, if the earl be noble. 

He shall for ever love me. 

Hems. What is’t, huntsman? 

Hub. Do you know any of these people live herot 
Hems. No. [freve ’em. 

Hub, Yflu are a fool, then. Here be those, to 
I know the earl so well, would make him caper. 
Hems, Any of the old lords, that rebeli’df 
Hub. Peace I 

All. 1 know 'em all, and can betray ’em. 

Hems. But wilt thou do this service? 

Huh. More than that, too. 

Here’s the right heir! 

Hems. What, Florez? Oh! honeat, 

Honest huntsman! 

Hub. Now, how to get them, ^ 

Tbere’a the matter. 

Hems, By force. 

Hmb. Ay, that most do't. 

And., with the person of the earl himself* 
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[Act V. 


Aathority and might mast come on ’em. 

Or else ui vaio. And thus 1 woold have yoa do*t. 
To-morrow nisbt be here, the hoar be tweWe : 
Now for a goide to draw je on these persons, 

The woods being thick, and h^d to hit, myself. 
With some beside, will wait yon by tb* great call* 

. Htm. Keep bat thy faith, anAsaoh a shower of 
wealth — ( 

HvA. I warrant ye. Miss nothing that I tell ye. 
Away, away ! for here come those will bold ye. 

Nemal^ke* 

Enter Gerrard, Higgen, Prig, Ginces, 
Snap, Ferret, and othere. 

Oar, Now, what’s the news in town? 

Oinkes. No news but joy, sir. 

Ev’ry man wooing of the noble merchant. 

Who sends his hearty commendations to ye. 

Fer, Yet} there's this news. This night he’s to 
be married. 

Oer, vTbis night ! He most not marry now. 
Hub. Good sir. 

By your leave, one word in private with ye. 

Nay, do not start; I know ye. 

_ ^Hubert speaks to ye, and yoa mast be Gerrard, 
'The time invites you to it. 

Ger. Challenged thus, w 

I ^ow aside diagaise, and trnst your bonoar. 

Sir, T am Gerrard ; say, bow stand our hopes? 

Hub. Fair, if yon now pursue ’em. Hemskirke. 
Let go, and these my causes I’ll tell ye [I’ve 
Privately, and how 1 have wrought on him. 

Gull’d him, and sent him home as a decoy, 

To bring Lord Wolfort hither, with his guards. 

To seize (so he’ll expect) the banish’d lords ; 

But, so my plan succeed, his very gua.ds 
Shall serve to crush the tyranny they rais’d. 

And, at my voice, shall boil their lawful prince. 
Till 1 can prove me honest to my friends, 

Look on, and strictly follow these directions. 

Snap. What! does he marry Vandunke’s pretty 
daughter? [pies! 

the puddings, the piping hot minoe- 
Hiff. Fob the leg of a goose, now would 1 venture 
I love a fat goose, us I love allegiance ; [a limb: 
And plague upon the boors, too well they know’!; 

" And, therefore, starve their poultry. 

Prig. Brother Higgen, 

What think you of a wassail? 

Hiff. Worthily; 

And then I’ll make a speech in praise of merchants. 
Priji. And I’ll so roar out songs and glees ! ^ 

Ger. ’Tis passing well, I both believe and joyin’t, 
And will be ready. Hear me all : keep in 
Till this, your huntsman, call ye forth ; (hen do 
His bidding faithfully. I must awhile 
Forsake ve. On mine anger, no man stir hence. 

Prig, Not to the wedding, sir? 

■ Ger. No[ any whither. [meat, too. 

Hig. The wading must be seen, sir. We want 
We're horribly out of meat. 

Prig. Shall it be spoken. 

Fat capbns sbak’d tbeir tails at’s in defiance? 

Shall pigs, sir, that the parson’s self would envy. 
And daiuty ducka— 

Ger. Not a word more. Obey me ! ^ 

Hia. Why, then, come doleful death) this is flat 
And by this band — [tyranny ! 

Hub. What? 

iLHig, I’ll go to sleep upon’t. 

‘Hub. No sleep to-night for any that have hearts 
To bunt with me the savage, bloody boar 
TUIt wastes the land. I have a scheme, my hearts. 
Shall, by one night of watching, win a feast. 
Whereat a royal host ^oll bid you welcome. 

[Eueunl, crying *• Long live our buntenum, 
Hubert r 

Scene V,— An entrance Hall m Brugee, 

Enter Goavriv, voUh a paper in hie hand, 

Ooe, Such eaniest bidding ; nay, more like oom- 
mand, 


To meet him here, on th’ forfeit of my word, 

In ibis the moment of my nuptial boor ! 

Wbat this man is I know not, nor for what cause 
He twice has thrust himself into my dangers. 

But, sure, beav’n’s hand is in’t. Bj^ strange instiaot,^, 
Natnre has tanght roe to behold his wants, ^ 

Not as a stranger’s.— [finfer Gerrard.] 

My honest, my best friend, I have been careful 
To see thy moneys — 

Clauee. Sir, that brought not me. 

Dc^ou know this ring again? 

* Gos. Thou hadst it of me. 

Clauee. And do yon well remember yet the boon 
Upon the return of this ? [you gave me 

Goe. Yes ; and I grant it, 

Be it wbat it will. Ask wbat thou const. I’ll do it. 
Within my power. 

Clauee. You are not married yet? 

Goa. No. [tnrb ye. 

Clauee. ’Faith, I shall ask you that, that will dis- 
Gos. Do ; . 

And if I faint and flinch in’t, — 

Clause. Well said, master; 

~\nd yet it grieves me, loo, and yet it must be. 

Cros. Prlythee, distrust me not. 

'Clause. You must not marry. 

That’s part of the power you gave me. 

Gos. Not marry, Clause? 

Clause. Not if you keep your promise, 

And give me power to ask. 

' Gos. Pr’ytnee, think better. 

I will obey, by heaven! 

Clause. I have thought the best, sir. [nesty? 
Gos. Give me thy reason. Dost thou fear her lio- 
Clause. Chaste as the ice, for anything I know, 
Goa, Must not marry ? . [sir. 

Shall I break now, when my poor heart is pawn’d? 
When all the preparation — 

Clause. Now, or never. 

Gos. Come, ’tis not that thou wooldst: thou dost 
but fright me. 

Clause. You may break, sir; 

But never more in my thoughts appear honest. 

Gas. Didst ever see her? 

Clause. No. 

Gos. She is such a wonder 
For beauty and fair virtue, Europe has not. 

Why bast thou made me happy to undo roe ? 

But look upon her, then if tny heart relent not. 

I’ll quit her presently. Who waits there? 

Bid my fair love come hither. 

Pr’y thee, be merciful ; take a man’s heart. 

And look upon her truly : take a friend’s heart,^ 

And feel wbat misery must follow this. [raise. 

Clause.Take vou a noble heart, and keep your pro- 
I forsook all I had to make you bappj'. 

Enter Gi-RTRUDE. 

Can that thing call’d a woman stay your virtue? 

Goe. Look, tliere she is. Now deal with me as 
Didst ever see a fairer ? [tfiou wilt. 

Gerl. Wbat ails my love? 

Goe. Didst thou ever, 

By the fair light of beav’n, behold a sweeter? 

Gerl. Sure, h’as some strange design in hand. 

He starts so. 

Clause. She is most goodly. 

Goe. In' she a thing, Uien, to be loat thus lightly I 
Her mind is ten times sweeter, ten times nobler » — 
And but to hear her speak — a paradiae. 

And sneb a Jove she bears to me, — a chaste love, — 
And ready now to bless me ; the priest too, ready 
To say the holy words, shall make us happy. 

This if a crnefiy beyond man’s study ; 

'Twill be her death to do’t. 

Clauee. Let her die, then. 

Goe. ’Twill kill me, too ; ’twill murder me. By 
beav’n. Clause, [me; 

ril give tbee half I have. Come, tbou abalt aave 
Ciauu. Then you most go with me ; I can stsy 
no longer. 
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If joa be tree and noble, in the dark walk 
or aged elms, that opens to the plain, 
Youll meet me in Ibis boor. 


Oo8, Hard heart. I’ll follow thee. Clau»€, 

ye, go inf I have a weighty basiness 
Concerns my life and state, (make no inoairy,) 
This present hoar berall’n me. My cloak there! 

.1 •_ « MTL- •_ aI.9_ -im 


Oert, Is this yonr ceremony! Why is this stop, 
Gos. We mast part, [air? 

Gertrude, we mast! 

Oert, Mast! What voice enjoins! 

What power commands! 

Gos. We shall meet again. 

Oert. Who is yon man, that rules so absolnte 
O’er Geawin’s will? [sweet, 

Gos. Ask me no more. I can hot tell thee this, 
I’m ever thine. Fvrewell. [Bant Oert. 

I know not why. 

Bat to obey this man, to me seems now 
As payment of some great religions debt 
Nature stands bound for. TExit. 

ACT V.— Scene I.— Woods. 

Enter GERTRUDE tStd a Clown. 

Qer. Lead, if we're right j thou said’st then 
knew ’at the w^. [homeward^ 

Clown. Fear nothing, 1 do know it. Would *twere 
Oert. Wrought from me by a beggar ! at the time 
That most should tie him ! *tis some other love 
That hath a more command on his affections. 

And he that fetch’d him, a disguised agent, < 

Not what he personated. Darkness snrond 
And cover love’s too curioas search in me ; 

For yet, suspicion, I would not name thee. 

Clown. Mistress, it grows somewhat pretty and 
Gerf. What then! [dark. 

Clown. Nay, nothing. Do not think I am afraid. 
Although, perhaps, you are. 

Oert. I am not. Forward I ^ [fear nothing. 
Clown, Sure, but you are. Give me your hand — 
What a fright one on’s are in, you or 1 ? 

Oert. Wliat ails the fellow? 

Cloum. Hark, hark \ I beseech you. 

Do you hear nothing? 

Uert. No. 

Clown. List I This wood is full of wolves. 

Of hogs, and such carnivorous vermin. 

Hark! ’tis the howling of a wolf! 

Oert. Of the wind, coward! [now ! 

Clown. Help me to say my pray’rs. He’s got me 
I cannot speak ! Do I speak, mistress! Tell roe. 
Oert, A precious guide I’ve zot. {One halhes.) 
Clown. It thunders now. You near that, mistress? 
Oert. 1 hear one halloa! [lightning! 

Clown. ’Tis thunder, thnnder! See, a flash of 
Are you not blasted, mistress? 

’T has played the barber with me ; I hare lost 
My beard — 1 am shaven, mistress. 

Oert. Pr’ythee, hold thy peace. 

Both love and jealousy have made me bold. 

Where my fate leads me, I must go. Hold oflT! [Bx. 
Ckiiiw. The Lord go with you, then, fori will not. 
^n/er WoLFORT, Hemskirke, and Soldiers. 
Herns. It was the fellow, — sure, he that should 
guide — • 

The huntsman* that did halloa. Who goes there! 
Clown. Mistress, I am taken. 

Hems. Ab, mistress! Now look forth. * 

Wolf. What are you, sirrah ? 

Clown. Truly, oil is left 
Of a poor boor by day, nothing by night. 

I'm none that will stand out, great sir. 

You might have spar’d your guns and drum ; 

You may subdue roe with a walking-stick, 

E’en when you please, and hold me with a paok- 
Hems. What woman was’t you oaU'd to! [threadr 
Churn. I ? None, air. 

Wolf. None ! Did not you name a mistress! 
Clown. Yes; but she’s ^ , 

No woman yet ; she should have been this night. 
But that a beggar stole away her bridegroom. 


Enter Soldkrs with Geetrudb. 

Hems, ’Tis she ! 

Oert. Ha ! I am miserably lost ! 

Hems. This was a noble entrance to your fortune; 
ThaS being thus upon t^e point of marriage, 

Updh her venture here, you should surprise her. 

Woy^. I begin, Hemskirke, to believe my fate' 
Works to my end. e 
Hems. Y es, sir ; and this adds trust 
Unto our guide, wbo did assure me Flores 
Liv'd in some merchant’s shape, as Gerrard did 
*In the ifld beggar’s. {Shouts heard.)^ 'Tbat’a be 
Wolf. Good . Go we forth to meet him. [again ! 
Hems. Here’s the oak, my lord. Come, madam, 
you must along with us. lExeunt, 

Enter Hubert, Higgbn, Prig, Ferret, Snap, 
ofidGlNKBs, like boors. 

Hub. I like your habits well. They’re safe! 
stand close! 

Hig. But what’s the action we are for nOwf eh? 
Robbing a ripper of his fish ? 

Prig. Or taking a ponlterer prisoner! * 

Hig. Without ransom? 

* Snap. Or cuttiog off a convoy of batter! ^ 

Prig. Oh ! I could drive a regiment * 

Of geese afore mep such a niglit as this. 

Ten leiignes with my hat and' staff, add not a hisa 
Heard, or a wing of my troop disqfder’d. • 
hig. Is it a fetching off a buck of olotbea! 

We are horribly out of linen. 

Hub, No such matter. 

Hig. Let me alone for any farmer’s dog : 

If you’ve a mind to the cheese-loft, ’tis but thus. 
And ‘fie’s a silenc’d mastiff during pleasure. 

Hub. Would it please you to be silent? 

Hig. Mum ! 

Re-enter WoLFORT, HEMSKIRKE,afi(fiSb/d!i^#. 
Wolf. W ho’s there ? 

Utd>, A friend, the bnntsman. 

Hems. ’Tis be, himself. ^ [these! 

Hub. 1 have kept todheb, sir. Which is the earl of 
Hems. This, my lord, ’s the friend 
Hath undertook the service. • 

Hub. And I have don’t. 

I know to pilch my toils, drive in my game; 

For Florez, and his father 

Gerrard, and Jaculiii, young Florez’ sister. 

I’ll have ’em all. 

ITo//. We will doable 

Whatever Hemskirke now hath promis’d thee. 
Hub. And I'll deserve it treble. Wbat horse ha’ 
Wolf. A hundred. [you T 

^hub. That’s well. Ready to take ’em on sor- 
Wolf. Yea. [prise? 

Hems. Divide, then, 

Your force into five souadrons ; for there are 
So many outlets ; of all wbicli passages 
We must possess ourselves to round ’e^in. 

And that they may be more secure. I’ll use 
My wonted whoops and halloos, as I were 
A hunting for 'em ; which will make them rest 
Careless of any noise, and be a direction 
To 0ther guides, how we approach ’em atill. 

Wolf. ’Tis order’d well, and relisbeUi the aoldier. 
Make the division, huiftsman. You are my oharget 
My fair one.4’11 look to you. [lixsiiitf. 

Clown. No one shall need to look to me, 

I’ll look unto myself. , [JSwf. 

Hub. Now, comrades, is the promia d hour at 
band! ^ , 

Here, where the roads do meet, lie ooBCMl'd; 

And, at the bugle’s sound, rush forth to aid 
Lord Hubert, who then ringa the knell 
Of Wolfort’s power, and kalla found Flores, 
prince. f Exit with Guards* 

Enter Gerrard ami Florez. 

Fh. ’Tispasaing Atrange! 

Ger. When we fled from Welfort, 

I sent you into England, there plac’d yon ^ 

With a brave Flanders merohant, oalrd rioh Gos- 



MERCHAli^ OF BRUGES. 


[Act V. 


Wlio, djiflfc, left bis name and wealth onto joo, 

As bis reputed son. But though I 
Should, as a subject, study you, my prince, 

'Twill not discredit yon to call me father. 

Flo. Acknowledge yon my father! Sir, I do; 
And may impiety, conspirinji^ with 
My other sins, sink me, and su^enly, 

When I forget to pajr you a son's duty. {Kneels.) 
Oer. I pray you, rise; 

And may tliose powers that see and love this in yon 
Reward you for it. Taught by your example. 
Having receiv'd the rights dne to a father^ 

I tender you th' allegiance of a subject, 

Wbiob, as inv prince, acdept of. 

Flo. ^Kneef to me I 

Mav mountains first fall down beneath their valleys, 
Ano tire' ho more mount npwnrds, when 1 suffer 
An act in nature so preposterons. 

I am mr son, sir; prouder to be so, 

Than 4 aball ever of those specions titles. 

Left to me by m^ mother. 

Ger. 1 do believe it. — 

By this time, sir, I hope you want no reasons 
Why I broke off your marriage; 

For now, as Florez, and a prince, remember^ 

The fair maid whom yon chose to be your bride, 
Being so far bruieath yon, even your love 
Must grant she's not your equal. 

Flo. In descent. 

Or borrow'd glories from dead ancestors ; 

But for her beauty, chastity, and virtues, 

A monarch might receive from her, not give. 
Though she were his crown’s purchase. 

Enter Hubert, Hgmskirke, WoLFORT,BERriiA, 
and Lords, with torches* 

Huh. Sir, here be two of ’em. 

The father and the son. 

Oer. Who’s this*! Wolfort? [treason. 

Wolf. Impostor! ay, to charge thee with thy 
In this disgnise, that hath so Jong conceal’d you, 

I most find Gerrard. 

And in this merchant's habit, one call'd Florez, 
Who woCifd be earl. 

Ffo. And is, wert thou a subject. 

Bertha: Goswin turn'd prince! 

OH! 1 am poorer by this greatness 

Than all my former jealousies or misfortnnes ! 

Flo. Gertrude! 

Wolf. Sti^, sir; hold, on yonr life! 

Bertha, His life ! oh ! first take mine ; 

And sinoe 1 cannot hope to wed him now. 

Let me but fall a part of his glad ransom. [treqt 
Flo, So proud a fiend as Wolfort! 

Wolf, For so lost a thing as Florez! 

Fla, And that be so. 

Rather than she should stoop again to thee ! 

There is no death, bnt's sweeter than all life. 

When RMfort is to give it. Oh ! my Gertrude ! 
Wolf, This is no Gertrude, nor no Hemskirke’s 
niece, ftha. 

Nor Vandnnke's daughter ; this is Bertha, Ber- 

HeireAs of Brabant, she that caus’d the war. 

Heme, Whom 1 did steal to do greatWolfortker- 
Eb. Insolent villain ! [vice. 

^ Enter Jaculift. 

WoU, Who is this, huntsman ? [Florez. 

Hw, More, more, sir. This is Jaculin, sister to 
Oer, How they triumph in their treachery ! 

’ Wolf, Wb^ here's bg|fe game! this was sport 

Hnntsman, your horn ; first wind me Florez' fal 
'•Neat Garrard's, then his daughter, Jacnlin’s. 
WeMI hsM ’em, Hemskirke, on these trees. 

’ Essis. Hot here,my lord; 'twill spoil your triumph. 
‘ End. ApubUc seaftbld will shew better sport. 
FloroB, Wretch 1 art thou notcontent thou bast bo 
But mook'st ns, too 1 [fray’d us 

Gsr. Falsd Hubert ! this is monstrous ! 

« ITo//. Hobmrt! 


Hems. Who, this? rbert I 

Oer. Yes, this is Hubert ; false and peijor^ Hu- 
I hope he has help’d himself onto a tree. 

Wolf, The first, the first of an^ ; and iilbst glad I 
I'll let you go before, but for a train : <'[havO you, aiBj| 
Is’t you have done this service? [Hubel^ 

Iftdt. As yonr poor huntsman, sir. But now as 
The wolf's a-foot, let slip. (Sounds his ham.) 
Enter Vandunke, Merchants, HlOOEN, P^IO, 
Ferret, Snap, mid Soldiers, who seise on 
Wolfort and-Hemskirke. 

Wolf. Betray’d! 

Hm. No ; bnt well catch'd ; and I the huntsman. 
Vand. How do you, Wolfort! Rascal! good 
knave, Wolfort ! 

I speak it now without the rose : and Hemskirke, 
Rogue Hemskirke ! you that have no niece ; this lady 
Was stol’n by yon, and ta'en by yon, and now 
Resigned by me, to the right owner here. 

Take her, my prince. 

Flo. Can this be possible! 

Welcome, my love ! my sweet, my beauteous love ! 
Gert. And shall w6 part no more? [ter, 

Vand. I ha’ given you her twice ; now keepher bet- 
And thank lord Hubert that compos’d the plot. 

And in good Gerrard’s name sent for Vandunke, 

And got me out with my bravo boys, to march 
Like Cfesar when he* bred his commentaries; 

So I to breed my chronicle, came forth, 

Ceesar Vandunke, and veni, vidi, vici, 

Hig. Captain Prig,* sir I 
Prig. And colonel Higgen! 

Vand. Peace, rogues ! 

Give me my bottle, and set down my drnms. 

I’ll sit in iudgment on ’em : yon stole tbeJad^V. 

Wolf, Well, 1 can stand, and praise the toll that 
took me, 

And laughing in them die ! they were brave snares ! 

Flo, ^were truer valour, ir thou durst repent 
The wrongs Ih’ hast done, and live ! 

Wolf. Who! I repent, 

And say 1 am sorry ! Yes ; ’tls the fool’s language, 
But not for Wolfort. 

Faricf. Wolfort, thou art a devil, [longing! . 
And speak’st his language. Now, might 1 have my 
Under this row of trees here would 1 hang thee. 

Florez. No ; let him Jive 
Banish’d from our slate. That is thy doom. 

V and. Then hang this worthy captain here, this 
For profit of tb’ example. [Hemskirke, 

Florez, No, let him 

Enjov bis shame, too, with bis conscious life. 

To shew how much our innocence contemns 
All praelice from the guiltiest to molest us. 

Away with them ! [Exit Wolfort, guarded, 

Oer, Sir, you must help to join 
A pair of bands, as they have done of hearts. 

And to their loves wish joys. 

Flo,, As to ndine own — my gracious sister, — 

W orlhiest brother ! ( Embracing . ) 

’Fond. Awa;|r with them! a noble prince! 

And yet I’d fain some one were bang’d. 

Oer. Sir, here be friends ask to be look'd on too. 
And thank’d; who though their trade be none o'th’ 
best. 

Have yet as’d me with courtesy, and been true 
Sttbjecta unto me, while I was their king. [Bruges, 
Vand. Your grace command them follow me to 
Tb^’ll turn the wheel for Grab the rope-maker. 
Flo. Do you hear, sirs! 

Hig, We do; thanks to yonr grace. [a wedr. 
Vand. They shall beat hemp, and be whipp'd twice 
Prig. Thank ^onr good lordship. 

Flo. No, 1 will take the care on me to find 
Some manly and more profitable ooorse. 

To fit them as a part or the republic. 

Be it our care to prove unto tne veorld 
Our better title o’er usurped favour. 

In bow much we shall use it for the good 
Ev'n of the meanest subjects in our state. [Exsimt, 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. — A Roomin SeamTa housa. 

Mra. S. (Without.) I teH joa it shall be — 

Scout. ( Without.) Naj, oaj ; bat mj dear, now — 

Mra, S. ( Without.) It does not signify talking, I 
most and will have it so. 

Scout. ( Without.) But think, my dear, how ridi- 
onions — 

* Mra. S. ( Without.) I don't care; I’m resolved ; 
TH DO loi^r be the laugbrag-stook of the whole 
oooBtry. Do yoB imagine I’ll — 

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Scout. 

Scout, Nay, bat my dear, sweet love, that inde- 
fatigiable tongue of yonr’s woold out-talk any lawyer 
in iCs kingdom; I can talk, sometimes, pretty well 
myself, but I stand no ebanoe with you. Why, you 
would out-din the whole bar itself, that though a 
lawyer-r 

Mrs. S. A lawyer! No one, to see ^ou in this 
trim, would imagine ymahad ever carried on anjr- 
body's suit but your own* Had you a grain of spirit 
left, you might-r 

Scout* Spirit I N^, nay, wife, don’t complain of 
my wmnt of spirit. TV as it not my spirit that drove 
me from the capitsl, and made me bury ifty talents 
inobsoBrity t Have not I attended all the harangues 
of tboooorta, with only a little whisaungoa one side, 
end a deaTnesB on the other? And have sot I oon^ 
vinoed you I had too much spirit on a oactaio oo- 
oaaioB? 

Mra. S, Very fine, indeed. And so you make, a 
merit of your miwdersi 

Scout* Blrniders^indned i I think 1 made a.blim- 
der in coming here. Not a single job have 1 got 
ainoe I have Wn down : not amken bead, nor a 
gnarrel for one to get a penny by ; these has not 
Been a baetaid boro since we>e been here; and. 


d — me, if I don't think the very cattle keep oat of 
the pound on purpose to spite me. Now, if one 
could put on the appearance of business, the ipality 
follows of course ; and, perhaps, something may tum 
out — • 

Mra. S, Yes; and, in the meantime, voor poor 
wife may starve, and your daughter lose the oppor- 
tunity of settliog herself handsomely, with one of the 
yonng men that pay their addresaes to her; whom 
the anabbiDesH of yoor appearance has frightened 
away. 

* Scout. Why, to be sure, I am shabby enough, of 
all ooDscienoe; and cannot, with any proiwiety, 
make my appearance in pablic. Let me see; 1 havB 
it; I’ll go and purdiase a suit of clothes direoUy* 
Mrs. S. Purebuse a suit of olotbes» witho^ a 
sliilliog in your pocket? ^ 

Scout, Oh! my dear, that’s nothing' at all: BMit 
of the fashionable suits in Loudon are purohasod 
that way. Let me see: what colonr shall 1 ehooset 
shall it be a brown, a grey, a bat's wing, dh— 

•Mrs. S. Oh ! never mind the colour, so you oas 
find somebody fool enough to letyoo bavw me cloth* 
Scout. Oil! ril warrant you. Let moyee, nows 
there’s nefkbbour Snarl, that lives over the way; 
he keeps a large assortment of coloum i him 

out of a suit. 

Jfr«.<9.Mr.Saarl! 1>h« oare wkgh joada tlmie, 
husbood.; his som Chutks. is in hM mpk BOV Har- 
riet, and would liuvs marnod har bcHfin noWk but 
for fear of bis father’s anger. 1 wmiljdgohfor the 
world disappoint the girl's hopfs. 

Skoal. Well,, well ; step in uoA hiing my gnwu 
and band ; it will, at least, make me have a betloB 
appeananoe, £JS»i* Mrs. jB.] by hiding thew d— d 
ran of miae. Gomt, wifor make haste. Twa curw 
you don’t break the China basin on the modern* 
Come, what a tima you are! 
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Re-tntw Mrs. Scout, vMK the gmtm and 
Mrs, S, Why, I broaght it as soon as I eoold. 
Scout. Come, help me on with it ; take care what 
you are abont. See what a lar^e hole here is! Yoa 
sit all day with year hands before you, and 1 think 
you mi{(ht have mended it. « 

Mrs, S. ril mend it when you come back, 
dicout., There, there; now I ^all do very well. 
And let me tell you, wife, I km not the only one 
that make use of a gown to hide things that are not 
fit to be seen. ^ [Exsiin#. 

Scene If . — SnarVs Shop. 

JEntsr Snarl, foUowsd hy Charles/ 

Snarl. Charles, have yon been looking oat for 
another shepherd, as I told yoa? 

Charles. No, sir; 1 think yon have got a very 
good one. 

Snarl. No sach thing: I tell yoa that Sheep- 
faoe is a rogae ; he has lived with me only a fort- 
night, and here are missing foarteen of my best 
wetherk. 

Charley Consider, sir, what bavoo such a dis- 
order makes in a little lime. 

Snarl. Yes, yes, I have considered, and I know 
ty well, by this time. I have long suspected 
and last night I oanght him in the very fact. 


prplty 
him; Bi 


killing one of fattest wethers t and I am deter- 
ml.ed to have him op before Justice Mittimnr, this 
day ; butVeach me my book, and let me look over 
the aooount of my stock, perhaps there may be more 
missing. 

Charles. There it is, sir. (Gives an aceount-booh.) 

Snarl. And if neighbour Gripe calls, tell him I 
want to see him about this rascal Sheepface. Let 
me see : twelve times ten is — 

JEnier SheepfaCE. 

Charles. Sheepface, my father has discovered all ; 
do the best you can ; beware of saying too moch. 

[Exit. 

Sheep, Save yoa, good master Snarl ! 

Snarl. What, you rascal, are you here? How 
dare you appear before me, after the trick you have 
played in's? 

Sheep, Only to tell you I’ve been with neighbour 
Grlp^, the constable, who has been speaking to me 
about sheep-stealing. Justice Mittimus, your ho- 
' nonr, and a power o^ things ; so I said to myself as 
how I woula not make it a secret any longer with 
your worship. 

Snarl. Why, fellow, this afiected simplicity won't 
serve your purpose. Did not I catch yoa, last night, 
killing one of my fattest wethers! 

Sheep, Only to keep it from dying, by my feckins ! ,| 

Snarl, To keep it rrom dying ! 

Sheep, Of the rot, an' please your sweet worship. 
It’s a way 1 learnt of our doctor, in the parish : he 
enres most of his patients the same way. 

Snarl. The doctor, eh ! The doctors have a li- 
oense to kilj from the college : bat von have none, 

I believe. Why, there was not such a breed in all 
the kingdom, for Spanish wool. 

Ske^. Please your worship, satisfy yourself witb 
the blows you jgave me, and make matters up, if it 
be yoar worship’s good will and pleasure. 

Snead. Bat ’us not my goodwill and pleasure: 
my good will and pleasure is to see you banged, 
yoa raaoal ! 

Shseo, Oh! no ; don’t hang me. Consider, that 
would oe the death of me. Besides, yoar worship, 

1 Was only married yester^py ; leave me alone for 
^ «1taek or tt|g|», 4 ind who knows but, by that time, I 
save yonr worship the trouble. 

‘ No, no ; the gallows will be the best way, 

Stmtit, and every bit as sure. 

> tf fc wy . Heaven give you the look of it, good 
mastorSnarl. Since it mast be so, I must go seek a 
or might will prevail over right. [Ex. 

Snari: Six times twelve is seventy-two ; that is 
right;' then nine times sevon is— 


[Act I. 


Enter SOOUT. 

Scout. Egad! I have nicked it verr nicely; this 
was very laoky, to ciitoh him alone. That seems to 
be a pretty piece of doth, and will jnst sait-me. 
(Aside.) — Good morning to yon, Mr. Snail! 

Snarl. Oh I what, neighbour Gripel walk in. 

Scout. No, it’s 1, your neighbour Soont. 

SnarL T am my neighbour Scout’s most obe- 
dient ; but I have no business with him at present, 
that I know of. 

Samt, (Aside.) I’ll make you tell a different story 
presently, or 1 am much mistaken. I called to settle 
a little account. 

Snarl. I have no account to settle with anybody. 

Scout. There’s a small balance of fifty pounds— 

Snarl, I know nolhing at all about it ; I don’t 
owe any man a farthing in the world. 

Scout, (Aside.) I wish I could say as maoh for 
myself. Why, sir, looking over my father’s ac- 
counts, I see he stands indebted to you fifljr pounds'; 
and I, as an honest man, am come to p^ it.' 

Snarl, How do you do, neighbour Scout? how 
do^ou do? I’m glad to see you. ^ 

Slcout. Very well, I thank you, sir. How do you 
do?i) 

Snarl, I think you live in our village here 7 

'Scout. Yes, sir, I do. 

Snarl. Pray, be seated. 

Scout. By no means ; I fear I disturb you. 

^ Snarl. Oh! no, not at all ; pray, sit down ; I in- 
pist upon it. 

Scout. Ah! sir, if everybody was of my principle, 
I should be a deal richer than I am ; I cannot bear 
to be in anybody’s debt. 

Snarl. Why, egad ! the generality of people bear 
it very well. 

Scout. Very true, sir, very trne: when would 
you like to receive this money! for I’m impatient 
to pay everybody. 

Snarl. Why, when you please, ^o time like the 
time present. 

Scout. Very true : I have it told out at home ; but 
as I only hold my father’s effects in trust for ray 
daughter Harriet, for form’s sake, you know, it 
will be proper to have some of the other guardians 
present at the time of payment. 

Snarl. Very true ; it is so, indeed. Well, as soon 
as you please. 

Scout. What do you think of three o’clock this 
afternoon? 

Snarl. A very good time. 

Scout. And, egad! it happens very lucky; I’ve 
got. a very fine goose, sent me by a client from 
Norfolk, and you shall come and dine with me: are 
you fond of goose ? 

Snarl, Very. It’s my favourite dish. 

Scout. That’s very lucky. Don’t forget to come. 
I think you do a deal of basiness here, moi;e than 
all the rest of the trade around .the country. 

Snarl. Pretty well ; I can’t complain. 

Scout. And Mrs. Scout will dress the goose bj R 
valuable recipe left her by her great unde. Aider- 
man Dumpling. Do you like sage and onion ? 

Snarl, 'very much, indeed. 

Scout. You shall have it BO. Why, you have such 
an engaging way with you, that people take more 
pleasure ip paying yon money, than in receiving it 
from other people. 

Snarl. Ah! sir, jon^flatter me. 


Egad! now I reoolleot, I pro- 


sir, to 

Scout. Nut at all. Egad , _ 

mised Mrs. Scout you should have my custom ; and 
1 don’t care if 1 take a coat to begin with. 

Snarl. Pray, sir, look over my patterns ; here’s 
a variety df colours. 

Scout. This seems to be a pretty piece of doth. 
(FeeKna the chah that lies on the counter.) 

SnetA, Very fine and good ; it is iron g^y. 
Scout. Doirt you remembor onr going to aobool! 
SmrU What, along with old Iron-fist! 
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SOBME S.] 

Scout. The same. Yoawai reckoned the prettiest 
boy in the whole school* 

Snarl. Yes; my mother said I was always a 
pretty bo^ • 

i^cout. This cloth seems very smooth and fine. 
Snarl. Right Spanish wool, I assure yon. Let 
me send yonr quantity to your house. 

Scout. Stop, stop r Pay as you go, pay as yon 
go ; that is always mr maxim. 

Snarl. And, egad f a very good maxim His. I 
wish all n^ customers made use of the same. 

Scout. Don't yon remember the tricks you used 
to play the curate 1 
Snarl. Yes, very well. 

Sco^, Ay, you was always full of mischief. 
What^s this cloth a yardi 
Snarl. Why, to anybody else it should be nine- 
teen shillings and sixpence ; but — 

Scout. Now yon are going to favour me. 

Snarl. No, 1 am not ; onfy as you ore a particu- 
lar friend, I won't charge you but nineteen ; and, 
luckily, here is just your quantity out ofl'. • 

$ Scout. That is lucky : I’llilake it home with me. 
Snarl. ^ no means : my boy — i 

Scout. Why would yon take the poor boy from 
bis work? I don't mind carrying it myself. * 
Snarl. But let me measure it; perhaps there may 
be some mistake. 

Scout. No mistake: d’ye think I doubt your 
word? I 

Snarl. But the price — 

Scout. Never mind that ; I leave it entirely to 
you. Well, good morning! don’t forget the goose ; 
you’ll be sore to be there lime enough to dine, be- 
fore yon receive your money. Good morning— don’t 
forget. [Exit with the cloth. 

Snarl. D — ! but he has carried ofi‘ my cloth ; but 
he’ll pay. Oh ! yes, he’ll pay ; for he must be a very 
honest man, or he never would have told me of the 
fifty pounds, and invite me to dine oft' the goose into 
the barguin. I am sorry 1 cheated him in the cloth ; 
but no matter, 'tis the way 1 got all my mon^. 

[Exit. 

Scene III. — Outside of Scouf s House. 

Enter Kate and SHEErFACE. 

Kate. If you wants a lawyer to get you fairly out 
of a scrape, my master’s the man for your money, 
Sheepface. 

Sheep. I remember he stood my friend before, 
from being hanged at York ; and, would you believe 
it? only for mending the complexion of a bald-faced 
horse : and, I don’t know how it was, 1 have such 
a treacherous memory, but somehow or other, 1 
forgot to pay him. 

Kate. Oh! nevermind, be won’t remember that; 
but be carefuVnot to tell him your master’s name. 
1 know be would not be concerned against Mr. 
Snarl for the world. 

Sheep. No, no; I’ll only tell him His my master, 
and heHHhink 1 mean the rich farmer 1 lived with 
formerly. 

Kate. Well, well; that will do — but here he 
comes.* I’ll go in. 

Enter SCOCT. 

Scout. Eoad ! T think I have made a good morn- 
ing’s work r This cloth will enable me to make a 
genteel appearance. But who have we got here? 
sure, 1 should know that face. Harkye ! sir, didn’t 
1 save you and your brother from being hanged, 
some time ago, at York? 

Sheep. Yes. 

Scout. And, by the same rule, 1 think one of you 
forgot to pay me. 

Sheep. That was brother. 

Scout. One of you got clear off; and the other 
died, soon after, in prison. 

Sheep. That was not I. 

Scout. No, no ; I see it was not. 

Sheep. For all that, I was sicker than my bro' 


tber: but I am come to ask your worship to stand 
my friend against a — his worship, iiiy master. 

ScoiU. What, the rich farmer here, that lives in 
the neighbonrhood? 

Sheep. Yes, yes; he lives in the neigboorhood, 
Sofia enough ; and if you will stand my frieod, you 
shall be paid to yonr heart’s content. 

Scout. Ay, now you speak to the purpose ; come, 
you most tell me how it was. 

Sheep. Why, you must know, my master givee 
me but small wages ; very small wages, indeed ; so 
I thonglht I might as well do a little business on my 
own account ; and so make myself amends without 
any damage to him, with an* honest neighbour of 
mine — a little bit of a butcher by trade. 

Scout. Well, but what business can you have to 
do with him ? 

Sheep. Why, saving your worship’s presence, I 
hinders the sheep from dying of the rot. 

Scout. Ah! how do you contrive that? * 

Sheep. I cuts their throats before it comes to 
them. * 

Scout. What, I suppose, then, your master thinks 
3 'ou kill his sheep for the sake of selling their car- 
cases? * 

Sheep. Yes; and I cannot beat i* out of his bead, 
for th| soul of me. * « 

Scout. Well, then, you must tq|1 me aH the par- 
ticulars about it. Relate every circumstance, and 
don’t hide a single item. 

Sheep. Why, then, sir, you must know that, 
last night, us I was going down — must I tell the 
truth? 

StSut. Yes, yes; you must tell the truth here, 
or we shall ffot be able to lie to the purpose any- 
where else. 

Sheep. Well, then, last night, after I was mar- 
ried, having a little leisure time upon my hands, I 
goes down to our pens ; and, as I was musing on 1 
don't know what, out I takes roy knife, and hap- 
pening by mere ucciVent, saving your worship’s 
presence, to put it under the throat of oqp of the 
fattest wethers ; I don’t kpow how it came about, 
but I bad not been long there before the wether 
died, and all of a sudden, as a body may say. * 

Scout. What, and somebody was looking on all * 
the while? 

Sheep. Yes ; master, from behind the hedge ; and 
would nave it, it died all along with me ; and so, as 
you see, he laid such a shower of blows on me, that 
It kept the bride out of temper all night ; but I hope 
your worship will stand my friend, and not let mo 
rose the fruits of my honest labours all at onee. 

Scout. Why, there are two ways of settling thin 
business; undone is, I think, to be done without 
putting you to any expense. 

Sheep. Let’s try that first, by all means. ^ 

Scout. You have scraped up somet^g in your*>' 
master's service. 

Sheep. I have been up early and late for it, sir. 
Scout. I supoae you have Ukeii care to haveyour 
savings all in bard cash? * 

Sheep. Yes, sir. ** 

Scout. Well, then, when you go borne, take it 
and hide it in the safest place you can find. 

Sheep, lies, sir, that i’ll do. 

Scout. I’ll take care your master shall pay all 
costs and charges. 

Sheep. Ay, so be ought ; be can afford it. 

Scout. It shall be nothing out of yo^pooket. 
Sheep. That's just os I would have m- 
Scout. He’ll have all the trouble and expense of 
bringing you to trial, and after that, have uie plea- 
sure of seeing you hiuiged. 

Sheep. Lets take the otkl|r way. 

Scout. Well, let me oee: I aoppese he’ll take 
out a warrant against you, and have you taken be* 
fore Justice Mittimus. 

So I understand. 
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Scout. 1 Hunk Uie jutUoe’s orednUW u eu ily im- 
posed on ; so, when too are ordered before himi 
1*11 attend ; and to ell the ^nestions that jon are 
asked, answer notbini;, but imitate the voice of the 
lambs, when ibejr bleat after ^be ewes* Yon ^an 
^eak that dialect. 

Sheep. lt*s m^ mother toogn^. 

Scout. Bat, if I brli^ jou ^lear off, 1 expect to 
be very well paid for tlus. 

She^t. So you sball ; i’ll pay yon to yoar heart’s 
oontent. 

Seoui, Be sore yea answer notbioc but baa! 

Sheep. Baa! 

Scout. Ay, that will do very well ; be sure yon 
atiok to that. 

Sheep. Yes, vour worship, never fear I. What 
trouble a body has to keep one's own in this world ! 

[Exeunt, 

Enter Snarl. 

Snarl, Ay, ay; that’s my neighbour Scout’s 
house : he is just come home, to give orders about 
the dinufe.', I warrant. Egad !* I think 1 shall make 
a good day’s work ; what, with the fifty pounds his 
father owed mine, which, by-the-by, 1 know no- 
lS;ing at all about, and the money for the cloth, and 
the goose that ip, to be dressed by a famous recipe 
Alderman Eumpling’s. Egad ! I believe they 
are dressing it now : 111 in, and see what is going 
forward. ’ [Exit. 

Scene IV. — A Room in Scout* e houee, 

Scout and Mrs. Scout discovered. 

Scout, Wife, wife, come along ; 1 think I hear 
Snarl at the door; come to your place, and mind 
jour cue. (A’tls.) »r 

Mrs, S, Never fear me ; I warrant I shall make 
an excellent nurse. 

Enter Snarl. 

SnarL Where is my friend, Mr. Scout? Is the 
goose a roasting? 

Scout. Wife, wife, here comes the Doctor ; be 
brings me the cooling mixt^ire — the cooling mix- 

turef 

Smen. ,The cooling mixture ! 

Jfr#. S. Oh ! sir, 1 hope you have brought some- 
lhiit|g for my poor husband ; be has been confined 
to his room, and has not been out this fortnight. 
Snarl. Not out of liis room this fortnight! 

Mrs. S, No, sir; this day fortnight, of all the 
MOod days in the year, ho was seized with a lunacy 
g|, and has not been out of doors since. ^ 

Snarl, Why, woman, what are you triking about? 
Whyi be came to niy shop this morning;^ and, by 
the same token, he bought four yards of iron-grey 
riptb, and I am coma for my money. 

MrCfS. This morning! 

SnarL This morning; and invited me to dine with 
|um tQ-day off a goose, aud to receive fifty pounds 
p which bis tkther owed mine. I’ll speak to him. 
£[ow do yt&h do, good Mr. Scout ? 

Scout. Ob 1 how d’ye do, good Mr. 

Snarl. Good Mr. Drench! 

Mrs, S. He takes you for the doctor, Mr. Drench. 

Soopt- Wife, wife, keep the doctor from me, and 
g to for the disease. 

Mrs. S, Fer heaven’s sake ! sir, if you can’t re- 
lieve hilu, don't torment him. , 

SnarL Hold your tongue, woman! I want my 
cloth or my money. Mr. Scout, Mr. Scout ! 

Scout, 900 . see, see ! there are three nice butter- 
fflesl there they fly, there they fly, there they fly ! 

bat'a ^ings-rrl’veoatcbed them— 1 have them 
'eri have them ! Tally-ho, tally-ho 1 Ob, olt, oh ! 
in Iks choir.) 

Av/. Butterfliea! if I can aee any! I 

Jtmk ip BOO my oIo'thiHh 


[AorJI. 


for a tliiefl I’ll get out of his way, anJ not stay 


, Drench ? 


(/•RfP* on the chair,) HU lord, and gen- 

of m iocy* my client. Sir Hogh Witbering- 

ton, oharges tlie defendant, Mr* Montgomery, that 
K morferer, nevertheleasi M ahall appear as— 


{Jumm doom, anddancu.) Tol de rol, do loll Oh, 
oh, oh! {Jumps cross-legged om the chinrA 

Snarl. There now, h^s tanoying himsmf olajlor, 
and at work upon my#loth. 

Mrs. S. Do, pray, sir, leave him, end don’t tor- 
ment him. 

Snarl. I won’t leave him wiUioot my money* 
See, he’a getting better : I’ll speak to him again. 
How do you do, neighbour Scout? 

Scout. How d’ye do, Mr. Snarl! I am i^od to 
see yon ; I hope you are very well? My dem# here 
is Mr. Snarl come to see os. 

SnarL There, there, there! he knows me, he 
knows me ! 

Scout. Ob ! Mr. Snarl, I beg a thonsand pardons ; 
I confess I have been very onlund ; but 1 bo^yon’ll 
excase me coming to see you. I have never called 
on you since 1 came to" live in thia part of the 
country. 

Snarl. Never called on me! Ob, the devil! 1 
shall never get my cloth again. Why, man, yon 
called on me this mornii^, and boagbt four yards 
of iron-grey cloth, and 1 am come for my money|( 
besides fifty pounds your father owed mine. Ay* 
you may ahake your bead, but, d— e ! if 1 go oat 
of the honse withoot it. 

Scout. Say you so! then 1*11 try something else. 
{Asiik.) Wife, wife, wife! get up — softly, softly — 
get up ; don’t lie snoring there; there are thieves in 
the house. No, no; second thoughts are best; be 
l^till while I fetch my gun and shoot them. Cover 
yourself up close; iHl shoot them, shoot them, 
shoot them I rEril. 

StutrL Thieves in the honse, did he say? Egad! 
who knows but, in his mad tricks, he may shoot me 
for a thief! I'll 
with a madman. 

Re-enter ScouT, with a broom, and preveiif# it at 
Snarl, 

Scout, Boh! [Hri? S^nar/.] Yfotoria, victoria! 
Huzza! [Hseufil. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — Justice Mittimuses Office. 

Justice Mittimus, Clerks, ^c. discovered. 

Just. So, the court being assembled, the parties 
may appear. 

Enter Snarl, Scout and Sheepface, with Con- 
stables, 

Where is yonr lawyer, neighbour Snarl! 

SnarL I am my own lawyer; I ahfdl employ ne- 
bo^ : that would cost more money* 

Sfcout. {To Sheep.) Why, bow now, yon rascal! 
have you imposed upon me? What’s the meaning 
of all this ! Is that thejplaintiff? 

Sheep. (To Scout.) Yes, tliat’s bis bonoor, my 
good master. ^ 

Scout. Ob, the devil! What shall I do? I maH 
stay and brazen it out ; if I sneak out of ooart. It 
will cause suspicion. (Aside.) 

Just. Come, neighbour Snarl, begin. 

Snarl, Well, then, that thief, tbere-o * 

Just. No abuse, no abuse! 

SnarL Well, then, I say. that rascal, my shep- 
herd— No — Do my eyes deceive me? Sure, that is 
— ^yes, it must be he : if I had Viot left him very 
bad, I could have sworn — yest yes, ’tis him — and 
that othrr rascal came to my shop and boagbt — No, 
no, I don’t mean so ; that rasou there has killed 
fourteen of my fattest wethers. What answer dp, 
you make to that? 

Scout. I deny the fact. 

SnarL What is become of them, then! 

Scout. They died of the rot. 

Sfusrl. ’Tis him; ’tis his voioe, too. 

Just. What proof have yon got! 

SnarL Why, this morning, be cam^ to my house 
—No, no; I mean, I went down last night to the 
pens, having long suspected him — ’tis be,, *tis be ! 
and be begui a long story about fifty poonda— Ncb 



Scene 1.] 


I'HE YluJkGE LAWYER. 


no; I don'A moan that— «Dd tLere 1 oaaght bin io 
the ye^ foot. 

Scoui. That remaios to be proved. 

SuarL Yaa, I will awear it ia the very man. 

JusL Why, thia ia the very man : butia it certain 
that your wetliera died of the rot? What answer do 
you make to that? 

StutrL Why, I tell you, he came this very morn- 
ing, and after talking aome time, makes no more to 
do than carries off four yards of it. 

Just. Four yards of your wethers 1 * 

Snarl. No, no ; four yards of my doth : 1 mean 
that other tbiet~that other, there. 

What other 1 What other, neighbour Snarl ? 

ScouL Why, he’s mad, an’ please yonr worship. 

Just. Truly, 1 think so, too; harkye! neighbonr 
Snarl, not all the justices in the county, no, nor 
their clerks either, can make anything of your evi- 
dencg. Stick to your wethers ! stick to your we- 
thers, or I must release the prisoner ; but, however, 
I believe it will be tlie shoKest way to examincshim 
# myself. Come here, my gSod fellow, hold up yonr 
head, don't be frightened, tell me your iiame^ • 

Shtep. Baa! 

Siim-l. It's a lie, it's a lie ! his name ia Sheepflce. 

Just. Well, well ; Sheepface or Baa, no matter 
for the name. Did Mr. Snarl give you io charge 
fourscore sheep, Sheepface? 

Sheep. Baa! 

Just. I say, did Mr. Snarl catdi yon in the nigut, 
killing one of his fattest wethers? 

Sheep. Baa! 

Just. What does be mean by baa? 

Seoul. Please yonr worship, the blows he gave 
this poor fellow on the head have so affected hia 
senses, he can say nothing else ; he is to be trepanned 
as soon as the court break up ; and the doctors say 
it is the whole materia uiedica against dose of 
jal^, he never recovers. 

Just. But the act, and in that provided, forbids 
oil blows, particularly on the head. 

Snarl. It was dark, and when 1 strike, i never 
mind where the blows fall. 

Scout, A voluntary confession, a voluntary con- 
fession! 

Just, A voluntary confession, indeed. Release 
the prisoner; 1 find* no cause of complaint against 
against him. [ ExeutU Constables, 


and.Uien you sec no cause of complaint against him. 

Just. Not 1, truly. 

Snarl. A pretty day's work I have made, indeed ! 
a suit of law, and a suit of iron-grey cloth, both car- 
ried against me; but as for you, Mr. Lawyer, we 
shall meet again. [Rjrtt. 

Just. Ob, fie! neighbonr Snarl, you are to blame, 
vei 7 iiiucli to blame, indeed. 

Scout, Come, now it is all over, go and thank his 
worship. 

She^. Baa, baa, baa! 

Just, Enough, enough, my good fellow ; take care 
you do not cat^ cold in your head ; go and get tre- 
panned, and take care of yourself, Sheepface. 

Sheep. Baa ! ^ 

Just, Poor fellow ! [£rtt. 

Scout. Bravo, my boy ! You have acted your 
part admirably, and 1 think I did very well to bring 
you off BO cleverly ; and now I make no doubt but, 
as you are a very honest fellow, you’ll pay me as 
generously as you promised. 

S^ep, Baaf 

ScovA. Ay, very well, very well, indeed! yon 
did that very well just now, but there's no occasion 
to have it over any more. I’m talking about my 
fee, you know, Sheepface ! Yes, yes, 1 tell you, it 
was very well done ; but at this time, you know, 
my fee is Ibe question. 


Sheep, Baa, baa! 

Scout, How’s this? am I laughed atf Pajme 
directly, you rascal, -or I'll play toe devil with you ! 
I’Jl teach yon to tryvto cheat a lawyer, that lives by 
dieating others, i’ll-— 

Sheep. Baa! • 

Scout, IV hat, again! Braved by a mongrel our, 
a bleating bell-wether, a — 

Sheep. Baa! 

Scout. Out of my sight, or I’ll break every bone 
in yonr dog’s skin, you sheep-stealing scoundrel ! 
would you cheat one that has cheated hundreds? 
Get home to yonr hiding-plaoe. 

Sheep, Baa! 

Scout. Away, ai^ mind how you and yonr wife 
play the rest of your parts ; and, perhans, I may 
forgive you, if we succeed; if not, 1 will make an 
example of you, you rascal! 

Sheep, Bun, hoo\ • [Exit. 

Enter Justice Mittimu.s, mtd Kate. 

Just. Poor fellow ! like to die, you Ay? 

Kate. Yes, your worship. Oh dear! {Crying.) 
Just. Well, well ; comfort yourself: remember, 
you was only married yesterday. * 

Kate. That’s* the very thing', «sir ; if he had but 
lived a little longer, 1 should dbt have cargd so 
mura about it ; but to be cut off just imthe honey- 
moon, is very liard. Oh, oh, oh : But I am not re- 
vengeful, and your worship knows how much I love 
my master’s daughter, Harriet ; and Charles, Mr. 
Snarl’s son, is in love with her; but bis father won’t 
agree to the match. 

uJust. Oh ! I understand you. So, you’ll hush up 
matters, pfbvided he’ll agree to the marriage? well, 
what say you, neighbour Scout? 

Scout. VVhy — why, I don't know what to aay to 
it. Aa you all seem willing to settle the bosiness, I 
don’t like to stand out, and so 1 agree to it. But 1 
tiiink, your worship, 1 had better go in and fill tbo 
blanks of a bond, afid make him sign it, or, when all 
is over, he'll retract from his word. « 

Just. Well, do so. Here he comes.* Go, go! 

{ExenrU Scout ana Kate. 
Enter SNARL and two Constables, * 

So, neighbour Snarl, I find that tlie blows you gave 
the poor fellow on the head have occasioned his 
Erinr/. Oh, the devil! [death. 

Just. But, harkye! neighbour, I have got a pro- 
posal to make, which, perhaps, may not be disa- 
greeable to you : your son Charles, it seems, is in 
love with Harriet, lawyer Scout's daughter. Now, 
I believe Sheeuface’s wife would bush op matters, 
provided you'll consent to the match. 

Snarl. Consent ! Why, I suppose 1 must, in order 
to save myself from further expense. A very pretty 
day’s work I have made on't, truly ! 

Enter Scout, with the bmd. ^ 

Scout. Here, your worship, I’ve Imed up a bond, 
in order that he may sign whatever ia a^eed to« 
How d’ye do, neighbour Snarl? I always out my 
coat — ' 

• Snarl. According tp my olotU. ^ ^ 

Just. Come, come ; sign, sign ! {Snarl signs the 
bond.) * , 

Enter Charles and Sheepface. 

Snarl. Heyday! what the plague! are you not 
dead? 

Sheep. No ; your worship oonld never beat auch 
a thing into my head. 

Charles. Dear sir, don't be angry; Sheepface has 
done nothing but by my directions ; and I nope you 
will not only forgive him, but enable me, by your 
future generosity, to profldeL for ourselves hence- 
forward. 'Wt 

Sheep. Do take back one of your best sbee^ ^ 
Scout, Well, aa #e have settled our own ufoirs 
tliins far, we most now appeal to the tribunal, and 
humbly ask their permission for the Village Lawyer 
to continue in practice. [Esvimf* 

* 
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. ACT I. 

SCENX Viem of the Sea, on the coast of 

Cornwall, 

RobiK* discovered asleep; FiirnPRlCK /loiw 

* apart of the 1 0 ik. 

AIK. 

The linaering pangs of hopeless love, 
Conaemn'dtatpited—unuihed to endure: 

Ah! hapless fate! by flight I shove 
To soothe the pain 1 could not cure. 

Cease, ocean, tease, tease thy angry shife. 

Or here thy whelming billows pour: 

I ask, I ask but this, oh! take, oh! tide my life; 
Or luar me to some distant shore. 

Crael defttinj! to be diiven ashore on this spot 
vrbioh 1 had resolved to fly from for ever; but all 
things conspire to counteract my designs. I had 
■Oaroely emoarkod, when a oolispiracy wps formed 
among the crew to deprive me of niy life, which 
was happily preser% ed hy the generosity of an Eng- 
lish sailor, who, I fear, has perished with all his 
honest oempauions. {Sees Riwm.) Good heavens'* 
is it possible my ^enerons preserver lives ! Robin, 
what ho ! Robin ! 

Robin. {Waking, and starting.) No, Vve won’t 
drown. Courage, my lads ! Lay hold of that plank. 
Master Frederick. 

Fred. Honest spirit ! Carefal of me even in his 
dreams. 

Robin, {Rises, and stares at Frederick.) Where 
tim denoe am 1 1 

Frrd. Don’t yon know me, ray friend 1 
RMa. Master FredeiIdkJ asad I then we are alive 
^eL I thought we had hlMh Been in Davy Jones’s 

Fred I astare you, I may sWioerely say, that I 
rejoioe move for your lafety than my own. 

JMm. Reef your eompliments a little, and I’ll be- 
liiovo yen* Where are we, think yon 1 

* Fred Alatl 1 am but too well acquainted with 


the place. Vfo are on the coast of Cornwall, not 
far from Pen/aiioe. 

Robin, Say you so ? Never droop, then. We oonid 
not have made a better port. 1 have friends here 
will lake care of uh, all as one os if we weie at 

Fred. Friends here ! I home. 

Robin, Ay, if this storm has not carried them 
into the sea. I have a brother-in-law bard by, 
whom, indeed, I have not seen lor some years; bat 
he was alive, when 1 lieaid last. 

Fted, What was liis name f 
’ Robin, Crop , an honest termer. [father. 

Fted, {Aside) Good heaven! my l^utsa’s 

Robin. He married a sister of mine, when I was 
a boy. She died aome years ago, and left him a 
daughter, who, they say, is grown a fine girl; and 
now he’s spliced to‘ another mate. 

Fred, Well, Robin, we shall have no occasion to 
trouble your brother, at present; I have an estate 
ill the neighbourlioed, where yon ahall be wejoome, 
for your generosity has twice preserved my life. 

Robin, Lookye, Master Fiederick; I have been 
from my country these three years but I have not 
so far forgotten Old England, as not to'sland by a 
man who tights against odds. 

Fred. You risked your own life for me. 

Robin. That’s no concern for a British sailor ; ho 
holds his life in keeping for his king, his ooontry, 
and his friend, and for them he will cheerfaHj lay 
it down. — Bnt, look, some of our messmates heavt 
in sight. Enter W ILLI AM and Sailors. 

Robin. What cheer, my lads'* Any part of tha 
wreck saved? What, all ashore? Whit’s beoomo 
of the boat? 

WiL Ah! Robin, she went down, jost after wo 
left her, with all that we had on board. 

Jtobm. So much the worse ! I thonght I bad been 
rieh enough *10 have taken Margnretta in tow Ibr 
life ; bat, now all is afloat again. 

Fred, Yoa shall go home with me, my friends.— 


Scene 2.] 


ffcf 


NO SONCf NO BUPPBR. 


I ha?e a itriMifr deaire to tea Limiaa! 
tv hat iff aeoompany Robin? 

Robin, Thank yon, sir. Bat, tone of oa will look 
oat and soedf the aeaheaee aihore any of the oarao. 

Fred. Robin, I'll go with yoa to year brother*iii> 
law. 

Jto&aa. WiUi all my heart. Do yoa, William, keep 
a good look oat, from the top of the rook, till it be 
dark, and the reat keep watch on the beach. 

WiL So we will, Robin. Gome along, my lada. 

[£ah wUh Saibor^. 

Fred, Now, Robio, I bare a aeoretto entrnat you. 

Rohm, Well, let it be a abort one ; for a long one 
alwiyya aeta me to aleep. 

Fred, Yoa muat know, ^bin, that I quitted 
Enaland on acoonnt of the faireat of women. 

Robin, Why, that ia aomething of my caae. A 
ahark of a lawyer bore down upon me, carried oft* 
aom^little property that 1 deaigned for my miatreaa, 
and, aa 1 waa not willing to make her a beggar, 1 
went to aea again. • 

Fred, {Aside,) How nedhiy allied in firineiplea to 
my Louiaa. — Know, then, Robin, the faireat qfwS- 
men, I mean, waa Louisa, yonr niece. 

Robin. My niece ! Give me yonr band. Matter 
Frederick. If she be not married, you shall have 
her to-morrow. But what the devil made you bear 
away, and leave her? Did you ran foul of a lawyer 
tool Yon seemed to have cash enoagli. « 

Fred. Yes, Robin ; but I was determined to 
prove her love for me, without acquainting her with 
my circumstances ; I, therefore, gave out I was a 
a poor scholar. This had not altogether the de- 
sired eflect ; for she, fearing to distress her friends 
by onr unfon, refused me. 

Robin. That was taking to the long-boat, when 
yoa might have been safe in the ship. 

^ Fred. I shall not immediatelj| inform her of my 
circumstances; therefore, Robin, promise not to 
betray me. 

ifoom. Nay, if it be yonr fancy — but, believe me, 
*ti8 a foolish one. 

Fred, You won’t disclose my secret? 

Robin. What do you take me for? If ibis be all, 
step forward. [Bxeimt. 

Scene II. — A Room in Crop*s house. 

Enter CROP and Dorothy. 

Crop. But I telWou, wife, you are wrong. 

Dor. I’m sore, GTeorge, it’s vour own fault. 

Crop, My own fault: Zounds! I wish the devil 
had the lawyer and law-suit together, for my part. 

Dor. Indeed, George, I can’t guess the reason 
why you should be so cross with me. I can’t help 
it, you knotg* and yet you always quarrel with me. 

AIR.— Dorothy. 

Oo, George 1 1 can't endure you, you wrong me, I as- 
sure you; 

I wonder why I tone you, why I love you still. 

Are women for no use meant, but merely man's amuse- 
ment, [wi//? 

Tjo tease and torture as he will, and torture as he 
No; if you lov'd^me true, mud other means pursue; 

But that you don't *tis plain, I tell you so agam. 
No, no, no, no, no, you ne'er could bear tojuse the so. 

What see you, pray, about we, thus to scold and flout 
ms? 

Such treaimsni yet was never heard, I ne'er must 
apeak, (good gracious!) 

Fm sure it's quite vexatious! I never now must speak 
a word. 

No; if you lov'd me true, ^c. 

Crcf). Why, isn’t it enoagh to make oneoross, to 
be Jiept dilly-dally so long after what's my riyi^t. 
1 am sore, 1 wish I bad never disputed about it, 
thoagb it is my right. 

Dor. What, yoa wish to give np the legacy, do 
you ? Ibongh Mr. Endlesa assures you it will be set- 
tled neat week. 


Cmm. Ay, so bo bu said Ibis loag Bifto past. I 
have bad plague enough abont it. 

AIR.— ^ROP. 

Mow happifymyf^%I led, without a day of sorrow; 
To ploughwuieow, to reap and mow, no cars beyond 
No care beuond the morrow, [like morrow. 

In heat or cold, iimwst or dry, I never grumbled, no, 
not /. 

My wife, 'tie true, buee words a few; my wife, Sre, 
What then? I let her prate. 

For,'*sometimes smooth, and someiimee rough, 

I found enough, an the joye of am 

But, when with law I eras'd my head, I lost both 
peace imdpteasure; 

long says to beat, to search, and sweaty and plague 
beyond all measure. 

One grievance brought another an, my debtg^ increase, 
eijf slock u gone. 

3Iy wife she says our means ' twill ^aise. 

What then ? 'tu idle prate. 

For sometimes smooth, ^c. 

Dor. (Crying.) Ah\ George, you don’t eare^ny- 
tbing abopt me. There’s farmerjTrotman's wife can 
have a silk cloak and a dimity 4 >etticoat, and go 
dreesed like a lady ; ay, and l|ave a jqjnt of '^eat 
every day; and I’m sure we hi^ren't a joint above 
once a month, that we haven't! 

Crop. Well, wife, don’t be uneasy ; things have 
gone badly of late, to be sure; but have a good 
heart : when I have gained my law-snit I’ll live like 
a nientleman ; I’ll never have any small beer in my 
bonse ; I’ll drink nothing but wine and ale ; and we 
will have roast pork for dinner every Sunday. 
Dor. I don’t like pork ; I say it shall be lamb. 
Crop. But I say it sliall be pork. 

Dor. I hate pork ; I’ll have lamb. 

Crop, Pork, I tell you. 

Dor. I say lamb ^ you don’t know what’s good. 
Crop, Zounds ! it slia'n’t be lamb, I will have pork. 

Enter LoiMSA. , ** [peaoo'! 
Lou. For ever contending! Will yon never beat 
Dor, What’s that to you? Why do yon inlerfero 
with wbat does not concern you? Leave your father 
and me to settle matters. [comfort. 

Lou. I only spoke because I wish’d yon to have 
Dor, Comfort, indeed! Why, when you see 
everybody happy in the house, yon go moping and 

C ining about like a sick turkey-polt: yon ought to 
e Bsbaiiied of yourself to let your bead be running 
on a young man, you ought! 

Crim. Fie, fie, wife ! yon aren’t contented tp have 
forced her toleave the house, butyou must always bo 
tormenting her. Come, Louisa, I am going to your 
cottage, and will walk wilb you ; I snail be baek 
presently. 

Lou. Alas! why should you aconsT^e of loving 
Frederick, when yon know I refused him because I 
would uot add one to u poor family, who had not 
means to support themselves? 

TRIO.— Crop, poROTHV, and Louisa. 

/ thought our quarrels ended, and set my heart atease ; 
'Tis strange you've thus offended,' you talb dehgkt in 
tfose, . ” 

Ves, yes, you take delight to tease. 

Dear sir, decide the strife betwixt your ehsM and wffe, 
Alas! the grief I feel, I dare net to ren t al i 
I know that you Mievefar FrederieFg Jim I grieve, 
Psha, psha, peha, psha! very well, varydsidl, as you 
please: 

Very well, very well, thuds a» you please. 

In vain I'm always usake our diff'rsuea 

If^'re dipules ceii|^j|j|||H not live m peoesf 

No, no, you peace. 

Fm vex'd, dear eir,J^j^fwmtuy, whatami iof 
To none I can eom^jAum, > 

I know that you believe for Fredcndt's toes I grieve, 
[RxeimC Louimt and Crep, 




Dmr, A trampeiy, Mao j baggage ! Nellj 1 ( CaSr.) 

Enter NCLLY. 

Ife^, Here, rnislresa. 

i>or. Yoa heard wbat Georgy said, NelW? • 

NeUy, Yea ; I heard him say he woold be back 

Dor. It is not dark yet? presently. 

Nelly. No, it ia not near nighl yet. 

Dor. Don’t you know what I mean, Nelly? 

Nelly. Yes; yoo eimot Mr. Endless to see yoa.‘ 

Dor. Yes; 1 hopejMoree won’t meet him, be- 
oanse as he don’t know of Mr. Endless’s ooming, he 
might be angry. The supper will be in time, Nelly? 

Nelly. Yes, I shall take care to have the leg of 
lamb ready ; and you know there is a nice cake that 
we baked yesterday will do after sapper : but what 
shall we do for wine? 

Dor. Ob I Mr. Endless promised to send some 
wine. He is a charminjr man, and talks so prettily ! | 
** My swwet Dorothy he calls me. 1 wish George ' 
would learn manners from him ^ but I declare be 
drives me^bont like bis sheep and 03Len, and I 
haven’t the last word not once this week. [Eoretinf. 

^^CENB III. — The outside of Crop's House, 
Enter *M A RG A RETTA , wUhhaUais. 

^ *1 AIR. 

With lowly suit and plaintive ditty, * 

I call the tender mind to pity; 

My friends are gone, my heart is healing. 

And chilling poverty's my lot. 

From passtug strangers, aid intreating, 

I wander thus alone forgot. 

Believe my woes, my wants distressing, *« 

And heaven reward you with a blessing. 

Here's tales of love, and maids forsaken. 

Of battles fought, and captives taken; 

The jovial tars, so boldly sailing, 

Or cast upon some desert shore. 

The hopeless bride his loss bewailing. 

Ana fearing ne'er to seenim more, 

Believe my woes, ^c. 

Mj old father little thinks where I am : ecod ! it’s 
allhisjDwn fault ; for if he woold have let me married 
Robin, I should not have run away ; but be wanted 
Vie to marry an old, stupid figure like himself, only 
because he was rich : but what are riches when 
compared to love? I hated him, and wouldn’t have 
hadnim, if his skin had been stuffed with diamonds. 
Besides, I knew it was on his account the law-suit 
was commenced against Robin, which made him 
leave me. If 1 were fond of riches, I might have 
been rich long ago. Haven’t I refused a great many 

f ood offers? ay, and would again, for I love nobody 
at Robin ; and to have him I’d run away from fifty 
fathers. I think no one can know me in this dis- 
gMse ; however. I’ll lay by my ballad-singing dress 
now, and sei^ some honest service, till I hear of 
Robin’s return : but n^ basket is empty, and it is 
high time to look out for a night’s lodging. Here’s 
a oottag^that’s fortunate — 111 try here. {Knocks.) 

Enter N elly , followed by Dorothy. ^ 
•TRIO.~Np.lly, Margaretta, and Dorothy. 
Nelly. Knocking at this hour of*day, 

Wltat's your business, mistress, pray ? 

Mar. A stranger at your friendly door, 

I shelter from the night imjdore. 

Nelly. This begging is a sorry trade, 

Ifsnr you'Ufind but httle aid; 

But stay, rU ask, and lei you know. 

Mir. Alas! too sure, I fear, 'tis true, 

A begm finds a beggar's due; 

Thoufii oft sign'd the tale of woe, 

A beggar finds a beggar's due. 

Dor. Kon imut begone, we're left alone. 

And karbaur here can jfnie you none. 

Ibr. Myt aching feet no more cufice, 

Alittle straw is all I crave. 

JkoT, Not two miles hence the village lies : 

\ JT wonder what the wench would have ! 


Nelly. Not two miles hence, 

Mar. Hapless ht! must J go herwet Ohlpityme. 
Dor. Go, get you packing, pi/uw, hence I 

We told you that you coukl not stay — 

Nelly. Z wonder at your mpudenee ! 

Begone, you baggage, march away ! 

Mar. Ohi let me stay, for poverty ie no qfenee, 

And 'tis too late tqjind the way, 

[Eneuni Nelfy and Dorothf. 
Mar, Now, as I’m a .woman, here is some mis- 
chief a foot: two women left alone, and refuse the 
company of a third, only for the sake of being left 
alone ! Ob , i mpossible I I’ll find it out before 1 go. 
Who comes here? some man : I’ll step aside^ and 
see if they are as uncharitable to coat and waistcoat 
as they are to petticoats. (Retires.) 

Enter Yhomas, with a basket. 

Tho. (Knocks.) Mrs. Nelly, Mrs. Nelly ! 

Enter Nrlly.- 

Nelly. Well, Thomas, what do you want? 

Tfio. My master has sent the wine, and — 

Nelly. Hush ! speak Mftly, Thomas, 
f Thp. My master will be here himself presently. 

Nelly. Ob ! very well ; walk in, and see what we 
hafe prepared. [Evil wUh Thomas, 

Mar. [Comes forward.) So, as I suspected; bdt 
let me see : {peeping in at the door) one, two, three, 
four bottles of wine! well said, Mr. Steward; ver^ 
pretty provision, indeed ! ’i’he cake in the closet is 
for after supper, 1 suppose ; the boiled lamb is the 
gentleman’s choice, 1 imagine. Oh ! Mr. Thomas 
seems ooming out: I'll step aside again, for I’ll see 
the end on’t, I’m deteriRined. [Thomas comes from 
thehouse,ardexit.'] Egad! Thomas said true enough, 
for here his master comes, I believe. I shall see mure. 

Enter Endless. 

End, Egad! this was sweetly contrived : while 
this law-suit of mine turns tny simple farmer out of 
his house, 1 turn in ; a good turn, ’faith ! ha! one 
good turn deserves another. [voice. 

Mar, ytside.) Sure, I should know that face and 
End. This dress, I think, cannot fail of attracting 
Dorothea’s lieArt ; but the best of the joke is, she 
fancies I am in love with her ! Ha, ha, ha! A mon- 
strous good joke, ’faith ! Ha, ha, ha ! I doubt where 
I shine most, in carrying on a sham action or a 
counterfeit passion. I am Marti auam Mercutio, 
Mar. (Aside.) As I live, it is that wicked rogue. 
Endless, who commenced an action against Robin ; 
took from him all he had, and drove him to sea. 

End. If I can but compass my suit, and prevail 
on her to consent to my wishes; for she has always 
refused me hitherto. 

Mar. (Aside.) I must plague him alittle — hot, 
bold! I had best decamp ; for if be should know me, 
he’ll certainly carry me back to my father, and have 
me married : — I’ll not venture that. [Exit, singing. 
End. This is unlucky; this girl is watching me. 
I daren’t go into the cottage ; I’ll turn baojL again 
till she is out of sight, that 1 will. [Rsif. 

Scr.NE IV.— ’TAs inside of Crop's House. 

Enter Ckov, followed by Dorothy. 

Dor. So, George, you are cony; back; where 
have you been ? * 

Crop. Why, about my business; and heartily 
tired i ank (aits down.) 

Dor. Well, but where have yon been? 

Crop. Go and shut the door, which I perceive 
I’ve left open, and I’ll tell yoo. 

Dor. Not I, indeed: I go shut the door ! No, go 
and shut the door yourself; why did yoo leave it 
Crop. Because iny hands were full. [open ? 
Dor. So yon want to give me the trouble to shut 
the door, because your bands were foil ? Indeed, 1 
■ball not. (Rifs doion.) [obstinate. 

Crap, Now, wife, ^ abut the door, and don’t be 
Dor. I obstinate ! upon my word ! I obsUoatej 
indeed ! I don’t choose to shut it, sir. 

Ctop, Why, then, let it stand open. 

Dor. With all my heart, so it may. 
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Crop. Now, why ouCi yoo go wid ihttt it? * 
Dor. I don’t choose it, and there’s ea end oo*t. 
Crop. Come, I’ll make a bargain with yoa wife ; 
whoever speaks the first word, shall shat the door. 
Dor. Agreed f 

DUETT.— Crop and Dorothy. 

Crop. I think FS iMsifnriB to ourmioo, 

I know loAo’l/ gpoak the Jirst, 

Dor. Toil ikmk, no domb t , vomWvMmdrouswise; 

Before I epeak,rtl buret. ‘ 

Crop. Dqmud uponH — 

Dor.* Depend apon't — * 

Both. You'll haoe the woret. 

Crop. Cm you your tongue keep int 
Dgr. Yes. {Yken ehiM we begin? 

Crop. Ameed, agreed! and now take heed. 

When I XoW my Ihamh. 

Dor. Agreed! rmeilent: mum, mtiai, mum! 

( They turn their bae^ to each other.) 


NO sonA no suppbb. 


a few friends, hard by, wRo came to beg a night’s 
lodnng of you. We have been oast away, andsaved 
nothing but our lives. I have promised them a nearty 
welcome, my boy. ( To Crap.) What, are yoo dfiaf? 
Why, don’t yoo know me ! 1 never took you for 
one that would be dumb to a friend in distress. 


What the devil’s the matter ? — (To Dor.) Pray 
how long has poor brother Cron been on the doctor’s 
list? What, a dumb wife, too ! 1 wish you joy, bro- 
ther Crop. Which quarter is the wind now i 
EnUr Frederick. 

Fred. So, Crop, where’s your daughter? Why 
don’t you answer me? 

Bob, It’s all in vain ; not a breath stirring. 

Fred. Why don’t yon speak. Crop? 

Bob, There’s an embargo laid on words, and you 
see the port is shut. 

Fred. Answer me, I beg. Where’s Louisa ? 

Bob. Speak to him in some foreign lingo. Master 
Frederick ; for he seems to have forgotten the use 
of bis own tongue . — (To Dor.) Do you always dis- 
course together in this manner? 

Fred. I suppose this is some new quarrel. 

Rob. No ; It must be an old one, for they’ve bad 
no words of late. 

Fred, I'll seek an answer elsewhere. [£»#. 

Rob. How the devil shall I get an answer? — 
What’s the matter with you both? 1 might as well 
talk to the Gorgon’s head, under our bow-sprit. 
Will yon speak? (Crop ehakee hie head.) D — e, a 
good docking at the yard-arm, and a round doaen, 
would put }our jawing tacks aboard, and be well 
employed on yoo : womdn’t it, mistress? 

Dor, Ay, that it would 1 — Ob, dear! I forgot. 

Crop. Ha, ha! Now, Dorothy, go and shot the 
door. Dor. 

Jio6. Shut the door ! 

Cnu^ Ay, she spoke first 

Bob. Why, yon hadn’t barrelled about shutting 
the door, had you? Well, ^orge, now your mouth 
is wen, let me know if yoo can give ns a lodging. 

Crop. Ay, and welcome. But, I fear I can^t be 
your host fo-night ; for 1 must go as far as Grist’s, 
on some business. ^ 

Bob. I’ll go with yon, and look after my mess- 
mates. 

Enter Frederick. 

FVsd. Pr’ythee, Crop, tell me where she is? 

Crqp. Where who is? 

Louisa. 

Crop. At her grandmother’s, where she him brnn 
ime time ; and I assi 


assure yon, Frederick, she has 
lad a smile upon her countenance sinoe you 

; therefore, make none of your fine speeches 

to her, or yon’ll break her heart. — Ods heart! Ro- 
UHa I oedI tell yoo bow glad 1 am to see yoo. 


never 
left her 


Crop! 

Rob. 

Crop. 

Rob. 

Fred. 

Crop. 

Marg. 


Dor. 


[Ex. 


Bob. No more you cooM Just now : yonr Joy was 
so great, it seemM to be past speaking. 

[BaitoilhOtp. 
Fred. What have I heard? Is it possible my 
Louisa loves me still? I’ll think of sonse disguise 
if visit her in immdOiately. 

Scene OuteUk of Crop's haute. 

Enter Crop. Rohn, William, and Frederick. 
During the Finale, MargarbtTa, Dorothy, 
and Nelly enter. 

FINALE. 

How oftm thus Fm forc'd to trudge; 

I own this useless tod I grudge. 

Cheer up, and let your heart be light. 
Though loop and tiresome it the way, 

I must be back by break d 
Your oam the labour shaU 
ril thinM on what you said. 

Ay, ay; be careful, Fred, ^ 

Lost m the dark, perplex'd I rove, 
Andknow not where I straps 
Some kindly star, a friend to loos. 

Direct me on my way, 
ril see if yet the coast be clear— ^ m 

Hold, hold! not yet, th^ stiU are here. 

FreSi ^ ^ faU^ » 

I Ptha! neoer etand to quake and quaiL 

Fred. To-night, good fortune be our guide; 

Well take the best that may betide. 

Marg. Hope, a constant joy disclosing. 

Balmy comfort can impart; 

Aprious doubt in hope reposing. 

Fancy calms the tortur'd heart. 

May weary toil success repay. 

And fortune guide use on my way. 

ACT II. — Scene I. — A View near the Sea. 
Enter WILLIAMS and SaUort. 

AIR. — Williams. 

From aloft, the sailor looks wround^ * 

And hears, below, the murm'rmg bubnos sosmd; 
Far from home, he cousUs another day, • 

Wide o'er the seas the vessel bears away. • 
His ceurage wants no whet, but he brings the sails to 
set. 

With a heart as fresh asa rising brsese qf May* 
And caring naught, he turns hie thought 
To his lov^ Sue, or charming Bet. 

Now to heaven the Itfty top-mast soars. 

The stormy blast like dreadful thunder roars. 
Now ocean's deepest gtdph appears behw. 

The curling surges foam, ana down we go. 

When skies and seas are met, they his courage ssrOi 
to whet, * 

With a heart as fresh as a rising breogy of May. 

Atul dreading nought, dfc. 

Enter CROP and ROBIN. 

Crop. And is yonr heart still on Margarattal 
Rob, Ay, as true as the wind blows ; and if Mar- 
raretta’s do but hold al steady as mine, I don’t finv 
briuging all to hear.— ( To Sad.) How goes it lads? 

Wil. Cheerfully, Robin. The tide has thrown 
ashore some of our property, whibh we have sefe^ 
put under the rocks. 

Bob. As the tide ebbs so fast, my boys, perbeps 
mv keg may be left on the beach. B*ye, brother 
Crop. [Exit with SaUore. 

Crop. Then, I must go to Grist’s by myself. [Jfo* 

Scene II.— A IToodL 
Enter Maroaretta. 

Marg. What will become of me? I em 
nighted. I have led the lawyer ■ fine dauoo, aiw 
He may now follow his own sohesuses mneb MbM 
likes, so be do not Spoil mine. 
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NO SONG, NO BUFFER. 


AIR. 

A muer bid to haw and hold me, 

And gree^ parents would haoe sold me. 

A husband was enough for me. 

No matter ugly, lame, or old: 

There was no harm that thef could see, '» 

So all his bags were full of gold. 

No, Robin, no; gou need notfdhr. 

You never were m danger here. 

Should such a husband have or hold? 

Eh ! sore, I heard a rastling among the boaheii. 
As I live, here’s a man coming this way. Oh, Jnd ! 
I am frightened out of my wiU. There are so many 
paths, that f am at a loss to know which takes me 
to the village.— [Enter Crop.] 

Crap. Egad ! it’s well I happened to meet with 
my neighbonr Trotman, or 1 should have had a 
long walk to no purpose ; for he informs me poor 
Grist is dead. Poor fellow ! Well death nan neither 
be seen ner prevented : so, there’s an end of that. 
(Eees Margaretta.) Who goes there? 

Mar. A |mor girl, sir. who wants a night’s lodg- 
ing, and has lost her way. 

Crtg>. Where did you want to go, my girll 
MLrg. To the next village, sir. 

Crap. You are otk* of the way, indt^ed. However, 
oom^with me, and I’ll provide you with a night’s 
lodging. « [halm? 

Marg. Lud! sir,*! hope yon don’t intend me any 
Crop, Not I, my girl. Do }ou see yonder cot- 
tage, where the smoke rises through the trees? I am 
the owner of it ; and 1 trust its doors were never 
shut to charity. 

Marg. Are you tlie owner of that cottage ? 

Crop. I am. There’s an honest housewife that 
will use von kindly, who is melancholy enough, 
poor soul! 1 dare say, at being left alone. 

Marg. {Aside.) Very melancholy, indeed! Well, 
some of you men are really good creatures; and I 
could find in my heart to do you a piece of service, 
honest farmer. s [care of you. 

Crop, ^me, mv girl, don’t be afraid ; I’ll take 
Marg. Heaven bless you for your kindness | I 
think 1 shall have it in my power to reward yon, 
or 1 aid very much mistaken. [Exeunt. 

Scene lIl.-.-/fuicIe of DehoraSCs cottage. 

Enter Louisa and Deborah. 

Beb. Nay, nay, my child, don’t take on so ; don’t 
cry so; you should endeavour to forget Frederick. 
Loh. Forget him 1 that’s impossible. 

Deb, Well, but consider it was not any ill-usage 
of yours that made him leave the place : ’twas all 
his own doing. 

XoM. That c&nsideration consoles me ; had it been 
otherwise, 1 could never have forgiven myself. 
{.AAarp is heard.) What’s that? Music at this hour! 

x>e6. No, lack-a-day ! it’s only old Jones, the 
Welsh fortudRteller. 

Lou. My dear grandmother, let him come in ; I 
shonld like to have my fortune told. 

Deb. H yon live to be old, your fortune will tell 
Itself. ^ [tolih 

XoH. Pray, fetch him in, and have your fortune 
Deb. My fortttne, indeed ! No, no ; I know my 
fortune wdll enoi^gb; however, I’ll go sand send 
him to yon. I 

Lou. It will, at least, serve to divert me. 

Eafer FREDERICK, in a blade gown and beard. 
#Wd. Save you, young woman! may the stars 
ahlim with favonrwle rays on this house. Your 
face wears the marks of melancholy. 

ll^athave you to say to my face! 

Fyw T^cr fortune cannot mend your face, 
thoogh^llDr face may mend your fortune. But my 
mfissioR IS to malie proper questions to the hand; 
tseoar me with years. 

> What Wilf tlmt tell you? 


If” 


[Act 11. 


[ ' AIR.— FredeMCE. 

Pretty maid, your fortune* k here; 
Youhaoepower, the heart to charm; 

Leone gour hand, what should you fear? 

Wrmkled age can do no harm. • 

Mercy on me: what is this? 

lanes of heart too hard I see; 

How I. long to print a kiss, 

On the hand you shew to ms. 

I have discovered there is a young man who adores 
you, and whom your usage forc’d to quit bis country. 

•Lou. Nay, you’re wrong; I didnt force him. 

Fred. Be asanred, it was on your account. He 
meant to cross the seas ; but he was scarce em- 
barked, when a storm overtoolc him ; the night was 
dark, the waves were high, the vessel struck dpon 
a rock — {Louisa screams oiad faints.) My Lonisa! 
look up, \oar Frederick lives. 

Lou. Good heavens! Frederick, what means 
this disguise? 

Fred. I scarce can tell yon now. But, my'dear* 
Louisa, I am now in possession of an ample for- 
tune ; I am the real heirdo the estate in the neigh- 
bourhood, who has been so long expected here. 

Lob, Ah! Frederick, you are too rich forme. 

Ered, No, Lonisa; thank heaven! we live in a 
country that knows no distinction of person but in 
virtue. 

DUETT.— Frederick and Louisa. 

Both. Thus every hope obtaining, 

i The doubtful conflict o’er, 

Fortum of thee complaining, 

I waste my sighs no more. 

Love by thy power bestowing 
The hand I fondly prize. 

Take from a heart overflowing, 

My vows which grateful rise. 

Fred. Still fondly possessing the maid I adore. 

In transports, unceasing, the moments shall 

Lou. Still fondly possessing the youth I adore. 

In tran^rts, unceasiny, the moments shall 

Content with my blessing, I ask not for more. 
But dote OH the treasure so dear to nw sod. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — A Room in Crop^s house. 
Endless and Dorothy discovered at a table laid 

for supper. At the back, are several sacks, which 

appear to be full. 

Dor. Indeed, Mr. Endless, I wouldn’t do such a 
thi^ for the world. 

End. {Aside.) I have carried on this action too 
precipitately. — But,*iny dear Dorothy, let us rea- 
son about this affair together. {Rises.) 

Dor, {Rises.) But what signifies oOr reasoning 
about a thing which I know to be wrong. 

End. I say, what signifies oar. knowing a thing 
to be wrong, when nobody else knows noUiing 
abont the matter. . 

Dor, but is there no such thing as conscience? 

End, But conscience can’t be summoned into 
court I never heard of a man’s conscience being 
subpoenaed on a trial ; if that wer^the case, there 
would be an end to onr profession at onbe ; oh ! it 
would be all dicky with ns. 

Enter Nelly, loitb a boiled leg of lamb, and sjd!. 

End, Bnt, as Nelly seems to have been so busy 
for ns, let ns sit down, and finish the subject after 
supper. {They sit.) 

Dot. I needn’t ask yon to make free, I bepe, 
as all you see on the table ia your own. 

End, Don’t mortify me, my sweet Dorothy, by 
calling it mine, yon know it is all yours— (a»&)«t 
least, if yonr husband’s money can make it so. 

Dor. Ob, dear you are so obliging, I fear, we * 
■hall never have it in our povter to retorn yoor kin^ 
■ess, at least, till Geor^^ll■• gained his law-soiL > 
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End. (Andn.) I’ll take care not to erait till then. 
—Don’t mention any reward to me, 1 am anfilci* 
ently repaid in the happiness of— (Aises to tuM her 
hand, a loud knocking at the door,) Who t(ie def il’s 
that? Do yop expect anybody here to-night? Ob, 
lord! the snpper will be spoiled. 

EnUr Nelly. 

Dor. Ron, Nelly, see who’s at the doof ; if it be 
George, I’m undone ! 

[Rxit Ne^, and returns immediately, 

Nelly, Ob, dear ! it is my master, as I hope to 
be married. * 

End, The deril it is I 

Dnr. Oh, dear! what shall we do with Mr. 
Endlus ? 

Ena Ay, there will be an end of Mr. Endless. 

Crop. {Without,) Why, wife! Dorothy! 

End. Zonnds! put me any where. Have yon 
no closet, or snug corner, I can creep into? 

Vor^ No; but here I hare it— creep into this 

JEna. Asaok! [sack. 

Dor. Yes. I’ll get my husband to bed presently, 
and then I’ll come and let ybn out. 

Ettd. Creep into a sack ! the thing’s impos 8 y>le.*l 
My new suit will be totally iq»oiled. 

* Dor. No, no ; it has only had flour in it, and tflat 
will easily brush off. 

End. ( Aside. ) D — , but I wish I ooold brush oflT! 

Dor. Come, Nelly, help me to put it over him. 

End. Well, don't you let the cat out of the bag^ 

Crop. ( Without.) Why, Nelly, Dorothy ! why 
don't yon open the door? (Dorothy and Nelly put 
a sack over Endless, and place him among the other 
saeks. Nelly removes the lamb, and exit , ) 

Enter CROP. Margaretta, and Nelly. 

CrM. Why, wife, one would have thought, by 
your Keeping ns at the door so long, you had been 
fast asleep. What were you dreamihg of? 

Dor. (Aside.) 1 am sore, we never dreafnt of 
you. 

Crop. Poor Grist is dead, which made me come 
back to-night: and, on iny way, I met this young 
woman, who had lost her road : you must give her 
a night’s lodging, and a bit of supper. 

Marg. (Aside.) Where the deuce have they hid 
this roguish lawyer? I know he’s here, by their 
confusion. 

Dor. Why. George, as I didn’t expect you home 
to-night, I have got nothing for supper at all. 

Marg. (Aside, and feeling the sack.) Oh! you 
are there, are you, Mr. Lawyer? 

Crop. Hang it! I’m sorry there's nothing for 
supper, for I expect Robin here presently. 

Marg, (Aside.) What do 1 hear? Robin ex- 
pected hefe ! ^ 

Crop. He’s only gone to the sea shore, to see if 
anything were flung up by the tide. 

Bob. (Without.) Hallo, hallo! 

Crw. Egad ! here he is, I’ll go, and bring out 
one or oifr cheeses ; I dare say he's hungry : he 
always had a good appetite. [Exit. 

Enter Robin, with a small keg under his artn. 

Rob. Huzza! my boys, Robin’s his own man 
again. With\heae fruits of honest industry, will I 
moor for life ; and when I hear the wind rattle, I’U 
heave a sigh for all poor brother tars. 

Marg. (Aside.) 1 hope be hasn’t forgotten poor 
Margaretta. He hasn’t said a word of me yet. 

JSiBer Crop, with a cheese. 

Crop. To think I should have nothing for supper 
but cheese. A plague of this ill luck ! 

Bob. I’m so happy, I could dance a hornpipe on 
the head of a copper nail ! 

Crm, What makes you so merry, Robin? 

Bob, Why, George, 1 have now recovered my 
spirlta. , 

Crop, What, in that keg, 1 sappose? 


NO SONCl NO SUPPER. 


ll 


Rob. Ay, the finest in the world ; draws firom 
all parts of the {j^obe. -You shall taste them. 

Crop, With all my heart! Give os a glasf, 
Nelly. 

Mob. A glass, indged ! Lord love yoor lubberly 
bead ! Give me a hammer. ( Crcp gives a hammer; 
Robin unhoops thg keg, and takes out a handful of 
gold.) • 

AIR.— Robin. 

* Three years a saUor's Itfe I led. 

And plough* d the roaring sea; 

•For why her foes should Emgland dread. 
Whilst all her sons are free? 

From France to Spain, I earn my bread, 

I thought it fair, d'ye see ? 

And if a shot had ta*en my head. 

Why there was an end of me, 

A medicine sure for grief and care, 

/ steer* d my course to fnd ; 

Thenceforth, an easy sad to bear. 

Ana run before the wind. • 

Their confring skill let doctors boast. 

And nostrums of their shop. 

Where'er we search , from -coast to coast, m 
There's none like golden ^op,‘ 

For gold we sail the world aOound, ^ 

* And dare the tempest's rage; • 

For when the sparklers ante are found. 

They ev'ry ill assuage. 

*Twixt Jew and Christian not 
A diff'rence here we find; 

The Jew no loathing has to pig, 

0 # if*t be of the Guinea kind. 

Are not these the best cordials? These are the true 
golden drops, extracted from the Spanish mines ; 
and I hope, from ray soul, they will not be the last 
we shall draw from the same quarter. 

Marg. (Aside.) I'm afraid, now he’s so rich, he’ll 
marry a lady. 

Rob. Here, Crop, yon may v(ant a few guineas ; 
and, as the keg is open, here, take a hau^ul, and 
when you’ve recovered your law-suity pay me. 
And now with the rest — 

Crop. Ay, Robin, what will yon do with the lest? 

Rob. Carry it to Margaretta ; and if she be still 
in the mind, I’ll marry her directly, and live happy 
all the rest of my life. 

Marg. (Aside.) My charming Robin! 

Rob. If 1 could but see her now — 

Marg. (Coming forward.) Ay, if you did; I fear, 
you’d change your note. 

• Rob. Margaretta! (Runs and kisses her.) 

Marg. I little thought of meeting yon here, 

Robin. jrask that. 

Rob. And, how came you here? I forgot to 

Marg. Ob ! that’s too long a story to tell yowfr 
now. 

Rob. Well, then, let’s hear it affither time. 
Oh! dear Margaretta! I say, that— I say— you— 
that — Oh, lord! — (Kisses her again.y— Come, let’s 
now to supper, and be merrv. But'-wbere "is the 
so|mer? What have youjrot in the house, brother? 

Crop. Why, 1 never Knew anything happen so 
unlucky! we have got nothing in the bouse; and I 
am as hungry as a lion myself. , 

Dor. Why, what a fuss yon make about a sup- 
per! we are not all so rich as Mr. Robin. 

Crop. But, what use are riches, now? we ein’t 
eat and drink gold. 

Rob. Egad f if yon can, yon shall have it. 

Crop. ’Faith! Robin, I oau give you nothing 
but bread and cheese. 

Rob. Well, bread and cheese and kisses, eh! 
Margaretta ? Sit down, my girl. 

li^g. Presently, Robin.-^ Now, let 
me aee if 1 can't farnish tlie taUe better. 1 smell 
the lamb yet. ( Robin and Crop sit . ) 

Rob. Come, Madge, give the landlord and I one 
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of Ria aoogt joa aaed to aiQi^, if joo htTen’t forgot 
then. Yoo don't knoir what a good pipe ahe baa. 

Jfarp. ni sing joa one that f heanl tbii morn- 
ins. wnioh ia qoite new. 
ileh. A let’# bear it. r 
Mfarff* The peraon who learnt it me, said' it 
diooM nerer be anng before a poor meal : bat joa 
ahall jodae if be wai right. « 

Orm. Well, begin, mj girl. « 

AI K.— M A RO A R ETTA . 

Scroti Me dotims tku mormng, 

Ao hoHout I ekanc*d to go, 

A thmherd Ud his fiock abroad, 

Au white a» driooH enow; 

Bui one woe moet the ehepherde care, 

A lamb eo sleet, eo plump, ao fair; 
iie wondrous beouties, m a word. 

To let you fairly know, 

*Twaa eueh as Nelly Jromihe Jure 




tAor II. 


Crop, 
1 think . 
long ago. 


IS 


Tofh off not long ayo. 
dd, bold ! my girl, if4 heard joa right, 
yon aaid, ** as Nellj took off the fire not 


. 'TiejpM44if mreong, air. 

’tiapart of ner aoag! 
Well, pot ia it a joke, Or t 

, .1 I 


Crop, Well, pot ia it a joke. Or eameatl Hare 
jovanj lamb in the huaae, Nelly? 

Jto6. Come, Nrlly, let'a overhaal yoar loekera. 

Crop, Come, oome, wife ; I aee how thia ia, you 
bad a mind to aarpriae me agreeably. 

Dor. V/kjt that waa theoaae, indeed, George. 
I knew yon waa very fond of lamb ; ao, aa it waa 
only a amall joint, 1 meant to give it yon, when 
yoa waa alone. 

Cn^. I thonglit eo. But bring it here, Nelly ; 
I am one that don’t like to aee my gaeata fare 
worae than myaelf. 

Bob. Come, bear a hand, Nell. Stretch along 
the lamb halliarda, and a knife or two. (Nelfyyoea 
out, and retumawith the lamb, be.) Egad ! Madge, 
It waa laoky yoo happened to ful in with the abeep. 

C!rflfi.«Ay, ao it waa. Come, let’a hear the reat 
of the aonk. ^ (Margaretta ainga.) 

. Thia lamb ao blithe aa Midsummer, 

Mia frolic gamhola play'd; 

And now of aU the Jlock a herd. 

The pretty wanton stray'd. 

A wolf that watch'd with greedy eyes, 

Ruako forth, and adz'd the tender prize: 

The shepherd saw, and raia'd a atone. 

So round, ao large, I vow, 

'T\oaa like the cake that NeUy laid 
Upon ihe shelf, juat now. 


Crop. Stop, my dear 1 Didn’t yoa aay, 
he, Nelly laid on the ahelf, jaat now!” 


“like 

Why, 


fhp cute. 

{felly, ia there a cake in the hoaae 7 
Jlod. Aj, that there ia. 

Crap. Come, bring it out, Nell. (Netty goes out, 
and retuma with the cake.') [Margaretta ' 

JIah* Whet, atill the aame mad-cap aa ever. 
Crop, l^ad ! that ia a moat excellent aong, 
Mary, 'mil yoa hear the reat of it, air? 

Crqp. By all meana ; aad if the latter p«it OCJt 
be da good eidhe former, it wUl be, by raai^, the 
beet aoac I amt heard, 

Mary. YoTAi 

Crtm. I aba’n’t ■ 

Bod. Egad ! brother Crop, “ No Soog^^ {tap- 
per.” (Margaretta singe again.) 

Thia monatroua atone, the shepherd Jlumg, 

And wdt his aim he took; 

Yet, acaree ihe savage creature deign'd 
Around to oast a took; 

Bui fed as swift, wdh footsteps ttght, 

Adh ¥ho brought the wine to-nighL 
IhaAiostopthethi^, hutlw 
Tasndd round in rage, good huh! 

9 So mad thelawyer scarce eouUbe, 

That’s hid in yonder sack. 


Mary: YoTAall judge, air. 


Crop. A lawyer hid in a itok 1 Zoaoda! wtat ia 

an thlSiT 

Rob. (Ooealotheaadka.) Oh! imponlblel ttOae 
are fall of corn. (Beats a sack.) Yea, ’ftdth, hdre’a 
one aeema to be heaving anchor. (Bnikas esmes 
forward.) Ecodl if theyahonid all nae, yoa’ll Mwe 
a fine field of atiniling oom, brother Crop. ( JBmf- 
laeatfferStoao.) Held, held! Bee«poitefion,ld^h- 
oot mapeotion. (Pulls cff the satk, sued dweeuors 
Endless, who is cooeredwUkJhmr.) 

Cnw. E^leaal Ob 1 the devil! 

End. Aaannlt me, ifyondnre! ifyonatrilwae, 
it ia cognizable in court, an 1 waamet fiaand ia nig^ 
overt net. 

Crop. Bot yon waa fbnnd in a rery raaeaUy emi^ 
thoagn. 

Bm. I don’t care far that. 

Crop. If theae be yoor tricka, 1 knem ta i W ho anit 

Ena. And yon know bow to MR-nnil, 1 hndt - 

Cr^. To mink I ahoald entmat yon to manige 
my anaira. 

Bob. Yon might bavo bad a yonOg Crop before 
yoo looked for it. ' 

End. 1 beg yon wooldn’t mention it. 

Crop. I have agreat miad ta knock yoar bend off. 

"Ena. Don't oientien it; panf. don’t! 

Rob. Yoa deaerve to be bent like n aaok. 

End. Don’t mention it! I move for a habono nor- 
pun oot of thia eoort But take aoeakaw yoa in- 
4*011 a limb of the law, or yam amy e h an n e to biiing 
down the vongeanoeoftbe whole ne^. [JSlBif. 

Bob. Ifanob Kmba were topped off, it wwaldde 
the eonatitotion good. 

Crop. (To Dorothy.) Whet here yoa to sdy for 
yooraelf, ^oa jadel So, the lamb waa for Mr. 
Endleaa ! * 

Morg. I ahonld bot half repay yonr kindneaa, If 
1 didn^ tell you, that yoar wile baa ever refoied to 
liaten to bia addrebaea : thia, I aaaore yoa, he aaid 
himaeir, when he little thought any one overheard 
him. 

Crop. Say you ao ! then, wife, give me your 
band; and let uh, for the future, endeavour to Uve 
happily together; and the beat way to do ia to for- 
get and forgive. 

Bob. So It ia, brother Crop. 

Enter William. 

Will, Oh * Robin, all oar fortunes are made * 
Maater Frederick ia a rich ’aqnire, and ia going to 
marry your niece. There will be oxen ronating, 
and wine and ale running about the atreeta : there 
are illuminationa ; and ahe baa ordered the whole 
town to be aet on fire. 

Enter FREDERICK and Louisa. 

Bob. Maater Frederick, 1 wiab you joy. And, 
d’ye aee, Louiaa, make him a goad wife. Thie 


atorm to-night haa blown book your lover; 
remember, the gentle galea of moderate 
omy keep the bnaband withia hail of yon. 

FINALE. 


hat. 


Mar. 

Dor. 

Crop. 


rLet shepherd lads and maids advaueo, 
r ^ And neatly t 


^ trim be seen; 

To-night, ws'U lead tks merry dunes. 

In circlss o'er the green. 

> Beyond our hopes by fortune oramn'd, 

/ usre oU our trowlea ceaae; 

Fred, h Each year that takes Us jocund akand, 

V. Shall bring eontant and paaom 
Mar. And whilst we sport, anddanmkaudphnf. 
The tdbor blithe ahall aounii 
We'll hsugh and chant oar carefopsm^ 
While merry belts ring round* 

Dor. Now mirth and ghaz, and p atHmes %|Uv 
Ybaykofie hears shall ahurs; 
Andaparhtt^^ akaU woks tomsiffim * 

Choroa. AndaSSStlf^lSrtf^. IShwaiat* 
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CHARACTERS, 

HrNRY MLLVILLC LADY iLMIMA V1S0RL> 

OAKWOHTII MRS. CLbVLLAND 

MASTER OF ffOTLL J«L1A CLLVFLAND 

SIMPSON CAROLINE 

BAIL11>F OANtilCA 


OLD VISORIY 
LEONARD VISORLY 
CLEVELAND 
DROOPLY 
SHARPSCT 


ACT I. 

Scene I . — An Aptulment in Old Vt&orly ahouse. 

Old Visorly md Lady Jemima Visorly dU~ 
covered at breakfast. Old Visorly readutg the 
newspaper. 

Lady J. A very pleanaiit, sociable oompanioD, 
indeed ! Can you pore over newspapers at no other 
timel Yon conipliment me most highly in letting 
me see, that, while yon are in my company, yon 
need othbr entertainment. 

OldV. My dear, I beg yonr pardon. One is 
anxious, yon know, for the good or one’s country. 

Idodu J. You are anxious, Mr. Visorly, for any- 
thing that is,to sHbw disrespect to me. 

utd V. Lord, how yon talk ! I shew disrespect 
to you! {Stm reading.) » 

Lady /. There ! are yon not still inattentive to 
me and^y remonstrances 1 i^h ! I might have 
known 1l|j|||.I had to expect. That is the oonse- 
quenoe ofliiing sight of what was doe to my birth 
mid ranked marrying a commoner. 

OU V. My dear Lady Jemima, why should you 
niM that so often ? I am sensible of the honour, 
and of my own iin#orlbliiess. 

Mtody d. Still ybu pay no attention to what I am 
omplaiBing or Anytfihlf , I SM, is preferable to 


my eomrorsttion. 


Old V. (Aside.) Never spoke a truer word in 
her life. M\ dear, I shall have done in a moment 
I am among the deaths. 

Lady J. f wish to the Lord >ou were! 

Old V. Oh' fie, fie. Lady Jemima' 

* Lady J. Yon would provoke the patience of a 
saint' (Old Visorly, who has been still reading, 
starts vp , ) W hat is llie matter ? 

Old V. Tol lol de rol ' (Singing and capering.). 
LadyJ. The man is mad' 

Old V. Tol lolde roll 
Lady J, What freiuy has seized yd&*l 
OMV. Frenzy, my dear! only the trenny that 
arises Trom good news. 

Lady J. Can’t you give ntteranoe to your good 
news witboot such absuidJty ^ 
on V. Well, well , I will, my dear. 


On Thnrsday, the tilh of last MddSk, ^ied ai am 
adomeed age, ai Calcutta, in lol 

de roll 

LadgJ. Oh! mad, mad! 

Old V. (Reads.) ** John Cletfeland, Beg. Bis 
imtnediate wealth devolves on his only son, who is 
shortly expected in England.*^ There is a fortane for 
onr dear son, Leonard! 

Lady J. How do you mean for our Leonard? 

Ohf K. Mr. Cleveland, the son and heir of the 
deceased, is my first cousin : I’m bis nearest of 
kin. The old fellow, who is dead, was snob a oa* 
pricioos sort of animal, that be might have leSt 
avery shilling of it nwny from his own son ; boj^ 
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now it if come into liii poiseiiioo, it ie in the fair 
road to our family. . 

Lady /. This 19 , indeed, welcome news ; and 
here comes onr dear Leonard to partake it. 

Eater Leonard Visorly. * 

Old V, Ah ! m j dear boy ! 

Lady J, Ah 1 my dear son ! ' 

Lbou, Good morning. How do yon do? 

Lady /. Here is news 1 

OldV, Ah ! my boy, we hare news for ypn ! 

Leon. Well, let me hare it. 

Otd V. Why, then,— 

Lady J, No, no; Mr. Visorly, I'll tell it him. 

Leon, I'll save yon the trouble : old Cleveland is 
dead at Cfdoutta. His son inherits all his fortane ; 
and the good news is, that their bnlses and lacks 


ly, eventnally, come to onr family. 
Old V. Ay. my boy! 

Lady J, res, Leonard ! 


Lady^ 

Leon, L would not give five guineas for the 
chance of inheritance. 

OldV, No! 

^eon. No. I know a little mere of the circum- 
stances than you do. Mr. Cleveland has a daugh- 
ter. 

Old F.^Pooh, pooh! Some-rsome — you aider- 
stand me.' V / 

^ Lady J, Mr. Visorly, I am locked at yonr inde- 
licate allusions. 

Xeoit. T wish they were well grounded ; but 'tis 
a melancholy fact, that the daughter is legitimate, 
and her mother, Cleveland’s wife, is living. 

Old V\ Dear me, dear me ! 

Xodfy J. How do you know all this ? 

Leon, From the most positive information,— 
Cleveland’s own aoknowleogment. He has writ- 
ten to me. 

0/d F. Really! 

Leon, Yes ; stating, that aei we were the near- 
est and only male relations he had, to ns he has 
taken the liberty of consigning his remittances, with 
directions 'now he wishes them to be invested. 
Understanding that your residence in London was 
only casual, and also thinking the trouble of busi- 
' ness more suited to my time of life, he thought it 
better to address his letter to me : in his letter, he 
explains all the particulars of bis marriage, and re- 
commends his wife and daughter to our attention. 

Lady J, How I are they not with him ? 

Aeon. No. His daughter we may hourly expect. 
Not being able to settle his affairs immediately on 
the death of his father, he sent her before him, un- 
willing to detain her from her mother. 

Loay W by, is the mother in England 7 

Xsott. Yes; and has been for several years. His 
marriage was without the consent of bis father; 
and, for aom,^ time, unknown to him. Enraged 
when be discovered it, he insisted on a separation ; 
to avoid ruin, which would have been the ooqae- 
quenoe of his father's resentment, be was foroed to 
comply, ' The child was suffered to remain with 
him : the wife was doomed (o return to England; 
where, for thoM fifteen years, she has lived in re- 
tireihent. « vS; 

Old V, Wellfvhat is to be done? ^ ^ 

LadyJ, They are recommended, it seems, to 
our attention ; but, readly, I don’t well see how 1 
can reconcile to myself, taking notice of, sbd intro- 
docingsto my acquaintance, (people one doesn’t 
know who, and that have been living one doesn’t 
know where. 

Leon, What do yon talk of? Are they not the 
wife and dsn|(hier of a nabob? Yonr highly-bred 
friends will worship yon for the introduction. 
Think whattfiU be tne magnificence of their house, 
the qdenddnr of their equipage, the brilliancy of 


K 
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their entertainments. Snob sappers as theirs will 
be, the fashionable world wonld scramble for a seat 
at, even if they were given by a personage freaaw 
hotter place than Bengal. 

Old F. Leonard says very tmly we shaUi^et 
credit by shewing such gold pheasants to 
friends. > 

Leon,. Certainly: for all will be oharmed with 
the splendour of their plumage ; even those who 
are so little fashionable as not to attempt plaokk|g 
the feathers. 

Old V, Well, we must prepare to shew ^tuim aE 
possible civility. 

Aeon; Ay, ay ; pray, let us ; for I have some- 
thing in view that wifi pay us for our trouble. 

iMy J, What is that, son! 

Leon, The hope of making the young lady a part 
of our family. o j o jr 

Old V, liVbat an excellent thought ! Ah ! Leo- 
nord, Leonard, you are a cunning rogue! 

Aodb J, You amaze me, child, that yo«A don’t 
extend your views. My son, the grandson of the 
Ei^l of Castlegreat, oogiit to aspire to the proudest 
heiresses of the noblest peers, not stoop to a thing 
of umshroom growth. 

Jjeon, Consider, mother, this mushroom is the 
growth of a golden soil. 

La^J, Well, son, pursue your own inclinations; 
my afleotion for you will always make me yield to 
your wishes. 

fP Leon, Then this glorious fortane may be mine. 
Invite them to your house. The mother having 
long experienced a constrained seclusion from^ so- 
ciety, will, doubtless, be gratified with attentions 
from a woman of your rank. The daughter is 
young : I don’t despair of success with her ; and 
the preference the rather has shewn, in the trust 
oon tided to me, makes me hope every thing from 
him. So, all seems fair for iny success ; and half 

million at least is the prize. Think of that! 
think of that I 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv, 


(To Leon.) A person below desires to 
speak with you, sir. 

Aeon. What is his name? 

Serv, He says his own name is immaterial ; but 
he desired me to mention the name of Cleveland. 

Aeon. Shew him up directly. [Exal Serv, 

Enter Oakworth. 

Aeon. You are welcome, sir. 

Oak, Thank you, sir, thank you. So, I be got 
to you, at last. You great folks take a plaguy 
time coming at. Ma'am, your humble servanL 
Mayhap, 1 should say your ladyship. Pray, ex- 
cuse all faults. 

Aeon. Never mind. Lady Jemima doesn’t stand 
upon ceremony. 

Oak. Don’t she! why, then. Lady Jemima ig 
just after my own heart. 


OldV, Well, sir, you come concerning Mr* 
Cleveland. 

^ Oak, Why, yes, sir ; yes. Vsu m^ust know, 
sir, that I am an old fellow, that remembers Mrs. 
Cleveland, (heaven bless her !) when she was not 
the height of my knee. Often and often is the time 
that I have danced her o’top of it. WelL that is 
neither here nor there. When her father died, — 
(ah! I shall never forget it! he bas,mt left a 
better man behind him!) — there was.jiit a dry 
eye in the village, except the undertner’s, and 
folks do say be cried a bit. Well, her father, good 
soul ! had met with so many losses and crosses, 
that there was little enough left for bis daughter 
to live like a lady on ; so, she was persuaded 1 ^ 
her friends to take a voyage to India with a oousm 
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other*!, who hid nirrled, and wu gidog to ■ottio 
there. 

Lttm* Mr. Clereland hu loqaatnted me with 
the reat. There he married her ; and, from tbeuoe, 
by the aeverilir of hia father, he was forced to send 
her. 

Oah, Ah! poor dear! home she came again, 
miserable enongh, to be sore. Well, mayhap, all 
for the best ; now she will be as bappy as the day 
is long. Bnt, for this mai^ a year, she has led 
a lonesome sort of a life ; for you maj think my 
dame and I (though we love her like a child of oor 
own) can’t have been^ company good enoi|gb for 
her ; but, she was as kind to us, and made as much 
of us, as though we had been the best people in 
• the laifb. 

L(^y /. We shall soon, I hope, have the plea- 
sure'of receiving her in this house. She must not 
think of seeing any other habitation. 

Leon, Oh ! certainly not. She must make this 
her abdlle. 

Old r. Oil ! to be sure, to be sure! • 

Lady J. When did Mrs. Oieveland arrive 1 

Oak. But lust night. ^ 

Lady J. And where is she 1 * 

Oak. Why, she is at a-^at — a — What the plagtfe 
do you call it? It is the like of an inn, only itgoes 
a finer name. 

Leon. Oh! an hotel. 

Oak. ay ; an hotel. 


misery. Paha ! when I aomtinixe my 

with an eye half inclined to oondemnation, I find 
matter for praise instead of oensure. Dupes will 
be dupes ; knaves will make their prey or them ; 
andklncky is the dupf that becomes the prey of a 
knave with some oonscienoe, and a great regard for 
a good reputation.^ Who have we here? 
e 

Snier Sharpsbt, draawed om a methodUt preaehar. 

Sharp. Peace be nnto this house! 

Leom Who is this? With what hedg;e divine 
have I the hononr of an acquaintance ? 

Sharp. Thy name is Leonard Visorly. 

Leon. Well, sir, what is your business? 

Slu^. To discourse with thee on the state of thy 
oonscienoe. 

Leon. 1 request you will save yourself that trou- 
ble ; my oonscienoe is a charge of which 1 choose 
to have the sole guardianship. • 

Sharp. But it is my duty to inquire whether thou 
hast treated that precious charge like unto a faith- 
ful guardian ; whether thou hast not stained with 
guilt, that which was consigned to thy care spot- 
less and pure ; and which now goods tl\ee with odfii- 
ploinings for thy iniquity ; therefore, I say — 
shall say no more in UKs house. 


Leon, l^t what hotel ? 

Oak. Od rabbit it ! I forget the name of it ; but 
I can ask the man who shewed me the way here ; 
for, as I never was in London before, I can’t tra- 
vel without a guide. He waits below to take me 
back again; he will tell me. {Going.) 

Lady J. Slay, sir ; he shall direct us both. The 
carriage is waiting; and I will not lose a moment 
in paying my respects to Mrs. Cleveland. 

Oak. Well, now, that is kind of you, indeed, my 
lady. 1 will leave the direction below stairs, and 
go on before. 

Leon. By no means. Lady Jemima will take 
you in the carriage with her. 

Oak. Why, you are joking, sure ! 

Lady J. {Aside to Leon.) My dear Leonard, 
think if 1 should meet any of my friends with this 
bumpkin for my cicisbeo. 

Leon, {Aside.) Oh ! mother, to oblige me. My 
mother is ready to attend to you, sir. 

Oak. Psha, nsba ! no tricks upon travellers. 
Her ladyship riae with such a lout as roe ! 

Lady J. (Aside.) It may well surprise you. — 
Oh ! sir, I shall be proud of the honour. 

Oak. The honour! that is a good one. Come, 
then, my ladju Lord, bow my dame would laugh 
to see me scaled in a coach with Lady Jemima. 

[Heir with Lady J. 
Leon. Won’t you accompany my mother, sir? 

I have business which must detain me. 

Old V. Yes, yes ; I will go with you, Ijsdy Je- 
mima. {Calling after her.)— A. say, Leouard, where 
will her ladyship wish tbe< rustic, if she meet any 
of her noble relatives? Ha, ha! Visa good joke I 
Ah I Leonard, yVu are a droll dog ! 

Xieon. If my design succeed, on what a pinnacle 
of fortune shall I be placed! The independence 
bequeathed me by my grandfather 1 have turned to 
good aoeonnt. 'What, though it has been the means 
of effecting the ruin of a few thoughtless pro- 
fligates, their vices were incurable, and they 
would havu been as completely beggared by the 
skilful operations of others, if all my thoughts had 
been engaged in the exercise of devotion, and my 
guineas appropriated to charitable donations ; nay, 
to preserve my estimation with the world, 1 have 
rgised from tne earth those, whom others, less 
mindful of opinion, would have left grovelling in 


You shall say ho more in UKs house. Qut 

with f ou directly ! ( Offering to push hinoout, ) 

Sharp. Oh ! Leonard, Leonard, is this the way 
you treat an old friend, after so long an absence? 

Leon. An old friend! What do you mean? who 
are you ? 

Sharp, And so, my reverend appearance has oon- 
ceoAAl from yonr recognition your friend and bro- 
ther in iniontty, Jeremy Sharpset I « 

Leon. Snarpset! 

Sharp, The very same. 

Leon. But, what is the meaning of this trans- 
formation ? 

Shary, The restlessness of my disposition, and 
iucliaation for any pifrsnit, in preference to lauda- 
ble exertion, and honest industry. — 1 qgi afraid 
you felt the loss of me. • 

Leon, Yes,! confess it: you were very se^ioe- 
able. 

Sharp. Yes, T was. 1 did the roguery, and you * 
received the profits. 

Leon. Come, come ; you were not ill paid. 

Sharp. Oh I no ; I don’t complain. How is poor 
Drooply ? 

Leon. Still the creature of my bounty. 

Sharp, Well, that is kind of you! a ranerons 
Weakness in yonr character! You swindled him out 
of two thousand a year, and are good enough to 
allow him a hundred. Ah ! you are a model of 
philanthropy. 

Leon. Come, a truce with your sarcasms. 

Sharp, Ah! bless your honest, ^der heart! 

He is as grateful to you as ever, I coTOlude. 

Leon. Yes ; he esteems me his friend and pre- 
server. 

Sharp, Poor fellow ! * He was wont to "set the 
table in a roar,’ now qutjte chop-fallen ! I declare, I 
never think of him but with a heart-ache. 

Leon. Well, welt— But what j^e gon been 
doing, since we parted? J 

Sharp. All sorts of things I oo|i^t not to do. To 
confess the truth, the reason I quitted you was, I 
was tired of the work you ohalked out for me : you 
wanted to push me a little farther in imnery than 
1 liked. 1 am but a petiy-laroeny villmn. That 
ruin of poor Drooply, in which 1 was the chief en- 
gine for yon, that hit me hard ! 1 am foolish enough 
to have oualms. 1 know you - despiae me for it ; 
but we all have our weaknesses. 

Leon. Well, well; but what became of yon? ^ 
Sharp. I’ll tell yon. I hod, unluckily, once »> 
my life, dined at a lord mayor’s feast. I shall 
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Mf 6r forget it Tilk of eerie end dekee entertain- 
ing! Pehel e riTolet to the ooeen. Ever after, I 
Dented for oitjr hononra. So, all^ my hoMui eam- 
inga I was determined to deposit in trade. An op- 
portonity soon offered ; 1 wf s to become a sleep- 
ing-partner in a great boose. I paid down my olsh 
to the last geinea. A docket was struek agaiost 
the firm the very next week : so, the poor sleeping- 
partner bad noibiug hot the open air for his sloig- 
brs ; and, instead of being in the road to claim a 
seat at a Gnildhall dinner, 1 had scarcely enough 
to purchase one in Porridge Island. \ 

Leon, So, all your hopes of a gold ohain va- 
nished f 

Shaiyf, Yes ; and I was in a very likely way to 
be adorned with an iron one. But I was resolved 
to take myself out of the reach of temptation and 
danger, by leaving London. 

J^OH, In what capacity did yon travel? 

Skar^, Still 1 baa a taste for partnership. I en- 
gaged with a very respectable gentleman to divide 
with him the attention and pro! fts of- 

X«on. Of what? 

Sharp, A collection of wild beasts. 

loon, I guess you were not a sleeping partner 
here. ► 

Sharp, No; by companions were rather hostile 
to repose. Not ipneli liking such nncivilieed so- 
ciety, and being a little apprehensive that my fel- 
low-travellers might one time or other make^ a 
supper of me, I soon cat this connection , and in- 
stead of exhibiting the merits of others, I got a 
taste for displaying my own. 

XeoM. How,pra>l 

Sharp, I joined a party of strolling flayers. 

Iaoh, Ind^d' 

Sharp, I know you must be shocked at my de- 
scending so d — d low, as to turn actor. But 1 did 
not disgrace myself long. 

Lbom, How happened that? 

Sharp, The audience woula not let me. 

Aeon. How so ? 

Sharp, 1 came out in Richard the Third. I 
tboughft it devilish fine , but the good folks in the 
front thought otherwise. I ranted , they hooted : 
however, 1 out-roared them, and pushed on till I 
gof into Bosworth Field . A horse, a horse ' my 
kingdum for a horse*" When a drunken, fox 
hunting ’squire (I shall nevei lose the sound of his 
d — d voice') bawled out of the boxes, that I 
should have the best horse in his stable, if I 
would ride away diieotly, and never come back 
again. 

Xeon. Ha, ha, ha * 

Sharp, The actors warned me it wonid not do. 
I thought it envy in them, and have some reason to 
think they sent in a party to hiss me. However, 
by way of comfort, they told me, though I should 
never not tragedy, they thonght I should succeed 
in low oomedy. Low comedy * only tliiiik of their 
impudence' Is this a face for low oomtJy? No, 
no ; I oduld not stoop to that. 

Aeon. Well, your next resource 1 ’ 

Sharp, Oh ! then I got a call, and mounted the 
habiliments in Which you see lAe. This was Inora 
tivo ; but my ooosoienoe would not suffidr me any 
longer to drab from the pockets of the poor, the 
earnings of their industry : nay, what is worse, 
pmbitter their ionoeent mbds with groundless ter- 
rors, and inspire them with prejndiee against their 
feUow-oreatnres. 

‘ Aeon. So, then, you deign, at last, to return to 

Sharp* Yes; for I would rather cheat the rich, 
thau dmudf the poor. 

$itmu Wall, well ; I’ll endeavour to find yon 
I don’t doubt ; as long as there is a 
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pigeon to be pluoked, and 1 1 
rook at your servioe. 

Aeon. No; I have, at present, more honest ob- 
jects in view, to attain which I may need ypor as- 
sistance. * 

Sharp, Well, I’m glad of that; for, upon mj 
soul, I’^m tired of being a rogue. 

Aeon.'If I reach the point of my present aim, 1 
may, myself, relinquish that chmuoter. I shall, 
then, have wealth enough to gratify even my am- 
bition. I am no further a knave than as it forwmds 
■my grand pursuit, the attainment of wealth. And 
who would not nse any means to gain that, which 
covers vice with the garb of respect, and without 
which virtue meets but pity or derision. 

Sharp. Well observed ; and never was observa- 
tion more patly illustrated. You are a glorious 
instance of the first part of your sentiment, and 
here comes a proof of the latter. (Hsfires.) 

Enter Drooply. 

Aeon. Ah! Drooply, how do yon do? 

Droop, How do you do, my dear fdlow 1 

Leon, Where have you hid yourself? nobody 
has seen yon, of late. 

'Droop. I have been striving to follow tbe ex- 
ample of my acquaintance, and learning to be as 
shy of them as they are of me. 

Aeon. Why, what an altered being you are* you 
qsed to be a merry fellow. 

Droop. Yes, for I used to be a rich fellow. 

Leon. Come, come ; cheer up I Good spirits are 
a man’s best friends. 

Droop. Ay ; but like tbe rest of his friends, 
when bis money leaves him, they leave him too. 

Leon, Nay, nay ; your friends have not all de- 
serted you. 

Droop, All but yon. There is not uiotber mim 
in the world who would care a straw if tbe devil 
had me. 

Aeon. If you are so despondent, I must recom- 
mend you a spiritual comforter. — (To Sharpeet.) 
Can jour reverence administer consolation to this 
afilioted being? 

Sharp, No , for I can’t return him tbe money I 
won of him. 

Droop, Whom have we here? 

Sharp, What, not remember me * If I had done 
you a kindness, I might expert to be forgotten ; 
but I thought every one remembered an ill-turn. 

Aeon. In this pious pastor, yon behold a quon- 
dam anquaintanoe, Mr. Sharpset. 

Droop, What, Sharpset turned methodist? 

Sh^, Yes; but don’t wrong my understand- 
ing^only from necessity. 

Ason. You might triumph now, if you were dis- 
posed to indulge spleen; tor the man who was the 
chief gainer by your losses at play, is now as low in 
the world as yourself. ^ 

Droop, No , I am so completely without gratifi- 
cation,! have not even tbe comfort a malicious dis- 
position would afford me. It is far from a relief 
to me, to see another unfortunate. 

Aeon. You are mutually distressed; yet, how 
differently yon bear your misfortunes I * 

Sht^, That is easily accounted for : 1 have a 
thousand iesonroes, Drooply has none. Born to 
DO other inheritance, I have learned to turn to ^ 
count what I inherit from nature ; so, that, thoutm 
my acquisitions have been squandered, lamotiU 
in possession of my original patrimony. ^ 

Droop, Ah ! yon lucky dogl you have an estate in 
every comer of your brain, and a pretty income el 
the end of every finger. Now, the whole pm* 
duoe of my skull would not get me change for 
sixpence; and, as for my hands, curse tbemT they 
are fit for notiimg but to dangle by my sides, or' 
stuff out my ooat-poofcets. 



Act II« Scene l.] THB VOTAE^ 

Lttm, Wbj, I am afraid thaj will oerer fill joar ' 
pockets with anjthioff hot tbemseWes. 

Droops Oh ! 1 wish I had been a Tarkl 
Xsoik ATark! 

Droop. Yesi a Tork : tbej are the onl j wise peo- 
ple on earth ; they teach their great men seaie ho- 
nest employment. 

Loom. Do they? I know some great men I wish 
tli^ would give a lesson to. 

Droop. Oh ! if we had that good mnssulman 
cnstem among os, bow many a rioh man would be 
of more use to society when his estate was gene, 
than while he possessed it ! As a good comMer is 
a more valnable character than a rich man who does 
not employ bis wealth properly. 
m XeoM* M^y, yon are taming moralist! 

Drjoop. Yes ; the loss of Wealth seldom lessens 
a man's morality. While I am creeping about, such 
a piece of moving lumber, what respect 1 feel for 
every ipputable tinker that comes in my way! 
This very morning, how I did envy a merry roi^e 
of a shoeblack! Witli what glee he put the poligb 
of an artist on the boot bc^ was blacking f bow 
merrily he brushed and sang, and how conceitedly h 
and happily be looked at his work, when be Irad | 
done it! Oh! you jolly dog, thought T, what k | 
happy man hod been spoiled, if you had been bora 
to two thousand a year I you would never have en- 
joyed the liixory of polishing a shoe, or the in- 
dependent exaltation of existing by your own in- 
dustry. * 

Leon. We must endeavour to dispel your me- 
lancholy. You are a marrtyr to snmit. I must find 
you employment. 

Droop. You most do something beside — find me 
capacity. 

Leon. That you^ don’t want : your talents have 
been only slumbering. 

Droop. Haven’t they? they have bad a pVetly 
long nap, and a sound one, too. I’m afraid it will 
be a hard matter to wake them. 

Leon. I don’t deraair ; especially, when I shall 
set the loud voice of friendship to rouse them. 

Droop. If they don’t wake at that call, you may 
take your oath their slumber is everlasting. But 
though I am in«*i8ter of this poor tenement, I 
really am so ignorant of the stale of the upper 
story, as not to know whether the inhabitaots nave 
perished by neglect, or are only dozing from want 
of employment; but, this 1 do know, there is a 
lively fellow in the first 6oor, {povnling to hie hearty) 
who would dance with joy to do you the slightest 
service, and lose every drop of blood to prove his 
friendship and gratitude. [JSxenfit. 

ACT II. 

Scene I . — An Apartmeni m Viaorly*s house, 
knter Leonard and Caroline. 


OF WBAim. fi 

an evening. Oh I deir> dew! wM a ofawiBUf 
age to live in I We see more of life in oneday, tbaa 
our ancestore did in their whole existence. 

Leon. Yes ; hot I doabt whether we are tbehap- 
pieaforit. , 

€ar. To be sore we are! What is all this but 
happiness? Care egn never reach us; for, in all this 
hurry, nobody baa tiine to think; and yon know it 
is^thinking makes one unhappy. 

Leon. Well, I’m not cynic enough to attempt to 
reason people out of their notions of happiness ; 
for, as*it exists in im^nation, the idea is the ' 
raality. But, my dear Caroline, I have told you 
my wish to be thought well of by this young Bast 
Indian. From living in the same house, ana being 
nearly of an age, you will most likely contract a 
friendshm. 

C!fir. Yes; and her taking my brotlier for her 
lover, will be the best security for that friendship ; 
for, then, we can’t be rivals; and nothing is so 
apt to make young ladies disagree, as being both 
or the same mind. * 

Old V. ( Without.) This way, Mrs. Cleveland. 

Leon, Mere comes the mother. 

Enter Mrs. Cleveland, Lady Jemima, andOvD 

^ VlSORLY. • w 

Old V. Believe me, madam, experience the 

greatest pleasure iu welcoming you to this bouse. 
My daugnter, madam ; my son, Leonard. 

Leon. I feel extreme happiness in the event of 
this moment, which makes me known to yon, ma- 
dan^oSuifer me to assure you, that if 1 can be the 
Iiamole instigiment of rendering you a service, I 
shall esteem it the greatest bliss of my life. 

Mrs. C. Sir, I thank you. 

Lttdy J. I hope, madam, we shall be able to 
make your residence here, not entirely disagree- 
able to you. Our friends and connexions, (among 
whom, I am proud tg say, are some of the firW 
rank,) will, I am snre, do their possible to aecoud 
our poor endeavoors. 

Jura. C. Your kindness, madam, merits my 
warmest return of gratitude. The endearinfp at- 
tentions with which you honour me, will tend to 
soothe the terrors of a mind anxious for the safety 
of the dear objects on which all its future happi- 
ness depends. 

Leon, With what sincere joy, madam, I consider 
bow short will be the continuance of your appre- 
hensions, and how complete the happiness you will 
so soon possess ! 

Mrs. C. Heaven grant it! I have passed many a 
tedious year, with no other solace than the hope of 
what now appears so near to me. Fifteen years’ ab- 
sence from the liusband of my afieotions, and from 
my dear child, has been a period, you may well 
conceive, barren of comfort; and, M'eii now, 1 
have much to dread, a long and dangerous v^agp* 
But, I will hope the best, and not wrong rrovi- 
denoe, by doubting its goodness. 


Car, Yes, 1 have not been in town above half an 
hour. 

Leon. Have y^u brought with you, from the 
countrv-honse, the box, which, I told you, con- 
tains the writings of your property. * 

Car. Yes: shall I give it to yon? 

Leon. No; 1 am too busy, at present: only, 
take oare of it. 

Car. Well, my dear brother, I am to glad we 
are to have oar house full of oompaoy ! Oh ! that 
if delightfal ! How 1 do love a racketing, noisy 
aeene! In a morning, the fashionable bustle of 
^bnd-itreet ; the musical thunder of a footman’s 
yap ; the dealing out tickets to the whole ton world ; 
pad then, at night, driving to twenty different as- 
aemblies, seeing the whole world in the course of 


* Enter OxKWORTH. 

Oak. I am out of breath — ^uite out of j^reath-*- 
and I’m almost oat of my wits. Ifihe is arrived ! 
she is arrived! 

Mre. C. My daughter ! 

Oak. Yes; 1 have seen her, I have seen h^r! 

Mre. C. Ob ! good lieayen ! 

Oak. I have. Ah! the sweet, little dearl and 
not BO little, either. She is qoile^ woman. Ah! 
bless her ! I’ve bad a kiss, aiid 1*11 have another. 
I beg pardon, gentlefolks ; if 1 be uumannerly, *tis 
joy makes me so. 

Mrs. C. Where is sbel 

Oak. In this very house, by this time. Oh l lMRi 
she oomesl here ane eomaal 
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EHUr Julia Clbyeland. ' 

Jfr«. C. Mj ohild !— oh I mv tweet child ! 

/nUo. Mf mother! 

Jfr«« C. How have 1 lonsed for tbit blei8ed,mo- 
mentt Bat, joardeu fatner, did joaleavediim 
wein 

Julia. Yet, qoite well ; and C«Ker for the happi- 
neiB which I feel now. 

Mrs. C, Mjr tweet, tweet Jalial How well hm 
I repaid for m j patt yeart of miter j ! Oh ! height 
of blitt ! The mother olatpt once more in her fond ^ 
armt, her long lott, only ohild! — Pardon thete 
trantportt ; joy like mine will keep no limilt. 

^ i^eon. We all participate too much in year feli- 
city, to with to reprets tooh exqnitite emotiont. 
Old V. Yet, mada^, we all reel boundlett joy. 

, little oreatnre 


^Apart to Leonard,') What a pretty, lit 
it it ! Oh ! you will be a happy rogoe 

Jtfr|. C. My Julia, to these generout friends 
we owe the utmost gratitude; their kindness 
grants no an asylum, while your father thall re- 
main from us. 

Car, 'Tis for ut to be grateful, for your kind« 
enmpliance with our wishes.— ( To Julia.) Though 
we can’t rival ;be splendour of Caloutta, I hope 
London will have tome charms for you. 

Julia^ Oh! yes; I find already it hatf every 
charm ; for, I’m with my mother, and with friends 
who look as if they loved me. 

Oak, And, who that sets eyes on you, can help i 
loving you, you dear, pretty creature I I beg par- 
don, gentlefolks. 

Julia. Who is that good, old gentleman C'# Yon 
can’t think how glad he was to see tie : he kissed 
me as fondly as if I had been his own daughter. 

Mrs. C, He is one, my Julia, who has made my 
comfort, for these fifteen years, the chief business 
of his life. 

Juda, What, has he been so kind to my dear 
mother 1 Ob ! then, I musl.kiss him again. (Buns 
and kisses Oakworth.) 

Ootrj am too happy ! I am too happy I 

JuUa, Though iny new friends are so aind to me, 
I moat not forget those who have loved me before. 
Where is Gangica? 

Btder Gangioa. 

Oan, Here, my dear mistress. 

Julia, Motner, too most love Gangica for my 
■ake ; she has left her country and all her relations, 
because she would not part from me : therefore, I 
most love her better than ever, ana every body 
that loyet me, most love Gangioa. 

Mrs, C, Her affection for my dear child makes 
her certain of my love. But 1 feel eabausted with 
excess of joy. We should not lament that there 
are few incidents in life, which awaken such ex- 
treme denght ; for, were they frequent, how 
shortly would our weak frames yield to the tu- 
mults of ecstacy ! 

Lady J, Let me conduct you, madam, to your 
apartments. » 

Mrs, C. You are all goodness. Come, my dear 
ohild. , [Exeunt au but Leonard, Old 'Visorly, 
* and Oakworth.^ 

Oak, (XiOoHny i^fUr them, then wiping his eyes.) 
I can’t tell bow it is ; 1 be no whimperer, gentle- 
men; but, somehowi my eyes do nothing but 
.moisten to-day. 

Old V, I feel the ‘llw* of sensibility bedew my 
— (Akide to Leonard,) Ah! I^onard, my 
•10% if yoa can but get her — 

• ^ZeeN. (Apart.) Hush, sir, hush! — (To Oak- 
morik*) What delight, sir, you must feel at the 
'bappiness of this family, to whom you have ahewn 
'10 much aitadiment! what gratitude do theyuot 
evi jov ! 


[Act IL 


Oak, Gratitude to me ! that is a great mistake of 
yours, and it behoves me to set yon right. Mrs* 
Glevelaud’s father saved me onoe from ruin, — me 
aad my family from beggary; and, I think, be 
most have but a bad notion of the viloe of a kind- 
ness done him, who, if he could live long enongh, 
would not atrive to repay it down to .the fiftieth 
generation. 

Leon. What a noble heart ! 

OoA. Noble heart! Ptba, psba ! sore, the world 
is not BO bad, that a man need be praised for not 
being a monster. 

Leqn, I am proud of the happiness of being 
known to you. 

Old F, And so am I, most sincerely^ , 

Oak, Why, to be sore, a mighty matter to be*^ 
prend of, gentlemen, — ^being known to an old^ stu- 
pid, country bnmpkin. Snrely, you be jeering a 
body! bnt, if yon be, I can’t find in my heart tobe 
angry ; for, as long as yon are so good and so kind 
to the dear creatures I love, you may flout and 
jeer at me as much as yon please. 

Leon, Yon mistake us extremely: we fee] the 
v^lne of such integrity as yonrs ; and, be assured, 
w6 shall always say less of yonr merits, than we 
’|iiink you deserve. 

Old V. Always less than yon deserve. 

Oak, Do you know, I shall lake that very kind 
of you ; for, if you be so good as to fancy I have 
any deserts at all, you must, in coiisoienoe, think 
they be very little ; and if so be you keep your 
word, and say less than you think, I sban be 
mighty happy ; becante, then, you will jnst ent 
nothing at alL So, gentlemen, as in duty bonua, 
I am yonr most hnmble servant. [Bxtf. 

Leon. This old rustic, sir, appears to stand vastly 
well with the mother. I must endeavoor to gain 
his good graces ; for the sentiments of a man she 
has known so long, and esteems so highly, must 
have great weight with her. 

Old V. Very true; I’ll take care to pay him 
vast attention. I’ll do your basiuess with him! 
I’ll cajole the old fool ! 

Leon, Yes, sir; but, be cautious, lest your par- 
tial affection for me should make you too lavish in 
my panegyric. 

Old V. Do you think I don’t know how to get 
round such a silly, old bnmpkin 1 Leave me to 
wheedle him ; I’ll do it cunningly, shrewdly, Leo- 
nard I wisely, my boy I [£nL 

Leon. Now the game is started, I must set my 
whole pack, full cry, for the chase. Here comes 
my prime agent in knavery, Sharpset. Having 
used him so essentially in the plunder of Drooply, 
and that business completed, I could have dis- 
pensed with his returu ; for, no iffteroourse is so 
grating as that which subsists with a confederate in 
villauy. However, to keep him in my power, 1 
have still contrived to keep him in my debt ; so, 
that 1 need not fear him, and he has talents to ren- 
der him still Dsefnl to me. 

Enter Sharps ET. 

I am glad to find you returned to the laity. I 
wonld rather see knavery wear any garb than that 
of religion. 

Slu^. Yonr reason for which is, that then pnly 
yon are afraid of its being an overmatch for yoo. 

Leon, Not so ; hot that I have not ceased to re- 
speot, though I have dared to violate. 

Sharp, Heyday I 1 believe you congratolate me 
on laying down the trade of preaohiag, beoanse 
you mean to take it up. Bat, it tells well for mo- 
rality, that even tome knaves oan admire the 
oanse, which honest men are risking their lives to 
defend. But, a trace to (his style; for it siU 
awkwardly upon ui. Your Tisitors, I fiodi m 
arrived. 



iSOENB 1.] 


THE VOTARY OF WEALTH. 


JLson. Yei: and the girl ie as beaatifal 
el! 




Sharp, Oh! a divinity! 

Leon. Why, have you seen her? 

Sharp. Me. 

Leon, Then, whence these raptures? 

Sharp, Did not you tell me she was heiress to 
half a million? 

Leon, Oh ! your servant. But, I assure yon, 
her intrinsic worth — 

Sharp. Can be nothing to her sterling worth 

Leon. I am convinced 1 feel eomething like 
love. ^ 

Sharp. To be sure yon do. I should adore a 
twen^eth part of the sum, if it were in the pocket 
of the ugliest old harridan that ever was ducked for 
a witch. 

Leon. You seem to hold beauty very cheap. 

Sharp. Oh ! no ; I only valne 'money very 
highlj^. 

Leon, But when they are combined. — 

Sharp, That is always possible. Whoever Jias 
the mooev, need not be lorfg witliout the beauty. 

Leon, 111 one object, I hope to possess the oltb 
matum of my wishes in both. It must now hi my 
care to have all around her impressed with este«in 
for me : my eulogium wafted to her on every 
breath, cannot fail of infusing a favourable pre- 
possession. Be you mindful, that, on all occasions, 
your report of me may swell the gale of approba- 
tion. 1 need not tell yon, that your interest will 
be no sulferer by your panegyric. 

Sharp, And 1 assure you, I am so good-natured 
a fellow, that, make it equally profitable tome, aud 
I would rather speak in a man's praise than against 
him ; so much am 1 unlike the greater part of my 
acquaintance. 

jLeon. The chief personage I wish to enlist in 
my favour is an old rustic, much devoted to the 
family, and ranking high in the mother’s esteem . 
his name is Oak worth. 

Sharp. What? 

Leon. Oakworth. 

Sharp. Oak — Oak — worth ! Where does he come 
from? 

Leon, With Mrs. Cleveland, from Warwickshire. 
What surprises you ? 

Sharp. Oh ! nothing : only it strikes me, I have 
heard that name before. 

Leon. Be earnest to throw yourself in his way ^ 
and, remember, by discreetly applied praise, to 
pave my passage to the esteem I desire. To merit 
esteem is, at best, a tedious method of obtaining 
it : the purchased diploma equally gives the title, 
and saves the labour of deserving it. [Exif. 

Sharp, Soj 1 am to throw myself in the way of 
this old rustic, Oakworth. Yon little guess, my 
very worthy friend, what you are directing: to 
throw myself in the way of no less interesting a 
persoitpge to me, than my identical dad ! my own 
natural father! ft is now a long while since 1 saw 
the good old boy: 1 was but fourteen, I think, 
when it entered my mad head to scamper away 
from him ; a project well worthy of so experienced 
an age. That Trolic has thrown me into many a 
situation which it would be whimsical to relate ; 
yes, and many a situation it would not be prudent 
to relate. 1 long to have a glimpse of the old 
book. I wonder whether be would know me?— 
‘Whom have we got here? Oh ! this is one of the 
Asiatio importations. 

Enter Gangica, looking aboui with curiosity; on 
seeing Sharpset, she starts back. 

Don’t be frightened, my dear 3 I am very tame. 

Chm, Yon not hurt me? 

Sharp. Lord love you ! not I.— (Arufe.) I sop- 


K se sba thought I should dart at her like one of 
^ r native tigers.— 1 assure you, my dear, Isba’n't 
bite. 

Gan, No, no; but you may do great deal mis- 
chief, and not bite. 

•Sharp, But I woiTt do any mischief at all. 

Gan. Dat’s good man. You not wonder 1 am 
afraid : I am stranger. 

^ Sharp. ’Tis a sign so, by your being afraid ; for, 
were you not a stranger, yon would know that no- 
body in this country has the power of wronging 
anotlier with impunity. Besides, your being a 
stranger, is a sure title to protection. 

Gan, Oh ! den, dis be very good country. Glad 
1 come here. 

Sharp. And so am I glad yon are come here, mj 
little marigold. 

Gan. What for you glad T come here? 

Sharp. Because I like the look of you. 

Gan, Ob ! you mock. You not like mg copper 
face. 

Sharp, Why not, my dear? In my mtnd, a lady 
looks belter with a face of copper, than of brass ; 
and that is all the fashion. 

Gan. Oh ! if my face were like my dear Miss 
Julia’s! Oh! she so pretty, she so good ! 

Sharp, And you love her very ftinch? ^ 

Gbn. Ay, dat I do! 1 would die forjier! Oh! 

I would do great deal more; l*would live to bear 

E ain in my limbs, and sorrow in my heart, to make 
er happy. 

Sharp, Well said, my little disciple of Brahma 1 
If the hallowed waves of the Ganges had any share 
indbfusing this gratitude, I wish its stream lay near 
enough to*be resorted to as a fashionable bathing^ 
place. — (Aside.) This little, sun-burnt favourite 
may do Leonard service. '^I’ll try to retain her in 
his cause. — I know who loves your young ladj 
very much. 

Gan. So do I. 

Sharp. Ay ! Wbb? 

Gan. Everybody. ^ ^ 

Shar^. Yes, yes. But, there is » gentleman 
here, in this house— a young, handsome Mntle- 
man. ^ 

Gan. Yes. • 

Sharp, Very handsome. 

Gan, Yes, very handsome. 

Sharp. What, have you seen him? 

Gan. Yes ; I see him now. 

Sharp, (Looking about.) Who? 

I Gan. Why, handsome; very handsome gentle- 
*man. (Looking in his face.) 

Sharp. (Arias.) Meaning me. This girl’s sim- 
plicity has done more than all the bronse of her 
sex could ever accomplish ; wonderful to relate ! 
made me blush! — But, my dear, 1 am not the only 
handsome gentleman in this hous^ I mean ano- 
ther, who lias conceived a great eSteem for your 
young lady; and your good opinion of him will, I 
know, give him great satisfaction ; and so— (Asiifa.) 
But I had better have done with talking^ and ap- 
peal to the rhetoric of all times, and all nations. 
(Takes out a purrs.) You must know, my dear, 
that this gentleman is very generous; and I am 
sure be will be highly pleased at^my mdking you a 
present from him of this little purse. (Giosf har 
the purse.) 

Gan. But what for you give me dis? 

Sharp. Why, that— Mat you may speak wdl of 
this young gentleman. • 

Gan. How I speak well of him I not know? 

. Sharp, Humph ! — But when you do know him — 
Gan. Den, if he good man, 1 speak well of him 
without dis ; if he bad man, 1 not speak well of 
him, for whole ship full* of money. (Beturua tka 
purse.) 

Sharp. (Aside*) So, so ! my friend Leonaid will 
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not be able to bnj hie diploma here. Xbere ie 
iomething .mighty faecjoating in tbii doaky pieoe 
tf diainterestednesfl. Since I find we are not 
likely to oome to a right onderstanding an annU» 
I’ll try how we oan agree as principals. — Pray, 
tnj dear, have you left your hhart in India 1 ^ o 
Oan, No ; iny heart in de right place. {Pomls to 
kirhearL) 

Sharp, I’ll answer for that'; ’tis in the right 
(ilace, 1 am sora. But you have not resolved 
never to love anybody 1 
Oan, No; 1 love great many. ,, 

Shaip, The deuce you do ! 

iny voong lady 1 love dearly, dearly! 
And I leie every oody dat love her. 

Sharp. Qh ! is that all? But all yoor love seems 
to belong to yonr lady. Can’t you love a little on 
your own account? 

Gan. What you say? 

Sharp. Why, yon have not made a vow to die a 
tnaid? 

Gan. I never make vows ; It is wicked. 

Sharp. \ try Well. Why, then, if 1 were to be 
terv fond of vou — 

Cn». Yes? 

Sharp. Would jou be fond of mel 
Otm. 1 not kixvw. 

SHarp. Why not? 

Gau. Because, though yonr face white and pret- 
ty, I not know if your mind so. 

Sharp. Why, that’s true, my love. But you 
may take my word for it. 

Oan. No, no; not take man’s word when he 
praise himself. t , 

Sharp. W^ell, how are you to know?* 

Gan. Why, in great long time, if I find you do 
ill good — not one nit ofdiad. 

Sharp. Oil, lord * oh, lord ! Oh, lord ! here is a 
trial of gallantry ! here is a test for a lover ! 

Gan. Well, good b’ye! I stay too long while , 
with yoti. My lady want mc,«.may be. I see you 
igain sometime. 

Sharp, ''j(e8, my dear, I hope so. 

Gam, Good b’ye, good b’ye ! [ 

Sha.p, I am afraid 1 Stand but a poor chance 
Of success here. It is Aot very likely that mv little 
Gentoo’s system of choosing a lover slioulo come 
into fashion; but if it should, lord, lord! what a 
diflerent class of beings the favourites of the ladies 
would be !— No — yes, ’tis he ; my papa, by all that’s 
miraculous! Ob, the deuce! what a business here 
will be! 


Enter Oakworth. 

Oak, Whew, whew! plague take it! I never 
was so tired with riding a whole day after the fox, 
as I am now with liaff-an-honr’s plaguy palaver 
from this old master of the house. He may be a 
very good soitr-of man, which I don’t doubt, bat 
be be corsed tiresome. Who be this fine spark? 
Servant, sir. 

Sharp^ How do yon do? how do yon do? (Hides 
his face with his handkerchuf,) ^ 

Vak. Pretty well, at yourkervice. Poor gentle- 
inan, he have got the tooth-acl^e, I believe. I am 
afraid yon feel uncomibrtable, sir. ^ 

Shtti^. 1 do, npon my sonl, sir. 

Oak. Are you often attacked in this way? 

Sharp. No, air ; 1 have not been attacked in this 
Wajt for a great many yeiM* 

Oek. Dear, dear! whatTj 
pnse? 

p. Neyer more so in my life, sir. 

. ^ell, sir, but I hope you will soon get rid 
^^lesome a companion. 

T hope I shall, sir. 

id as yog seem to be very uneasy, it will 
I ID me to keep yon company a bit. 



yon be quite taken by 


^ Sharp. If yoo stay with roe— How the devil am 1 
to get rid or my troublesome oompadon? (AsUa.) 
Ob, lord! oh, lord? 

Oak, You seem to be in huge great 1 
would not be plagued in this way. J[ woon fet 
somebody to Ing him out. ^ 

Sharp. Oh 1 b^ow 1 wish somebody wogM ba so 

kind! . 

Oak, If I oonld borrow a pair of pinOer^ iirbald 
do it for you in a moment; 1 bave drawn Mjirao Ib 
onr village. 

. Sharp. Oh ! 1 could not think of tronbling yoo. 

Oak, It will be a pleasnre. 

Sharf. No, by no means: I think I am rather 
better. 

Oak, All ! the fear Of the tag always iraLei it 
leave off* aching. But yon had better have him ont ; 
he’ll plague you again. 

Sharp. I am afraid he will, but I must bear it. 
He doesn’t know my voice, and my face and person 
must be still more altered: hang it! I’ll e’^n try. 
(Asidet and taking the handkerchief from hie facet) 
I begin to feel easier, sir. 

^ Oak. Heartily glad to hear it. 

Siarp, My face is rather enlarged, sir. 

Oak. Hum ! f see no swelling at all. Ah ! yon 
were more frightened than hurt. 

Sharp, So it turns ont, sir — for he has not tbO 
slightest remembrance of me. (Aside.) But how 
came you to understand drawing teeth 1 
t Oah. Oh ! in a little village, a man that means 10 
do good to his neighbours, must turn his hand 
to everything. Why, 1 have bled folks afore 
now. 

Sharp. That has run in the family. I have bled 
’em a little, too. (Aside.) Well, sir, and I dare say 
you have a good dame at home who is as ready tB 
assist her netghboors as you are? 

Oak. Why, yes; my old girl don’t grodgO 
stirring her stumps when there is any good to be 
I done. 

Sharp. I am glad to hear the good old dame is 
alive. Now I’ll venture to touch on a tender sub- 
ject. (ilside.) Any — any sons and daughters? 

Oak. No, no; they be all gone. 

Sharp. What, none left? 

Oak. No, no — yes, one, mayhap; one may be 
alive; one ungracious boy — No, no; it be hardly 

f ossible ; though there is a chance, a little ohanoe i 
have always kept a watch on the Old Bailey sea* 
sions papers, and the County Assize lists, and, to 
be sure, I never found his name down in them ; bat 
there is little certainty or comfort in that; for, 

J fou know, my poor wicked boy may have been 
langed, or sent to Botany Bay under some other 
name. « 

Sharp. Hanged^ or sent to Botany Bay ! 

Oak. Ah ! sir, it grieves my heart to think it^ 
bat be bad such little sharping tricks abont him 
when he was but a child, that I was forced to laih 
and lash every day of my life. 1 dare say, IF be be 
alive, he bave got my well meant marks on his book 
to this day. 

Sharp, Really! — It anbes at the reoolleotioDi 
(Aside.) . 

Oak. Yes; you most suppose I bad his well 
doing at heart, and so I never spared him. I did 
hope, by good advice, and good example, and a 
good horsewhip, altogether, to have made an bo« 
neit man of him ; hot the rogue scampered away 
wlieb he was bnt a yonnker, and so got loose into 
the wide, wicked world, with a bad dispositioni 
and nec^sity to whet it. Yon mast needs think as 
I do abont what is become of him. 

Sharp. 1 really think, sir, yon judge too se^ 
verely of your son, Je— What is yonr son’s name^ 
sir? 

Oak. Jeremy. 
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Sharp, Oh ! sir, take comfort : many a lad with 
as bad a beginning has tamed out a great man. 

Oak, Ay, a great man, mayhap; but I am afraid 
nobody with so bad a beginaing has turned out a 
good one. * 

Shaj^, Upon my soul, you can't think how it 
shocks me that you should judge so hfrslily of a 
child of your own. I dare swear no more harm has 
happened to Jerry than there has to me. 

Oak, Oh, deer 1 oh, dear ! it be quite a different 


Sharp* Not at all, not at all. A case very mooli 
in point, I assure you. % 

Oak, How be that ? Why, were you a bit of a 
roguf when you were a younker? 

Sharp, To own the truth to you, my dear sir — 
but don’t mention it — 1 was. 

Oak. Ah! but you never ran away from your 
home? 

Sharp, I did. 

Oak, You don't say so? 

Sharp, Honour. • 

Oak. Yes, yes; but you^oon saw your error, and 
went back to your father? . * 

Sharp. So far from it, my good sir, that it was 
many years before we met. 

Oair. Indeed! 

Sharp. And, then, quite by accident. 

Oak. Really! 

Sharp, Yes; and the best joke was, he did not 
know me. 

Oak. Not know you ! Oh ! the old fool ! Beg 
pardon, sir, for making so free with your father. 

Sharp, No apology ; pray, make as free with him 
as you please. Was it not droll? 

Oak. Devilish droll ! Ha, ha, hal I can’t help 
laughing. So, you met him, and he did not know 
you? 

Sharp. No, he did not know me. 

Otds. Well, and what did he say when be did 
know you? 

Sharp. Why, that, my dear sir, I must defer 
telling you till another opportunity. 

Oak, Well, sir, whenever you please; I long to 
hear the rest. 

Sharp. Depend upon it, sir, it won't be concealed 
from von. Good day to you, sir. 

Oalt. Good b’ye, sir. Ha, lia, ha ! Only think 
of your owu father’s not knowing you. Ua, ha! 

ISxeunt, 

ACT III. 

Scene I. — Old Visorly's House. 

Enter Julia Cleveland and Caroline. 

Car. But 'you surely won’t stay at home this 
evening, too? 

Julia. Yes, indeed, I had rather. 

Car.*You have the most unaccountable domestic 
propensitv* Has novelty no pleasure for you? 

Julia, Yes, 'tis novelty makes me domestic; a 
dear novelty, the novelty of a mother. Now I 
have gained" h'^^sweet society, should I resign it 
for frivolous amusements I can command at all 
times? • 

Car, Well, you are a dear, good girl. 

JuUa, But where are you going this evening? 

Car, That I cannot tell, without referring to my 
engagement-list ; but, as near as 1 can guess, to 
about a doren assemblies, the opera, a concert, and 
a masked ball. 

JuUa, My dear Caroline, you’ll be fatigued to 
death. 

Car, Oh ! no, I am never weary with pleasure. 
Jaffa. And do you often make these laborioas 
exertioni for your amusement? 
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Car. Ob! yes, all tbronrt tbe season: and 1 don’t 
think that half long enough. 

Ja/. Well, to^ equal to such efforts, a woman 
of fashion madfoe endued with more strength than 
%ny creature in the*oniverae. 

Car. To be sure. Your elephant is nothing to 
her; for grovelffig instinct restrains him from ex- 
ceeding the paltry limits of mere oor|mreal exer- 
Hion ; but the elevated spirits and glowing imagiow- 
tion of a woman of fashion make her a being all 
esseime : she is like tbe wind — light, fleet, and in- 
vincinle. 

Julia, And is she not sometimes liko the wind 
in my native country, which now breathes all gen- 
tleness, yet, ill a few hours, will whirl a whole for- 
tune to destruction? 

Car, Why, yes, I am afraid there have been in- 
stances of the tornado kind. I really don’t know 
whether many men may not be better ple|sed with 
your quiet stay-at-home notions, than with more 
dash and spirit; but perhaps you neves yet exam- 
ined your inclinations with an eye to how a husband 
would approve them. Ah ! Julia, you blush, my 
dear : I beUeve this scrutiny has not been unattended 
to. ^ 

Jtc/ta. How y*ou talk! • 

Car, Yes ; 1 talk, and you think ; boy>oth dh the 
same subject. My dear girl,* have F yet claim 
enough on > our confidence to ask, if the being I 
allude to has stolen into your dreams, and been ad- 
mitted into your waking reveries in the form of a 
beautiful accomplished youth, whose exact likeness 
yoi^ have never yet realized ; or have you already 
aligned bipa ** a‘ local habitation and a name?” 

Julia, Heiglio! * ' 

Car, Oh! then I’ll lay my life Mr. Heigho has a 
name and place of abode. Am I not righti 
Julia, Yes, 

Car. And in what quarter of tbe globe does he 
exist? 

Julia. Nay, where should be? I have not been 
long enough in this country to have dbaud him 
here. 1 must have met him before. * 

Car. (^Aside.) So, my poor brother! your ^anco 
is gour. What is his name? 

Julia. Henry Melville. 

Car, And yon expect him here, no doubt? 

Julia, Oh! yes; in the same vessel with my 
father. 

Car, And does he know your partiality? 

Julia, Yes, and I know bis for me ; and my fa- 
ther approves. 

* Car. Oh ! you happy uirl ! Now, the man 1 love 
neither knows my partiaTiU for him, nor do 1 know 
whether be cares at all for me. And if we did 
know that we oared for each other, I am sure my 
father would let us care on till both our hearts broke 
before he would give bis consent. ^ 

JuUa. Wbj 80 1 • 

Car. Because the poor dear fellow has lost all 
his fortune; but, luckily, my father’s consent is 
not essential, as 1 have a fortune independent of 
him. . 

Julia, Then yon are not in a very hopeless state? 
Car, Oh! yes, I-am: for my lover (my love, I 
should saw,) lost all self-importqnoe with his for- 
tune; and I very much fear 1 shall never be able 
to moke him comprehend that a young woman 
with a good estate is ready to let him be master of 
it. 

Julia, How strange! ^ 

Car. Hints won’t do : add if I oould bring my- 
self to say to him plainly, ** Dear sir, I adore you!” 
he would only think 1 was making a jest of him. 

Enter a Serwmt, 

Serv, Mr. Drooply to wait on you, madam. (To 
Caroline,) [aaii. 

• 15S 



10 


THE VOTARY OF, WEALTH. 


[Act III* 


Car, Lord, how m j heort beati ! Jolia, toy dear 
girl, this is the very mao. 

JuUa. Then, my sweet Caroline, yon can very 
well dispense with me. 

Car. Oh! no; pray, don’t go.** , 

JMu Yob wonid be very angry if I took yoa at 
* Adien! [EsU. 


Car. Will this provoking oreatnre for ever give 
me the tronhle of making love to him without nn-*^ 
derstanding met 

^ Enter Drooply. ' 

So, sir, yam bre oome. 

Droop. Yes; bnt I will go away again if I in- 
trude. 

Car. Ni^, did not I send for yont 

Droop. So I understood. 

Car. And why do yon give me the trouble t 
Yon ma^e yonr visits formerly without being sent 
Ibr. 

Droop. Fid I? Yes; I dare say I was a very 
troublesome fellow. 

Car . Nay, yon found those visits al ways received 
witbpleasnre ; therefore, it is strange yon need be 
reminded to continue them. 

Droop. My visits received with jileasnre ! Ah ! 
this is toe way in which yon always used to brnter 
me. 

Car. Banter yon ! Stupidity ! 

Droop. Yes, yes ; I know yon are at yonr old 
trioka. Yon were always cntting yonr jokes at 
me. 

Car. I? 

Droop. Yes, yon; and I remember I used to 
langb at them ; bnt that was when my pockets were 
full. Upon my sonl, I can’t now. No, no ; yon must 
ezonae ttie. I defy a man to laugh at a joke when 
be has lost all his money. 

Car. Yon stranj^e creature! Do yon know that 
I have been thinking of yon a^eat deal lately? 

DrOop. Yes, I don’t donbt it ; to play me some 
trick or other. 

Cor. Silly animal ! (Arids.) I have been even 
dreaiplng of yon. Do yon ever dream of me? 

Droop. 1 could Hot think of taking snch a li- 
bei^. 

Car. Provoking ! (Aside.) Oh ! I had almost for- 

F ot — I knew I bad something particular to tell yon. 

t was whispered to me tether night, at Lady 
Blab’s, that yon-^now mind, if it be ^e, I sha’nvt 
be angry— that yon Itave told some friend in confi- 
dence — now mind, I have promised net to be angry 
•i— that yon were in leve. 

Droop. I told some friend? 

Car. Yes; and that delicacy, occasioned by the 
loss of yonr fortune, had prevented yon from de- 
claring yonr passion to the object of it. 

Droop. I imyer — 

Car. Now% stop a moment : — bnt that if yon 
thought it would be favourably received— now 
lemember, I have promised not to be angry — ^yon 
would overoome yonr diffidenoe, and reveal it. 
Droop. 1 assure yon that— 

Car. A moment’s patience, pray at last, by 
great entyeaty, I learnt the lady’s name. 

Droop. And was it? 

Cor. Need yon be told? It was Caroline Vi- 
so^. 

Droop. Upon my sonl it is a trnmped-np story 
from beginning to end. 

Car. Incorrigible stupidity 1 (Aside.) 

Enter Gangioa. 

^ yrdon ; did not know company was 

Gap. If wo« want unytUng, you need not ran 
nwuy, ehild* (Oanyien goes op to a toible.) Well, 


sir, I have no more to say ; only don’t entirely re- 
linquish the society of one to whom yonr’s ever 
was, and ever will be, a pleasure. Adien ! [Exit. 

Droop. Now who the devil can have;told such a 
cursed pack of lies of me? All done to rain me in 
her good opinion. That I, a poor, undone dog, with 
not a sixpence in the world bnt what 1 receive from 
her brother’s friendship, — T might say, his Gharily, 
— shonld presnme to cherish hopes of Caroline vi- 
sorly ! No, no ; all my hopes of her vanished with 
my fortune. I loved her; 1 do lovelier ; and what a 
good-natnred sonl it is not to have flown into a rage 
at snppo^Tlng I could be guilty of snch vanity, snob 
presumption, snch folly ! Ay, that — that saved me ; 
knowing the folly, she pardoned the presumption. 

Oan. (Coming forward.) Yon happy, very happy 
man. 

Droop. Oh! yes, my dear; very, very. 

Gan. Bless me! but yon not look, yon not speak 
like happy man. 

Droop. And pray, my little dear, what shonld 
make yon suppose I ain.a happy man? 

Gan. Because pretty lady lore yon. 

Dgoop. Pretty lady love me ! Why, even little 
tawjiy mnst cut a joke at me. (Aside.) 

Gan. Yes ; pretty lady, dat went out just now, 
love yon. 

Droop. Oh ! I am known for a bntt by instinct. 
I hare not a doubt bnt it would be the same all the 
wyorld over. If I were to land at Otaheite, the na- 
tires would begin quizzing me directly in their 
d — d gibberish. Why, yon are a comical little 
rogue. So that lady loves me, does she ? 

Gan. Yes. 

Droop. Yon’d find it hard to make me believe 
that. 

Gan. And yon find it much more great deal 
harder make me believe she not love you. 

Droop. Indeed! 

Gan. Yes; she not make me believe herself, if 
she say she not love yon. 

Droop. No? 

Gan. No ; becanse dey tell me dat always tell 
true. 

Droop. They! Who are they? 

Gan. Dese. (PoinHng to her eyes.) Truth not 
always come from here, (pointing to her mouth) 
always from here. (Pointing to her eyes.) 

Droop. Eh! 

Gan. Youtink, because T stranger, I not under- 
stand. Oh! language of love is de same in my 
country, your country, all country. [Ejm. 

Droop.' Eh! what? No, it can’t be. Let me 
think — ^nnm! ’faith! it begins to dawn; now 4t 
glares. Oh ! what a blind dolt have I been ! Ha, 
ha! Huzza! I hear mself langh again, and think 
1 oonid ont a caper. Tnl, lol, de rol ! Whew! A 
fine girl loves me, and so-^fortnne,’ go 

Scene II.— Anofker Apartment m Old VisorUfs 
house. 

Enter Leonard, with a letter in his hand, ftdUneed 
hy a /Servant. ' 

Leon. |s my father at home? 

Serv. Yes, sir. 

Leon. Tell him I wish to see him directly. [Exit 
Servant.] (Reads.) " Sir, — Knowing you to have the 
management of Mr. CleveUuuVs concerns, I write to 
inform you, that the ship in which he came passenger 
from India, was wrecked off Portland, the 2Rth uU* 
and every soul perished.” 

Enter Old VisoRLY. 

Old V. Well, my dear bey, wktt ntwB, wfaat 
news? 
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jLtfon. Verj( importent^ fir; CleTdand ii no 
more. 

Old V> Dear me, dear me! 

Lean, Uiia I learn that the reasel that 
hrought him* from Bengral is wrecked, and he has 
perished. 

Old V» Poor man, poor man ! alack ! he was a 
good twenty rears younger than 1 am.‘ Only to 
think that I should outlive him ! Ah ! there is no 
knowing who is to go to the arave first ; mayhap, 1 
may ouUire yon, Leonard. ( 1‘reepifi^.) 

Leon. Oh ! sir, don't indulge such melancholy 
ideas. His death, though, to be sure, verg dread- 
ful. and likely to awaken sensibility in the breasts 
of nis^relations, yet carries with it to ns a kind of 
consolation. 

Old V, How do you mean, Leonard?^ 

' Leon. Yon know my wish to be united to his 
danghter ; and, perliops, he might have had in bis 
mind very different alliance for her. 

Old V. Very true. 

Leon, Now my attainment of that object is infi- 
nitely more secure, the moflier and the girl being 
both under our own roof, and likely now to ^ou^ 
tinue so. 

Old V. Very true. Lord ! what a blockhead rfas 
I, to fall a blubbering! and fora man, too, who, 
though he was iny first cousin, I should not have 
known from Adam. But 1 have a very tender 
heart. 

Leon. Yes, and a very soft head. (Aside.) But, 
now, sir, to break these dismal tidings to his wife 
and daughter — that roust be roy mother's busi- 
ness. 

Old V, Yes, we will go and prepare her to make 
the melancholy discovery. You have the way, my 
dear Leonard, of placing things in a right point of 
view. It is really quite a weakness, my being so 
tender-hearted. [JSxennt. 

Scene III. — Another Apartment. 

Mrs. Cleveland and Julia Cleveland 
discovered. 

Mrs. C. My dear, dear Julia, what happiness 
has heaven allotted me, to compensate for my past 
wretchedness! To have my lovely child restored 
to me, adorned with every grace, endowed with 
each perfection a mother’s fondest wishes could 
desire! Oh ! none but a mother can know the hap- 
piness I feel. 

Julia, May increasing joy be ever my dear mo- 
ther’s portion ! it must; goodness like ner’s most 
be the object of heaven's choicest blessings. 

Mrs, C, When your dear father, and the happy 
ooth, towhom my Julia has assigned her heart, 
ave passed the perils of the ocean, and tread se- 
cure on English ground, then shall 1 have no wish 
on earth ungratined ; but till those joyful tidings 
reach nib, roy heart will beat with apprehension. 

Jidia. Nay, do not be alarmed with needless ter- 
rors. I feel confident of their safety. 

Mrs. C, Ah ! my dear girl, your’s is the age of 
sweet delusion ; -khen hope, as yet unknown for a 
deceiver, promises each wish acquaintance with 
reality. 

Julia, I have escaped the perils which yon 
dread, and reached your arms in safety. Why not 
be confident the same good fate attends on them? 

Mrs. C, Ah ! my Julia, but winds and waves are 
treacherous ; besides, the foe — nay, that's a silly 
terror : the ooean is our own, and our extended 
fleets, rich with the commerce of the world, sail as 
isecurelv to their native, ports as if peace nniversal 
reigne£ 

/niio. Then, free from apprriieDsion, let ns await ‘ 
the aptfdy eompletioa of onr happiness. 
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Enier Gangica. 

Oan, Oh ! madam — Ob ! my yonng lady ! Oh, 
me! unhappy me ! 

JBoih, What is the^ matter? 

•*Gan, Oh! I can’t apeak — 1 can’t tell you whatl 
know cut your dqpr hearts, and make dem bleed as 
mine do. 

Mrs, C. Speak, child, for heaven's sake! 

Julia, Tell ns, Gangica; tell ns all. 

Gaii. Yon will know ; yon must know ; but spare 
poor Gangica, don’t bid her tell you, for fear 
hate her for making yon so wretched. 

Julia, Speak, Gangica, directly. 

Gan. Your dear, near father dead — dead^dead. 
(Mrs. C. iranafixed with horror, Julia einke on the 
sofa.) 

Enter Oak WORTH. 

Mrs.C. Where is my child? (Oakworfhpoinis 
to her.) Oh! Julia, Julia! (Bursts into tears, and 
takes Julia in her arms, Gangica goes to iJlc sofa, and 
leans over JuUa.) 

Enter Lady Jemima Visorly. 

LadyJ, I find the dismal tiBjpgs are already 
kno^n. Madam, be comforted. 

Mrs, C. Alas ! 

Oak, This be a woeful day! alack, alack! that 
ever I lived to see it! 

Lady J, A letter has been just now brought, di- 
rected for Miss Cleveland. (Shewing the letter.) 
It may contain something important, and I hope— 

Mrs. C. pray, give it me ; I grasp at any hope. 
Julia, 'tis from Henry Melville. (Meads.) •* Snaicked 
by Providence from a watery grave, I haste to oc- 
quaint my dearest Julia with my safety. As my situ-^ 
ation was infinitely more perilous than her dear 
father*s, J rely on his deliverance, and conclude he 
will have embraced his lovelu daughter before ihw 
reaches her,** No, ho ; he has not embraced his 
lovely danghter — ^he never will embrace.-her. 

Lady J. Take comfort, madam. Yen have pow 
strong reason to hope the best. 

Julia. Yes, dearest mother, be assured the same 
protecting angel has preserved my father, too. 

Oak. Do, do hope it. Heaven will not fiMvake 
the good. 

Mrs. C. Come, roy child ; in heaven I trust. 

^Exeunt Mrs, C. JuUa, and Lady J, 

Oak. Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear ! This world be 
full of troubles. But a little bit ago we were so 
Happy as nothings was ever like it ; aim now it is all 
weeping and misery. Ob! those devildom hard 
blowing gales and cursed craggy rocks, they have 
brought cruel sorrow to many a family. Poor little 
Gangica, she takes on as dismally as any of us. It 
is a tender-hearted little creature. Gugica, oome, 
dear, don’t you droop ; you may see your young 
lady’s father again, alive and well. 

Gun. No, no, no ; I never see him more. He be 
sunk down — deep down — roaring waves roll ov« 
him — I never see him ipore. 

Oak. Yes, yes; heaven will let him live to com- 
fort bis wife, his child, ay, and to reward your 
fidelity. 

Oan. Ob! if he live, if I see him again, datbe 
ray reward. 

Enter Sharpset. 

Sharp. Sir, how do yon do? Ah ! my little dear, 
you here? Why, you have been crying ; and you 
look gloomy, too, sir. 

Oeut. Yes, sir; we have neither much cause to 
look cheerfully. 

Sharp, I am sorry for thAt : I heard, inde^f that 
ill news had arriveu wbrnh eoneerns the ladias. 
Oak. Then, when you know that we beloitg to 
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those ladies, joa can't expect ns to be gaj, when 
those we love are in affliction. 

Sharp. Very true, sir. But, poor thing, (loGfon- 
gka) oome, do cheer op a little ; don’t ne so verj 
dismal ; do let me see joo smihi again. * 

Oan. Smile when 1 fall of sorrow ? Why, yon 
wish my face mock my heart? ^ 

Oak. Come, sir, leave her a6 nature made her; 
don't teach her any of your d — d fashionable triokai 
making the face look one thing while the heart 
means another. Go, my good girl, and comfort 
yCnrself with the hope that we may soon have rea- 
son to smile again. [Exit Gangica.'] There is a 
creature that will make me expect in future to find 
the fairest mind in a dark coloured case. I hope I 
may live to see her as happy as she deserves to be. 
If t had but a son of my own— but what signifies 
wishing? 

Sharp. Ah! what, indeed! for have yon not a 
son of ylfur own, sir? 

Oak. Ifd have, 1 love her too well to wish she 
had him. No, no ; if 1 had a son such as 1 could 
wish — . 

p. I am afraid you are very hard to please. 


^ Oak. 1 Hhon1<|, fake great paintf to get him this 
girl dor a wife. 

Sharp. 'And I am so modi of your way of think, 
ing, that if ^ou were my father, 1 should he highly 
grateful for your kind endeavours. 

Oak. Would you? then only let me find out that 
you are worthy of her, and though you are a stranger 
to me^ I’ll do all 1 can for you. ^ 

Sharp. That is very kind of yon, indeed, sir.'^ 

Odb. But, hold, hold! are you sure' your father 
would approve of it ? 

Sharp. Quite sure, sir. 

Oak. How do you know ? 

Sharp. He has already signified his approbation. 

Oak. Indeed! When? 

iSAarp. Just now, sir. * 

Oak. Why, has he ever seen the girl? 

Sharp. Go lord! yes, sir. 

Oajc. Well, well; but I should like to have a 
little conversation with the old gentleman. 

Sharp. Ah ! sir, you have had a great deal in your 
time. 

Oak. What, then, I know him? 

Sharp. Nobody half so well, sir. 

Oak, Really I What, an old acquaintance ? 

Sharp. A very old one, sir ; you knew him long 
before I did. 

Oak, Bless my soul! And, pray, sir, what is 
your name? 

Sha^. I am called Sharpset, sir. 

Ooib. Then you must be mistaken, sir. 1 have no 
aomiaintance of that name. 

Sharp. My dear sir, that is not the family name, 
that is not niy'father’s name. 

Oak. Well, what is your father's name? 

Sharp. The very reason, sir, which made me 
adopt another name, still prevents me from just at 
present avowing my real oqe ; but, depend upondt, 
you ahali know, sir. 

Oak. Well, sir, whenever k is proper to tdl me, 
I shall he glad tp know ; but give me yrurhand for 
your lather's sake. 

Sharp. And I grasp your's with affection for my 
father's sake. [Exeunt, 

Scene IV.— TAs Street. 

Enter Henry Melville. 

JETnify. That, I 6nd, is the bouse of Mr. Visorly. 
There rabiUl learn my' Julia’s residence. This is 
but a sorry garb for a lover to seek bis mistress in ; 
but, if 1 knew niy Julia’s heart, her joy at finding 


[Act IV. 

me preserved from death will makeber little heed, 
or Boaroely see, the poorness of my raiment. Her 
father's safety, thongh 1 little donbt it, ! long to 
be assured of. Now then, to be resq^ved oRIMt 
important point, and meet my Julia. [JSsR. 

Scene V. — An Apartment tii Old Fisoriy'r Aomm. 

Ruler Henry Melville. 

• Henry. To find she is in this house is more good 
fortunej|han I could hope. 

Rnier Julia Cleveland. 

My Julia! 

JuUa. Oh, Henry ! to behold you again after gjach 
danger — but where is my father ? 

Henry. Have yon not seen him yet ? 

Julia. Oh! no, no; tell me, does he live? 

Henry. I hope so, Julia. 

^lia. Oh! is it only hope? 

Henry. Be comforted ; he may be safe, he surely 
^ust. Soon as onr vessel bulged on the rock, iM 
the ^petuous torrent rushed at the dreadful chasm 
tonoverwhelm ns, the boats were instantly hauled 
out, and in a moment thronged. In one, least 
crowded, was your father ; he called to me, and 
earnestly conjured me to come into it ; as I was 
going to comply, I saw a poor old man kneeling 
heaven to save him from the fate his feeble age 
denied hfm to contend against: the boat conld 
safely hold but one, I placed him in it, seized on a 
friendly coop, and with it trusted to the waves. 

Julia. My generous Henry I But my father — 

Henry. The sea was very boisterous, and often 
washed over me; yet, at intervals, 1 snatched a 
short view, and still saw his boat riding in safety. 
At length, the bursting billows, showering so fre- 
qaently their torrents over me, deluged my senses. 
When 1 recovered them, I found myself in a small 
vessel, whose crew had humanely rescued me from 
death. 

Julia. Oh! my poor father. 

Henry. Nay! droop not Julia. This vessel was 
a sloop of war sailing for the Downs. Before I re- 
covered, it was under weigh, I was therefore forced 
to remain in it till it gained its station. Landed at 
Deal, I eould of course hear no tidings of yonr 
father, whose boat, no doubt, safely reached the 
nearest shore. His not being yet arrived argues 
nothing aauinst his safety. 

Julia. Bnt would he not have written to acquaint 
us with it? News of the wreck could reach us, but 
no intelligence from him. No! he is gone! My 
father is gone for ever! 

Henry. My Julia's grief distracts me. Still let 
me hope 'tis without cause; but as no moment 
should be lost to prove it groundless, I will this 
instant fly to know the truth. Farewell, my Julia! 
When next we meet, I trust all grief will^vauisb. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

4. 

Scene f . — Visorly'e House.. 

Enter Leonard Visorly and Sharpset. 

Lem. Where have you been? Inev^r wanted 
your assistance more, and 1 have been bunting after 
yon of late in vain. 

Sharp. Wbew ! you seem in a blessed bnmour. 
What has produced such an amiable tone of tem- 
per? 

Lem. All my scheme is likely .to be. ruined. 
There is a lover, a favoured lover, eome to light. 
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Sluarp. Oh ! tb« deooe. ^ 

LeoN. Yes^aavedfron Ibe wreck— d bI But 

there is aUH one conaolation, be bringi no tidbga 
of the fatbir. The waves have not spared Iihb. 

Sharp. Poermab! 

Lean, Amiable tenderness ! 

Sharp, Mook as joo will, I cannot, like yon, 
steel my heart against the eonunon feelinf s of bn- 
manitj. 

Lean, Psha! he*s dead. Will yoor preaching 
re-animate him? No. Then to the purpose of doing 
service to the living, of aiding yonr friend. * 

Sharp, Howf . 

Leon, Ttiis girl, now the rightful inheritoi*of her 
father's immense fortune, most be mine. 

Shm^, But you tell me of a lover. 

Lepn, Yee ; and there is not time for endeavour- 
ing to undermine his hold on her heart. Measures 
must be adopted, sodden and forcible. 

Sharp. How do you mean? 

^ Leon,*To bear her away. Once in my posses- 
sion, all may go smoothly : at her age, nay, at avy 
age, a transfer of affection is m uncommon incident. 

Sharp, But the difficulty ; see how she is snr- i 
rounded. * 

Leon. Difficulty! every difficulty yields to tlm 
enterprising. Her lover is gone, like a true hero 
of romance, to conjure op the dead. Tis easy to 
get the rest out of the way. First, I’ll remove the 
main obstacle, her rustic protector. 

Sharp. Remove him I how do you mean, remove'^ 
him? 

Leon. We must lack invention, indeed, not to 
effect that. By a hundred stratagems we can 
keep him out of the way long enough to answer my 


p. But I have a trifling objection to bis 
being put to the slightest inconvenience. 

Leon, ejection! what? 

Sharp. He only happens to be my fatber* 

Leon. What do you say? yoor father? 

Sharp. My father! * ^ 

Leon, You astonish me! Well, well, this may 
torn to account. Then you may have influence to 
bring him over to my interest. 

Sharp. Not I, nor all the world, would be able to 
influence him to a dishonest action. Beside, friend 
Leonard, to let you into a secret, 1 neither like 
yonr scheme, nor wish to forward it. After a long 
absence, I have bad the happiness to meet my fa- 
ther, and when I behold in him what a glow of 
youth an honest heart infuses into an aged face, I 
am determined to abandon my roguery, and try to 
make the rosy honours of honesty hereditary. 

Leon. You mean, then, to defeat my purposes? 

Sharp. I certainly mean not to aid them. 

Leon, ^ut am 1 to expect yonr opposition? 

Sharp. I hope, Leonard, your own reflections 
will render that needless. Could you have fairly 
gained the girl’s affections, I should have rejoiced 
at yoor success, and thought the society of an 
amiable woman the likeliest school for forming an 
honest man ; but force, to use force against a lovely, 
helpless female, ncoe but a devil could inspire the 
thought, and •none*bnt devils could be found to 
execute iL 

Leon. Bravo! one might judge by yoor Energy 
that you were a new made proselyte. Apostates 
are always the maddest enthusiasts. But, fool, do 
yon think 1 am to be preached out of my inten- 
tions? 

Sharp, And do yon think I am to be bullied out 
of mine? 

Leon. Well, sir, take yonr course; but be cau- 
tions that you do not thwart me. Dare not to 
breathe a word of my designs, unless yonr devotion 
to yonr new tenets be warm enough to make you 
Welcome a prison in their defence. Mark me, a 
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prisea. You may nmember, there ere 
bonds of yours in my possession, that gire me m 
entire a power over yoor person, as tnouch yen 
were my purchased slave. Renmber thiL and 
actaecordingly. ^ [Esif* 

Sharp, How ray blood boils at the villain 1 tod 
true, be baa me Hijbis power ; but I'll keep him iB 
ariew. I’ll watch h}s motiene. I’ve deserved m 
prison before now, and have escaped it; weDL 
tnen, if I am brought to one at for a good 
deed, all’s sgoare agsin, and 1 begin the wbild a 
fresh BMUU 

JBnier Drooply, repeating askeentere* 

•• Come thou goMeee^air and free. 

In heao*n getep'd Bnphroeyne.** 

Sharp. Why Drooply I sofprising! so sprigbtlyi 

so My! ^ 

Droop. Gay as a lark, ray hoy. ^ 

'* Haete thee, numph, and bring wUk tkeo 
Jest and youthful jolUiy,** 

-wm 

Sharp. What, hive you found jaoor estate again? 
Droipt No: but I have found royuelf again. Eve 
regained my spirits, and they are worth all the 
estates in the universe. * 

Sharp. But what has effected this wonderful 
change ? 

Droop. What! need von ask? what can breathe 
animation into a clod or despondency, but woman, 
deaibtovely, angelic woman? 

Emirp, 8o/you have gained yonr spirits by loaiog 
yonr heart. 

Dioop, Yes ; and a man hardly knows be baa i 
heart till be loses it. But, huzza ! 1 am in love, 
and what is more, I am beloved. D — n my estate, 
and give me yoor band, my boy, though you 
won It ! o 

Sharp, t won it! yes, and woo it fairly ,^^oo. 
Droop. Who doubts it? not I, I’m sore. 

Sharp. Why, then, may be you ought. 

Droop. You are a comical dog. ^ 

Sharp, I say, perhaps, you ought to doubt it. 
Droop, Heyday ! the oddest kind of quizaiog^ 
this ; the man who won my estate, wanting to make 
me believe 1 was cheated of it. Yon are a devilish 
droll dog! but I have something else to do than to 
mind yoor waggery. ( Going.) 

Sharp, Stay : you are an honest fellow, and havo 
beds d— d unlucky in yonr acquaintance. 

Droop, Fob ! poll ! poh ! 

Sharp. Drooply, when a roan assures you of bis 
honesty. I’ll give yon leave to doobthim ; but when 
be insists on bis knavery, don’t be so stupidly in* 
credulous. 

Droop. What are yon driving at ? 

Shan. Plainly to tell you, yon have been duped, 
oheatea, robbed, 

DroOp, By yon? 

Sharp. Yes ; but t hgve been only second iS 
command. Do you remember by whose kindneai 
yOD were first made happy with my acauaiq^ancof 
Droop. Hsm ! yes, by my friend Leonard Vl« 

i^wrp. He is my commanding office. 

Droop, Leonard! my friend! mypnroni 
Sharp* Your plunderer. He laid plans, which I 
only executed ; he received the booty, while 1 was 
paid but a subaltern’s share. 

Droop, I am petrified ! 

Sharp. But, be silent ; be prudent ; for I’ve hut 
shown yon yonr malady, without being able topre- 
soribe a remedy. He has played the politician so 
well, that his villauy is known only to me ; tho 
minor agents were all of my employing* So, reiMa* 
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don’t broik oat ; for you btire nolhuiff bat mj 
teitimony to support an soousstion, and be hu 
wound his snares so well, that he has me in his toils. 
Adieu ! be oaations ; and trust that the day of re- 
tribution will come. n [EsU, 

Droop. Here is a damper to mj ^iety! note^en 
love can support a man’s spirits agmnst in^titode. 
1 lost mj rortune ; but stilh i thought I had a 
friend left. To find that friend, mj — Oh ! d — ii jt, 
1 oan’t bear the thought. I’ll go instantlj and seek 
Caroline ; but bow to tell her of her brother’s vil- 
lau j ? I hope 1 may not meet him ; 1 should not 
know how to — 

EtUer Leonard Visorly. 

JLson. Drooply! {Holding out hia hand.) 

Droop. How do yon do ? how do you do? 

'Loon. What, won’t you shake hands with me? 

Droop. Won’t I shake habds with you? that is a 
good joke. {Holding out his /tand, and then drawing 
it hack.)^ Not hut 1 think shaking hands a cursed 
foolish habit. 

Lem. Why? 

Droop, fieoanse, in thisd — d hypocritical world, 
one often gives Ube gripe of friendship to a scoun- 
drel. 

Leon. ''Very trite ; one is often mistaken. ' 

Droop. Yea, miserably. 

Loon. But when we some to the knowledge of 
a friend’s real worth— 

Droop. It sometimes teaches us to consider him 
a friend no longer. 

Lorn, Your gloom, I find, has taken the g^jeral 
course, and led you to misanthropy'; When men 
have been unfortunate, they generally grow nn> 
just. 

Droop. Yes ; and for that there is some excuse. 
But when men are unjust and fortunate, too, what 
black souls they must have! 

Leon. Very true: but haVe you had experience 
of such I 

Droop'. Haven’t I lost a fortune? 

X^R. Yes; by play, not knavery. 

Droop. Why play and knavery are so much con- 
nected, that I cao^t separate them for the soul of 
me. 

Lem. Yon appear to have suspicions. 

Droop. No ; no suspicions at all. 

Lem. You surely talk as if yon had doubts. 

Droop. You mistake ; 1 have not a doubt on the 
subject. Good b’ye 1 I am very miserable, and of 
course v^ bad company for you. 

Lem. When we meet again 1 shall be glad to 
see you more cheerful. 

Droop. Why, when we meet again, Leonard — 
Farewell. [Exit. 

Lem. Up^,! all is not as it should he. Gan that 
villain Sharpset, haYe dared reveal to him — I fear 
it; and if be have betrayed me to him, be will not 
stop there. His malice, then, most have a check ; he 
shaJl instantly be taken care of. 1 have the power 
to secure him. The old srnstio, whom he calls his 
fatlier, I have been forced to entrap somewhat 
illegally; but he will be safh till m scheme is ex- 
eouied ; and then the fellow that I bCve bribed to 
swear a debt against him, may, by flight, secure 
himself from the vengeance of the violated law. 
All is well manged, and this very night shall put 
me securely in possession of my eastern beauty, 
■ad- her eastern riches. [Exit. 

Scene House of ConfinomonJt. 

^ Enter OakwortH and BedUff. 

Oah. But- what right, I say, have you to keep 
mother# aguiast' my will ? 


jBoilif. Lord love your heart I 1 don't vast to 
ke^ any gemroan in my house against hia vill. 

Oak. Then let me out directly. 

Bailif. You may go farther, and lire worse. 
Vhere d^ou think to go? • 

Oak. Why home to be sure. 

BaiM. That is a devilish good one. Yon are a 
comical* kind of a gemman ; but a great mal^ oo- 
mical gemmen wisits me *, 1 sees most of Che vita 
one time or other. 

Oak. Have done with your nonsense, and let me 
go home; and d— e bat I’ll trounce you and'lbe 
rasoalp who brought me here. 

Bauiff. Vy, as for your trouncing, I laughs at 
that. I does nothing but vat I can justi^^ 

Oak. What! can you justify kidnapping a man 
in the streets? I am too old to go for a soldier. If 
I were not, and my country wanted me, 1 shoold 
not need be dragged to my duty. 

Bailiff. Vat oo you talk about kidnapping for ? 
You knows as veil as I can tell you vy you came 
here. 

Oak. I’llbeoursed'ifldo! 

jpailiff. Vy, you know, if you paid your debts, 
you could not be brought into trouble. 

'' Oak. Pay my debts T 1 don’t owe a farthing to 
mortal man. 

Bailiff. Come, come, do behave a little genteelly. 
There is nothing unlike e gemman in not payii^ 
yonr debts ; but it’s d — d shabby to deny ’em. 

Oak. Well, sir, since you insist upon it, pray, 
whom may 1 be indebted to? 

Bailiff, (looking at the writ.) ** To Thomas Tu» 
iify. von hundred pounds." 

Oak. I never heard of such a man. I am not the 
person. It is a mistake. (Noise without.) 

Enter Sharpset. 

Sharp. Ay! ay! it’s all right. I owe the money, 
that can’t be denied. What! (seeing Oakworth.) 
You here, sir! 

Oak. Bless ray soul! 

Bailiff. Oh ! they know von another ; both of a 
kidney, I varraut. Oh ! that old one is a deep one. 

[Aside and exif. 

Sharp. How came you here, sir? 

Oak. Dragged here; dragged by main foroe. 

Sharp. On what pretence ? 

Oak. Because they want to persuade me I owe a 
hundred pounds to a Mr. Thomas Testify. 

Sharp. Whom you know nothing of? 

Oak. No more than the man in the moon. 

Sharp, Sir, there is a rank villany going forward. 

Oak. Yes, that is pretty clear. 

Sharp. Yon must send directly for Mrs. Cleve- 
land ; every thing dear to- her depends open it. 
Therefore, send to her immediately, and tell her not 
to leave her daughter — 

Enter Mrs. Cleveland andCANoiCA. 

Mrs. C. Let me see him instautlj; and, Gan- 
gica, do yon stay under the o^ro of the servants. 
My good friend, do I find you in a place like this? 

Om., And are you so very good as to seek me in 
a plao^like this i How came you to know of my 
being here? 

Mrs, C. You sent for me, did yon not? 

Oak. No. 

Mrs. C. Amazing ! . A messenger came to mo, 
acquainting me with your situation, anddireoti^ 
me where to find you ; on which you may oonolum 
I lost no time io hastening to you. 

Oak. Dear, good creatnre ! 

Mrs, C, But who can have been so kind to 
inform me where ?— 

Sharp. The kindness, madam, was the kindness 
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of tlie deyil, wbo ofttn putt on tbe temblisoe of ' 
goodness only to betray. Qnit this place, «kd re- 
tarn bonyp instantly. There is a villanons design 
against yonr daughter. Your absence and his 
has been artfally caused, to effect her rain. 

Mrs, C. Oh ! horrible ! 

Sharp. Lose not a moment in questioning, or all 
is lost. Though the debt alleged be a false one, 

f ive your draft for it, and take him with you. 
Easte, madam, haste ; and heaven prosper you. 

Scene III. — The Garden belonging to Old Visorlg's 
, house, * 

• Enter LEONARD VisoRLY. 

heon. The evening is as dark as I could wish. 
The moon has civilly withdrawn her intrusive rays. 
The mother and Oakwoiih are admirably disposed 
of. own family, too, conveniently from home; 
for, though I am not sure they would thwart a 
design so greatly to my advantage; yet 1 Jiad 
rather be without needless^ confidants. Simpson! 
Simpson! a 

Enter SlMPSoN. * 

Simp, Sirl * 

Leon, Is the carriage at the garden gate, and 
every thing in readiness? 

Smp. Yes, sir. 

Leon. Very well. Wait hereabouts, or be at the 
garden gate. ^Exit Simpson.] Now, then, to m)r 
young lady. [Exit. 

Scene IV. — An Apartment in Visorly*s house. 
Julia diseovered, 

Julia, I wish n^ mother would return, and bring 
me news of poor Oakwortb. Yis bard, that he, so 
good and friendly to others, should himself expe- 
rience cruel treatment. Alas ! my spirits quite sink 
under the pressure of misfortune. Oh! my dear 
father, may 1 hope ever again to be blessed with 
thy fond embrace 7 

Enter Leonard Visorly. 

Ha! who is there? {finding it to he Leonard) I beg 
your pardon, sir, for my childish alarm ; but 1 am 
really so weak, that 1 am agitated by the slightest 
circumstance. Indeed, I beg your pardon. 

Leon, Madam, my situation is a most unfortu- 
tunate one. I hoped, by years of attention to your 
every wish, to have convinced you, that for you 
alone I cherished existence. 

Julia. Sir? 

Leon, But I have the misery to find your hand 
is not unpromised, nor, 1 fear, your mind uninflu- 
enced. 

Julia. Sir,' my hand and heart are both most 
solemnly affianced. 

Leon^ Then all my cherished hopes are vanished. 
I thought to have convinced you, by every action, 
that my soul was your’s before my lips should ven- 
ture the confession. I indulged the gay dream, 
that, by my tender assiduity, you might be won to 
sympathy, and have heard me breathe the vows of 
love, with looks that spoke a language. Ah ! how 
remote from what they now convey : yet even those 
looks, so adverse to my wishes, those eyes, could 
they dart death, should not impede me from de- 
claring this heart, to yon devoted, never will forego 
its clum. 

Julia. Sir, what mean yon? 

Leon. Listed under love’s banner, never to 
desert his cause. Yon must— yon shall be mine, 
/ufia. Horrible! 

Leon, A whole life of tenderness shall atone for 
wbat baa now the look of violence. (Approaehes 
her.) 


JuUa. Violenoe! Qb, betTen! 'help, hdp! Oh! 
{She faints, he catches her in his arms,) 

Leon, She is mine ! [Esit, hearing her egl 

* ScbneW.— T he Garden, 

flnter Drooply. 

Droop, Well, I Have found no great difficulty in 
Scampering over the garden wall : if any of the 
family should find me here, though, I should be 
strangely suspected of either an intrigue or a bur- 
glary. It was an excellent thought of Caroline’s 
to let me know when we should next meet, by 
leaving a letter for me in a sly corner of the pavi- 
lion, for there is no trusting servants. I’ll e’en get 
nw dear little packet, and over the wall again, 
((roinp towards thenamlion,) Ha! 1 hear somebody 
coming. (Jn his hurry to yet to the pavilion, he 
stumbles over a garden chair.) j 

Enter Leonard, with Julia m his/irms. 

Leon, Oh, you are there, Simpson. Here, take 
the lady in your arms. A fortunate Minting fit has 

f revented outcry. Place her in the carriage. While 
return for an iastant, for 1 have forgot to provide 
mysejf with the most material cobipanioo uiialong 
jourflies. Here, take one of myjiistols, und defend 
yonr prize at the hazard of your life. 

[EjRt. leaving Julia in Drooply's arms. 
Droop. What the devil shall I do? and what 
prize have 1 got here? ( The moonbureting by degrees 
from a cloud.) My sweet, pretty moon, do en- 
iiglAen me a little more, that I may see who I am 
hugging solovingly (Jl grows lighter). Thank yoo_ 
kindly, my dear lady Luna. Wbat, the young 
East Indian! Oh, that villain ! She revives! DonH 
be alarmed, madam. 

Jttlia. Where am f? Who are yon? 

Droop. No agent of viilany; but one who will 
protect you. 

Julia. Oh! where is that wretch? an^ I in bia 
power ? » 

Drotgt. No, madam ; nor ever shall be. i^a! he 
is coming. 

Julia. Let me fly from his sight. 

Droop, There, madam, into that pavilion. ^J7e 
goes with her, enters it, and brings out Carolme*s 
letter in his hand. ) She is safe ; and I have got my 
dear Caroline’s letter : so, now, Mr. Leonard, have 
at you ! {Leonard enters; Drooply meets him, and 
kos put the pistol in his pocket.) 

Enter Leonard Visorly. 

Leon, Drooply I Wbat do yon do here? 

Droop, I am only engaged in a little affair of 
gallantry. 

Leon. What, here? Do you disg^ce my father’a 
houite with yonr gallantries? 

Droop. Do yon never disgrace yonr fatber'a 
house with your gallantries? 

Leon, Insolent! 

* Droop. No, no; I must do yon the jostioe to 
own, you carry yonr gallantries out of your fatber’a 
house. ' • 

Leon. What do wn mean? • 

Droop. Mean! Sure yon forget Simpaon ia in 
the secret. ^ 

Aeon. What of Simpson? 

Droop. An’t I Simpson ? You did me the honour 
to salute me so just now. 

Leon. D n! W’ell, sir, then where is yonr 

charge ? 

Droop. Here, you villain ! {Presents hispistoL) 
Leon. Drooply, 1 am in yonr power: command 
anything; do but this instant reatore me Julia, and 
you sbul amun glitter in gaiety ; again be tb»vfbbf 
tbe eonrted Dfooply. 



THB V 0 TABY OF WBALKL 


[A€f V. 


UroM* Yef, to be pSbiBed Miw» yon eeeelede, 
bj the well-laid aoheeiea ef the frieedly Mr. Vi- 
eedj. 

Lem, Ha! I am tradaoed^Tilelj alandered! 
All this I can dear op« and will; bat the moments 
are most preeioos to roe. Wnere is the ladjt 
restore me Jolia, and make jonr^wn terms. 

Droop, What terms, do yof iliiDk, would bribe 
me to restore alorelj innooent to a Tillaio’s powe^l 
I am poor, I am wretobedljr poor: hot, would joo 
retom mj fortune, would yon add yoor own, yoar 
lather’s, nay, all the wealth of this rich dtji it 
ahoald not bribe me to an act of villany. 

Leon. Be prudent, and attend to wnat I say. 

Droop, I'll attend to ooe thing 300 said most 
atriotly. You diarued me to defend my prize, at 
the hazard of my lire : that I do most willingly. 

Xeon. Droopty, urge me no further ! I am des- 
perate! Julia must be mine. Be wise, accept 
the offe/s of my friendship : don’t risk my ren- 
geanoe. 

Droop, ' four rengeance ! poh. What, because 
yon found me gentle, nay, humble, to the man I 
thought my friend and patron, do ^00 think I want 
apifrt to oppose a robber and a ravisbert Leonard, 
Im assureu it is a «i ast pleasure tocne to have a pop 
at ytpu on my own account ; but had I no wrongs, 
sooner thm be yogr accomplice in the ruin of an 

nnprotoeted woman, d e, but I would march 

up to 30a, if yon held a lifted match to the touch- 
bole of a nine pounder. ( woes vp cloae to him). 

Oak, ( WiihinA,) She must hare been taken this 
way. 

EaUr Oakworth, Mrs. Cleveland^ <md GXn- 
GIGA. The momitni Oakworth sees Leonard and 
Droopty t he mn# and collars them both. 

Oak, Give her up, giye her up this instant, or 
I’ll tfarottle^n hotn I 

Mrs, C, Wb ere is my daughter 1 

Oak. Ay, where is the lady W^ive her up directly. 
Curse yoi|r pistols, I don’t mind your pistols; give 
her op, I siv. 

Mrs,C, (To Aeonard.) Heavens ! is it you? 
You '"concerned in this villany? Where is my 
daughter, sir? 

X«aii. Ask that gentleman ; he has conveyed her 
faenoe. 

Mrs, C, You, then, that I have accused, are her 
defender: 1 ask your pardon. 

Droop, May I perish if be isn’t making his bow 
for the mother’s civility. (Aside.) 

Mrs, C, Where is my daughter, sir? (7\7 
DroopHy.) 

Loan. There is one hope left. If he conveyed 
her to the carriage, (and wnere else could he ?) they 
have doubtless driven off with her. Where is the 
lady, villain 7 

Zhoop, D-^^e, if his impudence does not pe- 
trife me. 

Oak. (Ruehmg ip tohmu) Ay, where is the lady, 
vUlain 7 

Droop, A little patience* you shall know the 
whole 

Leon, No, sirs no fkbrieationi — ^no fictions. 
Where is the la^ ! * 

Droop. Should you be pleased to see her? 

Leon. Doubtless. 

Droop, Oh! I’ll do my thing to oblige you. 
(Goes <0 the paol^m and hods hSr oat,) Now, sir, 
why don’t you appeal to the lad v to proclaim your 
imtooeneeir What, dumb? Ah! I know your mo- 
desty of old. Then I will speak for you. From 
whieh of os, madam, have you experienced this 
ootrajgef 

/uno. Ob! from him, from him. (PoimHng to 
laomord* Mro, Claodand and Oakmorth oapreos 
astomoimmi, smifeoonardtnshee ont,) 


' Droop, That is right, Leonard, move -off ; bnl 
run aO fast as you will, the devil must overtake 
you. 

Mrs, C. Then to you I owe my dauprter’s pre- 
servation. Ohl sir, accept a motbei^s thanks. 

Droop, Offer them, inauam, to Providence only, 
which made me the humble instmment to preserve 
an angel*, and expose a fiend. Where, madam, 
shall i have the honour of conducting you 7 

Mrs, C, Any where, so I avoid that hated babi- 
tation. 

Odki Let us go, madam, to the hotel where wo 
first amved. 

Mrs! C. And where, would to heaven, we had 
remained! Come, dearest Julia. [EaesakL 

ACT V. 

Scene 1 ,-^Visorly's Haase. 

Enter Old Yisorly and Leona rdI 

Old V, Oh ! Leonasd, Leonard, it is a bad bosi- 
^•ress ; a very bad business. Ob ! fie ; against her 
wilM 

Leon. Seemingly, sir, only seemingly. The man 
who would deal successfully with toe sex, must 
often force them to follow their own inclinations. 

Old V, I don’t know that ; but I have found 
that the roan who would deal ouieily with the sex, 
1 9 always forced to let them follow their own incli- 
nations. 

Leon. It was a desperate effort; but toe only 
chance left for obtaining her. That foiled, she is 
lost most certainly ; perhaps, her fortune, too. 

Old V, Perhaps ' why, to bo sure it is. 

Leon. No, sir : with your aid, the fortune may 
be ours without the least iiioumbranoe. 

Old V, The fortune oars' Eh, bow? 

Leon, Had Cleveland died unmarried, you were 
his heir. 

OH K. Yes. What of that? 

Leon. Are we sure be did not die unmarried? 

Old F. We should be pretty sure, 1 think, 
j when be has left a wife and child behind to con- 
vince os. 

Leon. Is she his wife? Can she prove herself 
snob 7 

^ Old V. Eh! You surely do not doubt the mar- 
riage , therefore, to claim a property, because, per- 
haps, legal proof can’t be obtained — 

Leon. Is, you think, not strictly within the pale 
of moral rectitude. 

Old V. 1 can’t say but I am of that opinion. 

Leon, Oh' sir, despise all abstract refinement, 
and be assured that you fulfil every moral obliga- 
tion, when >oor conduct is saiiotioned by the laws 
of your country. 

Old V, There is something in that : but yet 
justice, you know, can only be puided by ^appear- 
ances, and one’s conscience w 3 l not always ai^ 
quiesoe-^ 

Leon. My dear air, when your oonsoienoe Op- 
poses a legal decree, you sboi^d consider it as 
acting contumaciously, ^and that it ought to be 
silenced for contempt of the court. 

Old F^ If I could be satisfied that they were 
really not married. 

Lm. There is strong presumption. Would 
Cleveland’s father, think yon, have endeavoured 
to dissolve the sacred ties of marriage have 
insisted on bis son’s abruptly dismissing a wife? 
No, no, sir ; depend on it> the father, anxious for 
his son’s re^pectabllity demanded only his parting 
with a favorite mistress. 

Old V. Very likely, very likely. I always said 
you bad the way of placing things in a right point 
of view. 
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Lton. Sow, IheD, you tre eonvlnodl of dioft^^ 
todo of joor oaase, let me urge a atrong dNitife 
f6r prooeediDg with vigoor. I have this moniiiig 
leomved tfto nnweloome tidinga of the failoie of a 
apeonlatieii in which I had embarked the entire 
amount of my whole fortune, ao that # am now 
oompelled to become a burthen to yon. 

Old V, Oh, lord, lord ! dear me, how ao^ I am 
to hear it ; for, my dear bt^, to let ^oo into the 
true atate of my affaira. Lady Jemima'a euraed 
ftahionahle atyle of living, haa made anoh a miaeia- 
Me bole in my propertv, that it ia not olear^h me, 
bot 1 may die in a gaol. ^ 

£eofi. Von amaze me, air! Then, thia n our 
ml;|^^ource, and at all bazarda we moat aeoom' 

Enter a Servant* 

Serv, Mr. Oakworth deairea to aee both yon and 
my young master, directly, air. 

Old W. Very well. . [JEnf Servant. 

Leon, IMl keep out of hia way : he u a passionate 
old fellow, and I am sure he jyould lose bis temper 
with me. Do you aee him, air, and let him be the 
bearer of your determination. [Exeunt 

Scene II.— TAa Hotel, 

Enter Mrs. Cleveland omf Julu. 

Mre, C, How ia my dear child, now? 

JnHa. Better, muon better, thanks to your ten- 
der care. 

Mre. C. Oh ! the wretch, that could alarm my 
angel thus, and aim by violence to tear my precious 
treasure from her mother’s arms ! Heaven’s ven- 
geance will await him. 

Julia. My spirits would, I think, soon fe9over 
this rude shock, but for the dread that overpowers 
me for the fate of mv poor father. 

Mrs. C. Ah! my child, Ifear — (Seeing JuUamueh 
dittretaed. j Yet, still, my love, there is hope, that 
hope we will cherish. Conra, my child, take com- 
fort— Udce comfort, dearest Julia. 

Julia. Oh ! what are all the riches we poaaessj 
without roy father! 

Mre, C. Poor indeed! hot we will trust he yet 
survives, to bestow a value on the gifts of fortune. 

Enter Oakworth. 

Oak. Ob, lord! Oh, lord! Ob, lord! what will 
this world come to? 

Mre. C. What is the matter? 

Oak. Roguery! Villany! Infamy! 

Mre. C, Where ? from what quarter? 

Oak. From the devil’s nest — ^the house of the 
Visorly’s. 

Mre. C. Pray, let me know the worst. 

Oak. I will, I will. As you desired me, I de- 
manded that all the property remitted by Mr. Cleve- 
land, should be consigned to yon. 

Mre. €• Well, could they refuse it? 

Oak, They did, they did— I mean the old one 
did ; for the young j^oal took care to keep out of 
my way. He was wise — he was wise there. 

Mre, C, 'But on what plea, on what pretence 
were you refhaedt ^ 

Oax, A wicked pretence ! a damnable pretence ! 
a pretence they ought to swing for. 

Mr*, €. What, what ? • 

Oek, That they did not believe— they did not 
believe— 

Jrrf.6'. What? 

Must I tell yon? 

Mr*, C. Yes, pray do. 

CM. That you were-4ifr. Oleveland'a wife— 

J&a. C. Gmioua heaven ! 

CM. Yes ; and he said that he was heir-at-law. 


and abonld not part with a aispenoeof wluil wias 
his right. 

Mr*. C. Oh! Julia. 

JuEa. Ctear mother, can this man’s prepeelerona 
claim give yon a monyent’s concern? 

Mre* C. My child, wc are lost ! We are rained! 

Oak. What do vpa say ? 

Mrs. C. Never, ttfl tnis moment, did I rafleot 
tipt 1 have no legal testimony in my possession to' 
prove myself a wife. Married in India, in private, 
too ! My husband dead ! My child without a proof 
of— Ob) God ! Ob, God ! ^ 

Okk. Compose yourself, dear madam. 

Mre. C. Hard as my lot is, were I alone con- 
cerned, I mirtt feel resignation ; bot my dear girl, 
my lovely Julia— heiress of thousands, is— the 
child of poverty. 

Jut^ Dear mother, do not let me add to your 
affliction. With yon, with such a mother, I can 
bear poverty ; I can indeed. 

Oak. Poverty ! no, no ; not so bad as povor^. 
Yon know I have a home, ’tis but an humble one 
to be sure; and I am a tough old fellow; I can 
» work like a horse. Poverty ! not so bad as poverty, 
either. ^ 

JBhfsr Henry Melville. 

Jedik, Oh! Henry. ^ 

Henry. Julia! dearest Julia, yoa are in Mon, 
and yon have canse. 1 hoped to dry them, but, 
alas — 

Mr*. C, Then my dear husband is no more. 
{Her^ holds doom hi* head deapondentla, a**entmg 
m edaun,) My cup of misery is full. (After a 
pause.) Sir, fou were to have been united to my 
daughter; her father sanctioned your affections. 
I am informed he loved your merits, and thought 
them, though nneombined with fortune, snflioient 
to entitle yon to the heiress of bis wealth. 1 now 
must tell you, that wealth is lost to her. 

Henry. For her saCe I lament it, not for my 
own. To her generous father’s bounty I owe 
a^ost existence : he found me only gratoful, and 
his goodness called mere gratitude desert ; f<^ 1 
fear I have no merit, but an honest heart: yet, 
while that shall beat within n^ breast. I’ll prose 
my Julia to it, nor would I resirn my dear, 
my destined bride, to be the husbana of an em- 
press. 

Mrs, C, Oh ! little do the vicious know bow 
precious are the sweets of virtue : that alone can 
elevate the soul amidst calamity and poverty. 

[Exeunt, w!thJu&^ and Hamf, 

Enter Master of the Hotel, 

Master. ( To Oakworth, as he is going out.) Sir, 
sir ; a word with you, if you please. 

CM. What do you want ? 

Master, This hotel of mine, sir, stands at a very 
great rent. 

Oak. So I suppose. 

Master, Taxes come very high. 

Oak. Well. 

Master. A great many servants. 

Oak, So 1 see; and what the devi^ is all this Ip 
me? 

Master. It ought to make people consider. 

Oak. Don’t plague me about what people ought 
to consider. 

Master, To out the matter short, sir, yon know 
that one of the ladies, as I eame into the room, 
was owning her poverty. 

CM. BhI what? 

Master, Yes, sir; and as I,oan*t afford to leoO' 
ray money, I beg leave to bint that I aball look lo> 
you to see-my bill fairly discharged. 

Otdt, Impudent scoundrel I 
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MaiUr* Sir, I ahidl teaoh yoa to use bettor In- 1 
gaage to a man in hia own honae. 

JSbfer a Genikmant fallowed hy a Waiier. 

Oenl. Heyday! noihiog bA buatle and uproajr. 

IF niter. 1 hope you are nol hurt, air. 

Oenl, Not at <all : but no thadks for that to the 
careleaa dog of a postilion who orerturned me. I 
have been quarrelling with him ontaide of ttfb 
house, and 1 find you are at the same emnloyment 
within. Get me a coach directly. {To 

ITaitar. Yes, sir. £Bmt. 

^Tent. Well, what is the matter, here? 

Oak, Only this worthy master of the house 
insulting his customers. 

Gent. That is an odd way of recommending 
himself. 

Oak. (To Landlord.) Away with you, and be 
oarefnictnat yon let none of your insolence break 
out before the ladies, or I’ll be 'the death of you, 
yon dog!** ^ [Exit Af ovfer. 

Gent. Sir, give me leave to ask, — ^iliat is, if there 
be no offence in the question, — are the ladies you 
md^iion under any pecuniary embarrassment ? for 
it would be a sad thing to have Igdies liable to the 
rn^nesB of tfak. unfeenng fellow. 

Oak. Vo, sir, thank heaven! Even mV poor 
poolhB eould satisfy bis paltry demands. No, no : 
though they are unfortunate, they are not in the 
power of such a pitiful scoundrel as that. 

Oeni. I am glad of it : but still yon say they are 
unfortunate. 

Oak, Ves ; misery be the lot of the villainkcwho 
made them so I f 

Gent, Who are those villains ? 

Oak. Their own relations. 

Gent. Heavens! what depravity ! But can’t this 
villany be in any way redressed 7 

Oak. Only one way, if at all; and there the 
remedy would be as bad as ehe disease. 

Gent. ,What is the remedy I 
Oak, \^ing to law. 

Gent. If law can give the remedy, redress ia 
oerCain. In this country, the way to justice is not 
tlirough blind mazes and crooked paths. No ; ’tis 
a public road, open to all, obvious to all. 

Oak. That is very true ; but like other public 
roads, you would get on a very little way, without 
money to pay the toll. 

Gent, The warm interest you take in the cause of 
your friends convinces me that they are worthy of 
iL 1 have a fortune, an ample fortune, and 1 ban 
no way employ it so satisfactorily as in rescuing 
the virtuous from the machinations of villany. 

Oak, Sir, sir, let me rightly understand yon. 
beg your pardon ; but do you, indeed, mean to em- 
ploy your fortune to relieve the distress of strangers, 
utter stran^rs to yon? 

Gent. Certainly , or how should I relieve distress 
at all? for all that belong to me, thank heaven, are 
above the power of fortune’s malice. 

Oak, Bless you! bles^you! the widow’s blesa 
ing.— the orphan’s— 

Gent. Nay, nay, good old man, I were blessed 
enongli for al£,that T can do, in seeing^bow happy I 
have made you. But, a widow — an orphan, say 
yon? Those are sacred names. The husband gone, 
who is protector to the widow? Heaven. The 
parent lost, who is the orphan’s father? Heaven. 
The man, then, who will not assert their rights, is 
not uncharitable only, for he is impious. Good maoj 
why do yon tremble thus? 

Oak, I am old ; I feel, now, I am an old man , 
and though my nerves, I think, would bear me 
stoutly op under adversity, yet, somehow, this 
sudden torn of good fortune has shaken m’e, has 
shalnn mo a good deal. 


( Ganf. Compose yourself; then toll the ladies 
that 1. shall see them very soon, for 1 now most 
go. 

Oak, Don’t go, don’t go yet. Let them^hear, sir, 
from your own lips your goodness. » 

Gent. business hence is nothing trivial ; and 
only a case of misfortune oonld have detained me 
here an instant; therefore, assure your friends— 
But why not debar myself a few moments longer of 
my own gratification, to convince them of my os>^ 
tain protection? (Aside, ) My good old friendi tom 
the ladjkea I wait to see them. [Exit Oakworth,] Ajm 
ay ; 'twill make but a few minutes’ difference ; iM' 
tile defir, good creatures 1 so long to behold wnl 
forgive me when I tell them that the cause of my 
delay was to dry the tear of afiliotiou. ' 

Enter Mrs. Clevkland, led in hy OakworTH, 
Julia following with Henry. 


Mrs, C. Sir, your goodness— ' 

Julia, My father ! 

*Cteve. My wife, my abild ! Ob, heavenly powers I 

[EofNe clomrn 
r 

^ Scene III. — Atwther Apartment m (he helel. 

Enter Drooply and Caroline, a Waiter fbUowmg 
with a portmanteau, and a small iron box, 

i. Droop. Put the things carefully into a cbambeTf 
and be sure take care of that little box. 

ITaiter. Yes, sir. [Emt. 

Droop. And here we are, my dearest Caroline, 
with the parson’s blessing upon ns. I hardly durst 
raise my hopes to this happiness, even before your 
worthy brother contrived to make me an estate out 
of pocket; but, my generous girl, when I reflect 
that you take a begnr to your arms — 

Car. Nay, nay ; 1 am only doing an act of com- 
mon honesty , in paying the debts of my family ; and 
I am to consider you a very gentle creditor to be 
satisfied with less than a third of your demand, and 
to take charge of me into the bargain. 

Droop. Aly dearest girl ! 

Car. But, amidst our happiness, let ns not forget 
the melancholy situation of the dear Clevelands — 
Let ns instantly try to see them. 

Droop. Here comes the little Gentoo, full of glee« 
Oh! this looks well! 

Enter Gangica. 

Car, Gangica! 

Gan. Ah f you here ! Oh ! I glad of dat— I so 

^ar. What has happened to make yon so? 

Gan. (Pointing to her heart.) "Dw too full of 
joy to let me talk. I can’t tell you— but oome — 
come wid me— you know all— den yon be too hap- 
py to talk — ^Come, oome. [Exeunl. 

Scene V.—An Apartment. 

Cleveland, Mrs. Cleveland, Julia, and 
Henry, discov$ped. 

Cleve. The villains ! ample shall be their pun- 
ishment. 

Mrs. C, It will be ample, be asanrUd ; but do 
not you wrest vengeance from that Power who best , 
knows bow to deal it ; that Power which never 
withholds its soo^nT from the innocent, nor lets 
the guilty escape its awful indignation. 

Julia. Why did yon not, the instant that you 
landed, aounaint ns with your safety ? 

CUve. Alas ! I had lost ^the power of doing so. 
Enfeebled by fatigue, when I reached the shore, I 
scaroe bad sense or motion, a fever followed, from 
^whioh reason and health retamed together.— fito, on 
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the ittitant, T let ontf to be myielf the herald of mj } 
aafety. 

Henry. I sought yoa on the coast near Port- 
land. 

Ckoe. Well ^might yon hear no tidinn of me ; 
for we made our lauding at the Isle of \^ht; to 
the humanity of whose inhabitants myself and 
poor oompanions owe our lives. Think you those 
wretches, the Visorlys, will venture to you? 

Mra, C. Convinced that you are no longer 
living, L have no doubt but the instructions we 
have given to Oakworlbto communicate, will bring 
them here. 

Cleve. The young one has never seen me, and 
Old Visorly not since I was quite a child j so it is 
impossible I should be known. 

Mrs, C. But promise to preserve your temper. 
Ckve, Depend on me 
Oak, ( Without.) This way. 

^ Mrs, C, I hear Oak worth's voice. We will re- 
tire. {Exeunt all hui Cleveland. 

JTafer Oakworth, Old VisoieLY, and Leonard. 

Oak. This is the stranger I told you of. I leav? 
you with the gentleman, begging his pardon for« 
introducing him to such d— d bad company. [£xtl. 

Leon. We understand that you have volunteered 
to defend the cause of Mrs. Cleveland. Are we 
rightly informed, sir? 

Cleve, You are. 

Leon. I thought the days of chivalry were over. 

, ,0^e. So did 1 : but since monsters still exist, 

*tin tit that they revive again. 

Leon. You have begun your career of enterpri/e, 
moat illustrious knight, with nther a hopeless ad- 
venture. 

Cleve. It may not be found so. . 

Leon. You seem an intelligent man. A little 
conversation will, 1 have no doubt, bring us to 
the same opinion, and all errors will be rectilied 
before we part. 

Cleve, You need not doubt it, sir. 

Old V, Now, my boy, Leonard, will talk him 
over in a grand style. Oh 1 he is a blessing to m? 
old age. (Aside.) 

Leon. This woman has the power of influencing 
persons very much in her favour. 

Cleve, Innocence always has that power. 

Leon. Innocence! You, perhaps, are not aware 
that she has no proofs of her marriage. 

Cksve, Proofs may be found. 

Leon, In India, you think. Will you go thither 
for them 7 
Cleve. I have been. 

Leon. Whatl ^ 

Cleve. I have been. 

LeoM. You knew Cleveland, perhaps I 
Cleve. Yes. ^ ^ 

lAon, Do you know then of bis marriage ? 

Cleve. 1 was present at it. 

Leon, You surprise me. 

CUve. Will this satisfy you 7 
Leon. A witness may be suborned. The law will 
scarcely be content .Vith one person's testimony. 
Cleve. With mine it clearly will. 
l*on. Yon may be mistaken, sir ; it will b^ rash 
to risk it. I will make an offer, a handsome offer 
—We will resign our claim to half the fortune, 
manage the business with the ladies as you please, 
you may depend on our secresy. We tender to you, 
mind, to yourself, half the fortune. 

Cleve, It is a handsome ofier. 

Old V, Very indeed! may be, you think a third 
^outd be enough. 

C/we. No, no, far from it; for though the bribe 
sounds handsomely, it would be want of policy in 
ne to take it. 


It 

Leon, How? 

Cleve. For this plain reason, that, though 1 adiuit 
these ladies to be Cleveland's wife and daughter, 
still Cleveland’s fortune is the right of— 

Lepn. Whom? 

Clfve. Me. ’ 

Leon. You! by wbattitlel 

C/we. The^ cleai^^ in the world — founded ou 
the sinmle principle, xbat while a man can prove 
I biuSkelf alive, his heirs are not allowed to take pos- 
session of bis property. 

• . Leon.Jkliver 

C/m. Why, gentlemen, you are very hard to be 
convinced. Surely yon should admit a man alive, 
when he is able himself to tell you so. 

Leon. Confusion! 

Old V. Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear! 

Cleve. And, bow do yon now feel yourselves, my 
very worthy cousins? (Goes to the door.) Come, 
come in, and thank your kinsmen for alUiheir 
kindness. 

Enter Mrs. Cleveland and Julia! 

I Old V, Oh ! Leonard, Leonard, did I ever 
think you would have brought me into such dt.*^ 
grace! , . 

Cleve. Sensible rebuke of age to ^oth I Yop 
should have led yourwon into the path of hpnesty, 
not been seduced by him into the foad of villuuy. 

Old K. I II go home, and if I continue in my 
.present mind, 1 think it very likely I shall hang 
my sell before to-morrow morning. Oh Leonard, 
Leonard! [Exit. 

C7e»ya With your company, sir, (to Leonard) I 
cannot dispens.!, till 1 receive assurance that my 
property remitted to you is vested as 1 directed. 

Enter Drooply, Caroline, Henry, and Oak- 
worth. 

Droop. My worthy b’x>ther, give me joy. 

Leon. Your brother! 

Car. Even so, sir. * 

Leon. You are well paired. 1 wish you all 
the happiness that mutual poverty can giro 
you. 

Can Poverty ! nay, we need not starve. My 
estate is surely sufficient to prevent that. 

Leon. Your estate! You must first persuade me 
to resign the writings of it. 

Car. Thank you, dear brother : but you happen 
to forget you have already done that. 

Lcon, 1! how— when? 

Cor. By your direction I brought the box to 
town with me, which, you said, contained the 
writings. 

Leon. Yes, — ay — that box— eh ! let me see it 
— I have got the key of it. 

Droop. The key, roy dear fellow ! D;? you think 
I do things so cursed mechanically as to want keys! 

A man just come into possession of an estate, and 
not break open the box that contained his claim 
to it. . 

Leon. What, broken opdb ! 

Droop, Yes, with a kitchen poker. Lord, hotr 
alarmed you a^ ! Yea, I broke it open, and found 
1 had killed two birds with one stone { for, instead 
of only getting the writings of one estate, 1 found 
the writings of two — This lady’s and my own. 

A person enters and converses apart wUh Cleveland, 
and then exit, 

Leon, Curses fall on me ! 

Droop. That they will, fast enongfa, never fear. 
What a shrewd gnesser yon must be! Yon had the 
wisdom to foresee, that some time or other, there 
would be a junction of the properties, and youthere^ 
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fore oommodiooflj picked ap the writiagi togetber. 
jkb» joa are i oeaudemte mUow! 

Cjme. (7o Leomurd.) Sir, we need yonr presenoe 
■o looKr. Mj property I find ie Toeted is 1 ip- 
pointed. Now, sir, depir^ loided not with my 
mroiobes, not with my milediotion; ftir^ the 
whole world's contempt, ind the heiviest corses of 
Ibe n^nred woold idd hot i felther's weight to the 
monntiin of remorse whioli oonsoioos guilt will 
beep upon thy wretehed bosom. When 1 refieot 
on the soferity thit sofferingoonscieaoe con inflict, 
I ooold ilmost forget my injories, ind pity tijee. ■ 

Leon. Topilliite my goilt I do not seek^yet, 
injistiee, let me deeuire, the erroneoas iodgment 
of the world mode me i rilliin. I beheld toe ere 
of observiDce and respect ever directed to the 
weilthy; were he fool or knive, no matter; 
while ill that is troly amiable or gi^ai In genios 
or in virtoe, when linked with poverty, was heeded 
with fhe stare of disavowal, or the seowl of con- 
tempt. To be a golden idol for the world's worship 
wasmy'aim. I have lost my fortane, character, 
and happiness in the attempt, and now most meet 
in penary mankind's abhorrence, and feel too, I de>i 
ddfwe it. [Bril. 

Mrs, C. {Tor Caroltiu.) I gaieve to think how 
mnoh yoo mdUt be afflicted. 

Cor.il am indeed; for witlffldl his nawoithiness, 
I cannot forget lie is my brother. 

CIsee. Sooh remembrance honours yon; for never 
shonld the principles of justice absorb the feelings^ 
of natore. 

Baler Sharpset and GaNGICA. 

Oak, Afa, my good friend, you at liberty ! 

Sharp. Yob, sir, I found bail. 

Oak. I am very glad to see you. 


( Mn. C. Sir, I shall everfoel myself yourdebtor. 

Sharp. Oh, madam! 

Oak. I know a way to repay him, madam. 

Mrs. C. Howl 

Oak. By making him rightful possessor of the 
treasure he holds in his hand. 

Jtduu Gangiea, do you consent to— 

Goal 1 do all as you please, ma^am. 

JuUa. I'm sure it will please me fhat you malm 
yourself happy. 

Oak. Now 1 have performed my promhm, jam 
must renew my acquaintance with your fotber. 

Sharp. You and my father, sir, have never been 
asnnCer, 

Oak. £b! What do you mean? 

Sharp. To restore yoa O truant son, sir, who, 
till be nad atoned as* mr as li^ in his power for his 
former errors, could not hc^ to be aoknowledfed 
by such a father. 

Oak. What, my own boy turned out an honest 
man? 

Sharp. Yes, sir; and who, knowing the precious 
value of that first of tides, will never forfoit it. 

Oak. Now then, I can say, I am oomplelely 

ry^.c . Ever, ever may yon remain so!— You 
will ; for benevolence like yours makes the human 
heart a heaven. 

Cleoe. The gratitude I owe to all who have be- 
friended these dear objects of my love, I hope to 
shew by something more than woras. What a pros- 
DMt of happiness opens to our view ! ttest with 
friends, proved suon in the trying moments of af- 
fliction— with fortune to command profusely every 
luxury, and I trust, with minds to employ it only 
in pursuit of on^— the luxury of doing good. 




COUNT CONOLLY VILLA RS 
8111 PAUL PECKHAM 
SIR SAMULL SIIEEPY 
DORIMONT 


CHARACTERS, 

EDMUND 
MAC DERMOT 
PICARD 
EXEMPT 


lady PECKHAM 
LUCY 

Iydia 

SERVANTS 


ACT 1. 

Scene I . — The House of Sir Paul Peckham, 
Enter LvDiA, followed hy Mac Dermot. 

Lydia. Once ngain, Mr. Mac Dermot, have done 
with this nonaenjie. 

^Mac.D, Ari-ah! and why so acoffish? Sure, 
DOW, R liHiebit ofmakiiif^ love — 

Lydia. Pm!« Dome the favour to answer my 
questions. The Count, your master, is in love 
with Miss Luc^ Peefebtm ? 

Mac D. Faith ! and you may say that. 

LuiRa. Js he reallv well born? 

Mac D. Oh! os mrthat, honey, let him alone. 
The noblest blood of France, ay, and what is belter, 
of Ireland, too, trickles to his lingers* ends. The 
Villars, and the O’l^onnollies. 

Lydia. And he wishes to marry into the family 
of the Peokhams 1 

Mae D. The divil a bit, my dear ! 

Ludia. Howl 

Mae D. He is very willing to marry the young 
lady, but not lier family. His pride and* his passion 
have bad many a tough battle about that, d'ye see. 
Only think 1 a direet deioindant of the former kings 
of Ireland, and eollateral eonsin to a priaent peer 
of FraoM, to besmear and besmoulder bis dignity 
by rubbing it against porter bntts, vinegar casks, 
and beer barrels. 

Lydia. Miss Lnoy is, indeed, a lovely girl *, ani- 
mated to excess, and sometimes apparently giddy 
and lighty : but she bos on exeellent nnderstand- 
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ing, and a noble heart ; and these are superior to 
birth, which is indeed a thing of mere accident. 

jifac V. 'Faith' and that it is. 1, nsimple Irish* 
man, as I nm — why now, I would have been bom 
a duke, had they been civil enough to have asked 
my consiiit. 

Lydia. The Count fell in love with bei|j 
convent, to which she was sent to in 
French. 

Mac D. And where I think } ou first 
bcr? 

Lydia. Yes ; she saw me friendless, add eoo- 
ceived a generous and disint crest edmffeotioB for 
me. He has followed her to England ; has taken 
apartments in oiir neighbourliood, and lives in aplen- 
dour — yet is not rich. 

Mac'D. Uin, uni ! No ; bnt, then, he is a colonel 
in tfie Irish brigade *, and^esides bis pay, hassoyit 
supplies. 

I.t/dia. From whom I • 

Mac D. raith ! and I don't befieve ho knows 
that himself. 

Lydia. That’s strange His pride is exoeasive. 

Mac D, To spake the truth, that now la bisCml- 
ing. An if it was not for that, oh! he would be 
the jewel of a master! He tratea his infariors with 
contimpt, keeps his distance with hia aquals, and 
values the raboishing dust of his great-gran^athers 
above diamonds ! 

Lydia. His ohoraoter ia In perfect eonlrosl 
that of hia humble rival, Sir Stmnel Sbeepy ; w 
even when he addresses a footman, is all bowa 
affability; wboee chief disoourse is, *'Yes,' ll' 
and. « Ho, thonk you and who, ip 
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THE SCHOOL FOR ARROGANCE. 


[Act I. 


eompanjr of his mistress, stammers, blanders, and 
bluMoes, like a great boy. 

Mac D. What is it yoa till me? He the rival of 
the Colint my master ! that old — 

Lydia. A bachelor, and mnly fifty ; rich, bf a 
ffood family, and a great favourite witu Lady P^ck- 
ham, by never having the coitrage to contradict 
her. ij 

Mac D, Why, there now ! You talk of the 
Count’s pride! Here is this city lady as prond 
as ten Counts! Her own ooacb horses, ready 
harnessed, don’t carry their heads highef ! And 
then she is as insolent, and as vulgar, and— Hem ! 

Enter Lady Peckham and Sir Samuel Sheepy, 
followed hy two Footmen in very smart morning 
jackets. 

Lady P, Here, fellers! go with these here 
cards. ( Footmejt receive each a parcel of large cards, 
and dt'e going.) And, do you bearf When you 
comes b 7 >ck, get those dismal heads ofyourn better 
powdered; put on your noo liveries, and make 
yourselves a little like Christians. These creeters 
ar^.DO better nor brootes. Sir Samooel ! They are^' 
all so monstrous low, and wulgar ! I have a party 
to>night ; I hp'iSs you vill makeWonf 
ViV S. Certainly, iny lady. ^ 

Ladg'P. So, miss, is Sir Paul come to town? 
Lytua. I have not seen him, madam. 

JLady P. Sir Paul generally sleeps at our country 
seat, at Hackney. 

Sir S, A pleasant retreat, my lady ! 

Lady P. .Wastly! A wery paradise !— Vhere 
is my daughter, miss ? " 

Lydia, 1 don’t know, madam. 

Jmu P. And vhy don’t you know? Please to 
go and tell her Sir Samooel is here. [Exit Lydia, 
—A young purson that luy daughter has taken 
under her purtection. 

SirS, Seems mild and inodest, my lady. 
iMdy P, Not too much of that. Sir Samooel. 
{Surveyli^ Mac Dermot,) Who, pray — who are 
you, young man? 

Mac D, I ! — ’Faith ! my lady, I— I am — my- 
silf: Mao Derinol. 

LodgP, Who? 

Mac D. The Count’s gintleman. 

Lady P, GentlemauT Gentleman, indeed! — 
Count’s gentleman! Ha! a kind of mongrel 
Count, Sir Samooel ; half French, half Irish! As 
fl^d a gentleman, I suppose, as his footman here. 
baUevea you have seen him, though? 

4^ S, 1 think 1 once had the honour to meet him 
Irtrh,' my lady. 

laufy P. An honour, Sir Samooel, not of my 
seeking, I assure you. Aspires to the hand of Miss 
Looey* Peckham ! He ! An outlandish French 
foriiier ! . J bates ’em all ! I looks upon none 
90 ’em as no better iiur savages! Vhat do they 
vant vith us? Vhy, our money, to be sure! A 

{ laroel of beggars! I vishes I vas queen of Eng- 
and for von day only ! I voold usher my orders 
to take and conquer *em'‘all, and transport ’em to 
the IJiantations, instead of negurs. 

Svr 3. I have beard, my lady, that the Count 
was my rival. 

Lady P, He your rival. Sir Samooel! He! A 
half bred, higglety-pigglety, Irish, French fortio 
hunter, rival you, indeed! — 

Enter Lydia. 

Veil, miss, vhere is my daughter? 

Lydia, In her own apartment, madam, dressing. 
Lady'P, She’ll be down presently, Sir Samoo^. 
GeolleniiJi indeed! The Count’s gentleman! 
Ha ! Pride and poverty. [Exit with SirS. 

Mae D. {Highly ajronted,) Pride ! By the holy 
fbototool, bat your ladyship and Lucifer are a 
pair! ^ 


^ Lydia, {Knocking,) Here comes Sir Paul. 

Mac D, Then 1 will be after going. 

Lydha, No, no; stay where you are. 

Enter SiR Paul Peckham. 

Sir, P. Ah I My sweet, dear Liddy ! You are 
the angel I wished first to meet ! Come to my — 
(Runnihg up to her.) — Why how now, linssy? 
Why so sImI 

iMdia. Reserve your transports, sir, lor Lady 
Peckham. 

Sir P, Lady ! — Bat who have we here ? 

Lydia. Mr. Mac Dermot, sir. 

SirP, Oh,! I remember; servant to the Coont, 
my intended son-in-law. 

Mac D. The viry same, sir. (Boics.) 

Sir P, T hear an excellent character of yonr 
master. They tell me he is a fine, hearty, daifnt- 
lesB, swaggering fellow! If so, he is a man of 
family, and the very husband for my Luov. 

Mac D, ’Faith ! then, and he is all that. 

Sir P, As for this Sir Samuel Sheepy, he shall 
decamp. A water drinker! A bowing, scraping, 
si|npering, ceremonious sir! Never contradicts 
anybody! D — e! An old bachelor! And he! he 
have the impudence to make love to iny fine, young, 
spirited wench! — But be is my lady’s choice! Is 
sne within ? 

Lydia. Yes, sir. 

Sir P. I suppose we shall have a line breeze on 
this subject. But, what! uin I not the monarch, 
the Grand Seignior of this house? Am I not abso- 
lute? Shall I not dispose of my daughter as I 
please? Do you hear, young man? Go, present 
my coinplimeuts to the Count, and tell him, I mean 
to give him a call this morning. — {Lydia makes signs 
to Mac Dermot to stay. ) 

Mac D. I am wailing for him here, sir. 

SirP. Waiting for him here, sir! No, sir! 
You cannot wait for him bere» sir! 

Mac D, But, sir — 

Sir P. And, sir! Why don’t you go ? 

Mac D. The Count bid me, sir — 

SirP. And I bid vou, sir, pack! Begone! — 
[Exit Mac Dermot.]— Now we’re alone, my dear 
Lydia — Why, where are you going, hussy ? 

Lydia. Didn’t you hear my lady call? 

Sir P. Call ! No. And if she did, let her call. 

Lydia. Surely, sir, you would not have roe of- 
fend her ? 

Sir P. Offend ! Let me see who dare be offended 
with you ill this house! It is my will that you 
should be the sultana. 

Lydia. Me, sir? 

Sir P. You, my queen of hearts! Yon ! My 
house, my wealth, my servants, myself, all are 
yours! 

Lydia. You talk unintelligRily, sir. 

SirP. Do I? Why, then, I’ll speak plainer: 
I am in love with yon ! You are a deligious crea- 
ture, and I am determined to make your fortuue ! 
I’ll take you a house up in Mary-le-bone ; a neat 
snug box : hire you servants, keep you a carriage ; 
buy you rings, clothes, and jewels, and come and 
sup with you every evening ! Do you undersiaud 
me now ? * 

Lydia. Perfectly, sir! 

Sir P. Well, and — eh! — Does not the plan 
tickle your fancy ? Do not your veins tingle, your 
heart beat, your — eh ? What say you ? 

Lydia, 1 really, sir, don’t know what to say, ex- 
cept that I cannot comply, unless a lady, whom I 
think it my duty to consult, 'should give ber con- 
sent. 

ATir P. Wbatlady? Who? 

Lydia. Lady Peckham, sir. 

Ar A My wife! Zounds! aro you mad? Tell 
my wife! 

Lydia. I shall further ask the edvioe of your son 
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and daughter, arho will wonder at yoor charity, iil 
taking a poor orphan like me under your protection. , 
Sir P, Pooh I Nonsense ! 

Lydia. A little farther oft* if you please, sir. 

Sir P. Neater, angel ! nearer! 

Lgdia, Til raise the house, sir. 

STtrP. Psha! 

Lydia. Help! 

Ar P. My handkerchief! Yon sweet — 

Enter Edmund. 

Edmund. Lydia! sir! ^ 

Sir P. How now, sir ! {Aside to Lydia.) Hem ! 
say it was a mouse. % 

Edmund. What is the matter sir? * 

Sir P. What’s that to you, sir ? What do you 
want, sir? Who sent fur you, sir? 

Eamund. I perceive you are not well, sir ! 

Sir P. Sir? 

Edmund. How were you taken? 

Sir P.* Taken ! ( Aside. ) Y oung scoundrel ! — 
Take yourself, away, air ! ^ , 

Edmund. Impossible, sir ! • You tremble! Your 
iooks aie disordered! your eves wild! < 

Sir. P. {Aside.) Here's a dng! * 

Edmund. Be so obliging. Miss Lydia, as to run 
end inform Lady Peokham how ill niy father is. 

SirP. Why, you imp! {Stopping Lydia.) Lydia, 
stay where you are. You audacious! Will you 
begone ? 

Ethttund. That I certainly will not, sir, while I* 
see you in such a way ! 

Sir P. Way, sir! — Very well, sir! very well! 
Edmund. Fll reach you a chair, sir. Pray, sit 
down ; pray, cool yourself. 

Sir P. till ! that 1 were cooling you in a horse- 
pond^ 

Edmund. Yon are growing old, sir. 

SirP. Yoiilie, sir! 

Edmund. You should be more careful of youraelf. 
Shall 1 send for a physician? 

Sir P. (Aside.) D-— e, but I’ll physic you *, I’ll — i 
{Muttering as he goes off.) A sly, invidious — The j 
demure dog has a mind to her himself. Yes, yes ; 
oh ! d — e, niiiful Peter^ but I'll lit you. {^Exit. < 
Lydia. You see, sir— 

Edmund. {Shrugging.) I do. 

Lydia. I must leave this family. 

Edmund. Leave ! Why, charming Lydia, will 
you aflliot me thus? Have I not declared my 
purpose ? 

Lydia. Which cannot he accomplished. You 
promise marriage; but your father will never con- 
sent. 

Edmund. Then we will marry without his con- 
sent. ' • 

Lydia. Oh! no. Do not hope it. When I marry, 
it shall be to render both my husband and myself 
happy : not to embitter, not to dishonour both. 

• Enter a Footuum. 

Foot. A person, who calls himself Mr. Dorimont, 
inquires for you, madam. 

Lydia. Heavens ! Can it be ? Shew him np in- 
stantly. lExU Footman. 

Edmund. Yon seem alarmed! 

Lydia. No, no; overjoyed! • 

Edmund, Who is it? 

Lydia. 1 scarcely can tell yoo. A gentleman who 
nsed to visit me in the ooiivent. 

Edmund. Have you been long acquainted? 

Lydia. Little more than two years ; during which 
*he was my monitor, oqnsoler, and guide. 

Edmund. {Seeing Dorimont before he enters.) Hia 
appearance — • 

Lydia. Is poor ; but bis heart is rich in benevo- 
lence. Pray leave ns. [£jr<I Eimmd, 

Bntir Dorimomt. 

{Running to meet him.) Ah ! sir— 
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Don. [ am happy to have found you once again. 
J^dia. What, sir, has • brought you to England? 
Dofi, Business ; part of which was to see yoo. 
Lydia. You have been always generous and kind: 
yet*l am sorry you should see me thus. 

Dori. Why 1 W'hat are yon ? 

Lydia, An humble dependant : a lady's comi«- 
nion. • 

^ori. Alas! Why did yon leave the convent 
without ioforming me? 

Lydia, 'Twas nnexpected. Yon had forborne 
yoor vllits ; and 1 feared death, or some misfor- 
tune. At my mother’s decease, the young lady with 
whom I live having an affection for me, and seeing 
me deserted, offered to take me with her to Eng- 
land, promising I should rather be her frieod than 
her companion. 

Dori. And has she kept her word? 

Lydia. On her part, faithfully, tenderly. 

Dori. That is some consolation. * 

Lydia. But — • 

Dori. What’ 

Lydia. She has a mother, who does not fail to 
'make inferiority feelingly understand itself. ^ 
Dori. {With some emotion.) Indeodl' {Collecting 
himself.) But witlf whom were you^ sneh earnest 
conv elation when T entered? * 

Lydia. The brother of my young lady : a gentle- 
man worthy your esteem. 

Dori. And worthy yours? You blush. 

Lydia. Do you blame me for being just ? 

Dori. No; he is rich, young, and handsome. Do 
you alien meet ? 

Lfdia. W^do. 

Dori. Yon are lovely, inexperienced, and unpro- 
tected. 

Lydia. Fear nothing ; I shall not easily forget 
myself. 

Dori, {Earnestly.) I hope not. But what does 
he sayl ^ 

Lydia. That he loves me. 

Dori. Is that all ? • 

Lydia. No; he offers me secret marriage. 

Dors. Secret marriage ! • 

Lydia. I see the danger, and wish to shun it. 
You may find me some place of refuge in France. 

Dori. Can you so easily renonnoe all the flatter- 
ing prospects love has raised ? 

Lydia. Yes ; and not only them, but love itself, 
when it is niy duty. 

Dori. Noble-minded girl! Remain where yon 
are< nay, indulge your hopes ; for know, your 
lover will he honoured by your hand. 

Lydia. Sir! — Honoured; 

Dori. Honoured ! By birth you are greatly his 
superior. 

Lydia. Can you be serious ? Oh ! trifle nCt with 
a too trembling heart. Why did mywuother con- 
ceal this from me? Ob ! if true, why die and leave 
it unrevealed? 

Dori. There was reason : she was not yous mo- 
ther. 

Lydia. Oh ! sir, yon liUVe conjured np ten^^- 
sancT busy thoughts. Is my mother living ? 

Dori. No. • 

Lydia. MjrYttberl 
Dori. He is. 

Lydia. Why has he so long forsaken me T 
Dori. That must be told hereafter. Be patient ; 
wait the event. You are acquainted witn Gonnt 
Conolly Villars ? 

Lydta. Me visits here. 

Dori. I have business with him. 

Lydia. Ah ! sir, 1 fear you will meet a cool le- 
oeption. Your humble appearance and his pride 
will hot ill agree. 

Dori. Fear not; roy business is to lower Ua 
pride. 

Lydia, Sir ! he may intuit you. 
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Jhfi. Hanible thonich I am myself, I hope to 
teach him hamility. To visit yoo, and to aoooro- 

J ilish this, was the puiport of my journey. Adieu 
or the present. Tnink on what I hiive said ; and, 
thoujirh bj birth you are nohka, remember, virtue 
alone is true nobility. [£iit. 

En/er LucY : her dress more r^racleristic of the 
airl than the woman ; and her manner full of life, 
out tempered by the most delicate sensibUity, 

XiMtf. Well, Lydia, any news for me ? 

Lyma, Mr. Mao Dermot has been here with the 
Count’s complimonts ; but, in reality, to see if 
Lady Peokham was at home. You know bow 
be wishes to avoid her. 

latcy. Yes ; and 1 don’t wonder at it. She has 
just been with me, ushering her orders, as she calls 
It. ** I desires, miss, you vill receive Sir Samooel | 
Sbeepy^ as your intended spouse.” And so she 
baa sent me here to be courted ; and the inamo- 
rato is coming, as soon as he can take breath and 
courage. 

Lydia, But, why, my dear, do you indulge your- 
mocking your mamma? 

latcy, Lydia, I must either laugh or crjr ; and, j 
though I laugl^g L assure you it is often with an : 
aching heart. 

XydM.^'Mydea. girl! 

Lucy, 1 hope, however, you will own there is no ' 
great harm in laughing a little at this charming Ado- ' 
nis, this whimsical lover of mine. 

Lydia, Perhaps not. 

Lu/m, What can his reason be for making, love 
_ to me? 

Lydit^ There's a question? Pray^ my dear, do 
you never look in your glass ? > 

Lucy, Um-— yes. But does he never look in his 
glass, too? 

l^dia. Perhaps his sight begins to decay. But 
are you not alarmed? i, ' 

Lury, No. 

Lydm.. Do not you love the Count? 

Imu, Urn— Yes. 

Lydia. Well, and you know how violent and 
prejudiced Lady Peckhain is. 

^ Lucy, Perfectly. But I have Sir Paul on my 
side; and, as for Sir Samuel, be was dandled so 
long in the nursery, and is still so much of the awk- 
ward, bashful boy, that he will never dare to put 
the question directly to me ; and I am determined 
■ever to understand him till he does. 

Xydiia. Here becomes. 

Imey, Don’t leave me. 

Enter Sir Samuel Sheepy. 

Sir S, ( Bowing with trepidation. ) Madam — Hem ! 


[Act I. 


Lucy. {Cxrtsuwa and mimicking.) Sir— Hem! 
Sir-^Asu^ lo LyoM.) Count his bows. 

Sir S. Madam, I — Hera! 1 am afraid — I am 
troublesome. 

Lucy. Sir— Hem! A gentleman of your meyit — 

Ism I 


SRr S, {Continues bowii^ tkrouak most of the 
ne,) Oh!^ madam, I am afraid— Hem! — Yon 
are busy. 

Lucy, (Curtsying to all his hows.) Sir— Hem! 

Sir S. Do me the honour to bid me begone. 
Lucy, Surely, sir, you would not have me guilty 
ofrudeiiesa? 

Sv S. (Aside.) What a blunder! Madam— Hem! 
I ask ten thousand pardons. 

Lsff^ ^od manners reqoire — Hem ! 

I should begone without bidding. 


^5. (•4*^*) * "oppose I’m wrong again. 
Luev. I didn’t aay so, sir. 

Sira. {Turnmg gmek.) Didn’t yoo, madam? 


s Lucy, k person of your politeness, breeding, and 
aooomplishments — Hem ! — 

Sir S. (Aside.) She’s laughing at me. 

Lucy. Ought to be treated with all reverence. 
( Curtsying with ironic gravity.) 

SirS. (Aside.) Yes; Bhe% making a fool of me. 

Lucy, Sir! Were you pleased to speak, air? 
Hem ! 

Sir S, Hem!— Not a word, madam. 

Lydia. This will be a witty conversation. 

... ^ presume, sir — hem! — ^you have some- 

‘t|iing to communicate. 

Sir S, Madam! — Hem! — Yes, madam— I mean 
no, mMam. No, nothing — Hem! 

L|^dia. Nothing, Sir Samuel! 

StrS. Hein! — Nothing; nothing. 

Lucy. Then may I take the liberty, sir, to in- 
quire — hem! — what the purport of your visit is? 
hem ! 

SirS, The — the — the — ^hem! — the— puroortis — 
hem! — T — I have really forgotten. 

f^cy. Oh ! pray, sir, take time to recollect your- 
self. — Hem ! I am sure, Sir Samuel— hem ! — you 
*haye something to ssy to me. Hem ! 

^ Sir S. Yes ; no, no ; nothing. 

' Lydia, Fie ! Sir Samuel , nothing to say to a lady ? 

Sir S. No. — Hem! I never had anything to say 
to ladies in my life. That is — Yes, yes; I own — 
I have something of the — the utmost — hem! 

Lucy. Indeed! 

Sir S. A thing which — lies at my heart. — Hem ! 

Lucy, Mercy I Sir Samuel I — Hera ! 

Sir S. Which I — hem ! — have long — But I will 
take some other opportunity. (Offering to go.) 

Lucy. By no means, Sir Samuel. You have quite 
alarmed me! I am impatient to hear ! I am afraid 
you are troubled im mind. — Hem ! 

Sir S. Why,— bem !— Yes, madam,— rather- 
hem ! 

Lucy, I declare, I thought so. I am very sorry. 
Perhaps you are afraid of death ? 

Sir S, Madam ! 

Lucy. Yet you are not so very old. 

Sir S. Madam ! 

Luty. But I would not have you terrify yourself 
too much. — Hem ! 

Sir S. Madam ! 

Lucy. I perceive 1 have guessed it. 

SirS. Madam! — Hem! — No, madam. 

Lucy. What, then, is this important secret? 
Nay, pray tell me. Hem! 

Sir S. Hem ! N — n — n — n not at present, ma- 
dam. 

Lucy. Nay, Sir Samnel — 

Sir S. Some other time, madam. — Hem ! 

Lucy. And can you be so cruel n> me? Can you? 

I declare I shall dream about you : shall tbmk I 
see you in your winding-sheet; or some such 

frighful figure ; and shall wake all in a tremble 

Hem ! 

Sir S, A tremble, indeed, madam ! 

Lucy. And won’t you tell me, Sir Samuel? 
Won’t you? 

Sirs. N — n — n — n not at«^resent, madam. 

Hen ! 

Lucy. Well, if you won’t, Sir Samuel, I must 
leave you; for what you have said has absolotely 
given me the vapours. — Hem ! 

SirS. I, madam? Have I given you the vm 
pours? 

Lucy. Yes^ou have. Sir Samuel ; and sbook- 
ingly, too. You have put such gloomy idets into 
my mind— 

Sir S. Bless me, madam — hem! 

Lucy. Your Saha, Lydia!— Hem! 

II ^ yott—yott «re not very 

Lucy. Oh ! I shall be better in aaotber room.— 
Hem! 
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Sir S. (Aside.) Yes, yes ; His my company tb|^ 
has given her the irapoors. (Aloud.) 8faail 1— 
(Confusedly offering his arm.) 

L^. No, no ; stay where you are, Sir Samue). 

Sir S. (Ayide.) She wants to be rid of me. — 
Hem! 

Imey. Only, remember, yoa are under a pro- 
mise to tell me your secret. — Hem! — If yoa don*t, 
I shall certainly see your ghost. Remember — 
Hem! [Exit. 

Sir S. Aladam — 1— (Tb Lydia.) Miss Lydia — 
Hem ! «. 

Lydia. Sir? 

Sir S. If you would— hem !— be so civil^I— 

Lydia. Oh ! sir, 1 have the vapburs as bad as 
Miss ftucy. [Exit. 

Sir S. Hare you Hem ! Bless me ! The 
lupours! My old trick. I always gWe young 
ladies the vapours ; I make 'em ill. They are al- 
ways .sick of me — hem ! 'Tis very strange, that I 
can’t ISarn to talk without having a word to say ; 
a thing so common, too. Why can't I give myjelf 
monkey airs; skip liere and there; be seir-sufTi- 
cient, impertinent, and behave like a puppy; imim 
poseiy to please the ladies? What! Is lliei4 no 
such thing to be found as a woman who can love a 
man for his modesty ? This foreign count, now, 
my rival, is quite a diflferent thing! He, (tnimick- 
ing)-~he walks with a straight back, and a cocked- 
up chin, and a strut, and a stride, and stares, and 
takes snulT, and— Yes, yes; he’s the man for tMb 
ladies! [Ex,/. 


ACT. II. 

Scene I . — An Apartment in the house of Sir Paul 
Peckham. 


Enter Lydia. 

Lydia. I cannot forget it. My father alive, and 
I ot noble descent ! ’Tis very strange ! Hope, 
doubt, and apprehen.sion, are all in anus ! Imagi- 
nation hurries me beyond all limits of probability. 

Enter EDMUND. 

Edmund. Why do you thus seek solitude 1 

lydia. To indulge thought. 

Edmuml. Has your friend brought you bad news? 

Lydia. No. 

Edmund. What has he said? 

Lydia. Strange things. 

Edmund. Heavens! What? 

Lydia. You would think me a lunatic, were I to 
repeat them. 

Edmund. Lj[dia, yon are unjust. 

Lydia. Am I? Well, then, I am told — would 
you believe it? — I am told that ray family is illus- 
trious. 

Edmund. Good heavens ! 'tis true ! — I feel it is 
true! Charming Lydia, (kneeling) thus let love 
pay you that homage which the *bliud and malig- 
nant world denies. 

Lydia, Rise, E^und I Birth can, at best, but 
cooler imaginary^ignity : there is no true grandeur, 
but of mind. 

S . Some one ia coming. • 

ty. ay; get you gone. 

. I am all transport! 

Lydia. Hush! Away! 

^mund. My angel f (Kieses her hand.) 

[Exit, hastily. 


Enter Footman, introducing DoRlMoNT. 

Foot. A gentleman to you, madam. 

Lydia. This audden return, air, is kind. 

Dori. I have bethought me. The moment U 
eritioal, and what I have tooommunieate, of impor- 
tance. Are we secure? 


Lydia We are: thisis my ipaitmeutflriNiMp^ 
and bolts the door.) Have you seen the Coont, sir? 

Dori No; but I have written to him anony- 
mously. 

Jyaia. And why lyionymously ! 

•Don*. To rouse his feelings, wound bis vanity, 
and excite his anger. His slumbering faculties 
must be awakenrfl. Is he kind to you 7 

Lydia. No ; yet i believe him to be, generally, 
oenevolent, and of noble heart; though hia habitual 
haughtiness gives him the appearance of qualities 
the very reverse. 

Don. Worthy, kind girl ! You were bom for 
the consolation of a too unfortunate father! 

Lydia. Again you remind me that I have a father. 
Why am 1 not allowed to see him? Why am I 
not sufiered to fly into his arma? 

Dori. He dreada lest his wretched and pitiable 
condition should make you meet him with coldness. 

lydia. Oh ! bow little does he know vyg heart ! 
Yet speak : tell me, what monster was the cause of 
his miserv ? • 


Dori. The monster, pride. 

Lydia. Pride? 

Dori. Your mother's pride, which first l^aii- 
dered his wealths nnd next endangered his life. 

Lydia. How you alarm me ! ^ • 

iiflri. A de»>icable dispute for precedeney was 
the occasion of a duel, in whicir your father killed 
his antagonist, whose enraged family, by suborning 
witnesses, caused him to be convicted of murder; 
obliged him lo fl.> the kingdom; and, with your 
mother, wander under a borrowed name, a fugitive 
inofistant countries. 

Lydia. Heavens! But why leave me ignomqL, 
of my birth ? 

Dori. That, being unfortunate, yon might be 
hnmhic ; that you might not grieve after happiness 
which you seemed destined not to enjoy. 'Twas 
the precaution of a fond father, desirous to nllevi- 
ate, if not to succouf your distress. 

Lydia. Oh ! how I burn to see him. ^Is be not 
in danger? Is his life secure ? • 

Don. He himseir can scarcely aay. His enemies 
have discovered him ; are hot in pnrauit; aiM fer- 
tile in stratagems and suarea. They know that* 
justice is now busied in bis behalf; but jaatioe ia 
slow, and revenge is restlesa. Their activity, I 
bear, is redoubled. 

Lydia. Guard, I conjure you ! guard my father’s 
safety ! Let me fly to aeek him; oouduct me to 
his feet ! 

* Dori. He wished vou first to he informed of bif 
true situation; test, knowing l;iin to be noble, you 
should expect to see him in airUie pomp and afflu- 
ence, instead of meeting a poor, dejected, forlorn 
old man. 

Lydia. His fears are unjust ; ir^rioos to every 
feeling of filial afiectioii and duty, 'ne little I havo, 
I will freely partake with him. My clothes, the 
diamond which my supposed mother left me, what;- 
ever I possess, shall instantly be sold for bra relief: 
my life shall be devqjled to soften his sorrows* 
On ! that I could prove myself worthy hif 

daughter. Oh ! that 1 could pour out idy sdol to 
secure hisafelicity. . 

Dori. Forbear! let me breathe! Affection cannot 
find utterance! Oh! this melting heart! Mj child! 

Lydia. Sir? 

Dori. My Lydia ! 

Lydia. Heavens! 

Dori. My child! my daughter! 

Lydia, (Falling at hie feet.) Gan it be?— M/ 
lather ! Oh, ecstacy ! 

Dori. Rise, my child ! Saffer me to appease my 
melting heart!— Oh! delight of my eyes! Why 
is not your brother like yoa ? 

Lyma. My brother! who? Hare 1 1 brolhetl 

Dori, The Goant is yoor brother. 
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Xyifia. ’Tin too mnoh ! 

Dwi, He in not worthy each a sister. 

Ljfdia. The sister of the Coaot ! 1 ? Ah ! Natore, 
thy mstioRts are fabulous ; for, were they not, his 
heart would have beaten a^ warmly towards ine, 
as mine has done for him. o 

Dori. 1 will make him blush at his arrof|[anGe. 
Yon shall witness his confusion, which shall be 
public, (hat it may be elleotuai . 

Lydia, Would yon have me avoid explanatihn 
with him ? 

Don. Yes, for the present. I mean to a^ him. 
Our meetin;^ will be warm ; but be shall feel the 
authority of a father. 

Lydia. If you be a 8tran(i;er to him, I fear lest — 
Dori. No, no; be knows me, but knows not all 
Ilia obli(|rations to me. I have secretly supplied 
him with money, and (gained him promotion ; which 
he has vainly attributed to his personal^ merits. 
But I must be gone. My burthened heart is eased. 
Once more, dear child or my aHections, be prudent. 
J have iiiiScIi to apprehend ; but, should the present 
moment prove benign, my^uture days will all be 
peace. {Knocking heard at the chamber door.) 

Lydia. {Alarmed.,) Who’s there? 

Sir P, { i^itho d.) *Tis I ! Open the door. 
Lcfdia. I am busy, sir. 

Sir P, Psha! Open the door, I tell you. 

Dori. Who is it? 

Lydia. Sir Paul. 

Don*. And does he take the liberty to come into 
your apartment? 

Lydia. Oh ! sir, he will take any liberty be can. 
Sir P. W hy don’t you open the door ? 
r* Don*. Yon are surrounded by danger and temp- 
tation. 

Lydia. Have no fears for me, sir. 

Sir P. Will you open the door. I say? 

Dori. Let him come in. {Lydia unbolts the 
door.) 

JBnfer Sir Paul Teckham. 

<Sir P.,What is the reason, you dear little bag- 
gage, that you alwa)s shut yourself up so care- 
fauyl 

Lydia. You are one of the reasons, sir. 

Sir P. Psha ! you need not be afraid of me. 
Lydia. I’m not afraid of you, sir. 
sir P. Why, that’s riant. I’m come to talk 
matters over with you. My lady’s out a visiting. 
(Mimicking.) The coast is clear. 1 have secured 
my graceless dog of a son. 1 suspect — 

Lydia. What, sir? 

Sir P. But it won’t do. Mind ! take the him ; 
I’ve beard of an excellent bouse — 

Lydia. Yon are running on, as usual, sir. 

StrP. With a convenient back door. I’ll be- 
speak yon a carriage. Choose your own liveries ; 
keep as many footmen as you please ; indulge in 
everything yifiir heart can wish. Oneras, balls, 
routs, masquerades; Rotten-row or a Sunday; 
town house and country house ! Bath, Bristol, or 
Buxton ! Hot wells, or cold wells ! Onlv — Hem ! 
Eh? 

Sir, I must not hear such ribaldry. 

Sw P. Indeed but you must, iny dear! How 
will you help it? Yon can’t escape me, now; I 
have yon fast. No scapegrace scoundrel of a — 
(Mr, porimont comes forward.) And so— < 

Dori. And so, sir ! 

^irP. Zounds! (Pause.) And so! (Looking 
romtd.) Looked np together ! Yon were bnsy. 

Dori. Well, sir? ^ 

Sir P, Oh ! very, sir. Perhaps you have a bouse 
younelf, sir— 

DerL Sir ? 

SSrP. Vilh a convenient back door ? j 

Dori. So far from offering the lady such an 
imoH, 1 Uhl utmost tempted to chastise that impo- I 
tent effrontery which has been so daring. 


( Sir P. Hem !— You are very civil, sir; and, as 
a return for your compliment, I am ready to do 
myself the pleasure, sir, to w*ait on you down 
stairs. 

Lydia. I’ll spare yon the trouble, ^ir. 

Dori. Though this lady’s residence here will he 
but short, 1 would have you beware, sir, how you 
shock her ears again, with a proposal so vile. 

Sir P. Your caution is kind, sir. 

Dori. I am sorry it is necessary, sir. What! 
The head of a bouae ; the father of a family ! Oh ! 
rfihame! He who, tottering on the brink of tbe 
grave, would gratify appetites wliioli he no longer 
knowfi bv reducing the happy to misery, and the 
innocent to giiilt, deserves to sink into that con- 
tempt and infamy, into which he would' plunge 
unwary aimplioity. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. — An elegant apartment at Count ViUars*. 

Enter Mac Dermot, and Picard with a. letter in 
his hand, meeting. 

Mae D. So, Mr. Picard, what have you got 
illiere ? 

Picard. Von lettre for Monsieur le Comte. 

Mac D. Well, give it me, and go about your 
business, 

Pintrd. No ; I not go abont my bisaness. Mj 
bisaness is to speaka to you. 

Mac D. To me ! And what is it yon want ? 

' Picard. Mon argent; my vage an my congd! 
My dismiss ! 

Mac D. How, man alive ? 

Picard. You are de — de factotum to de Count. 
He suft'are no somebody to speaka to him ; so 1 am 
come speaka to you. 

Afric D. Arrah, now! and are yon crazy? Quit 
the sarvice of a Count ! Y our reason, man ? 

Piemd. My raison is you talka too mosh enough ; 
he no talk at all. I follow him from France; I 
yet live vid him by-and-by four month, he no speaka 
to me four vord. 

Mac D. VVlialthen? 

Picard. Vat den’— Te suis Francois, moi! I 
ave de tongue for a de speaka; 1 inus speaka; 

1 Vila speaka! He not so iiio.sli do mee de faveur 
to scold a me! I ave leave de best roadaiiie in 
Paris for Monsieur le Comte. — Quelle femme ! — 
Her tongue vas nevare still: nevare! Sbe scold 
and she clack, clack, clack, clack, clack, from 
all day an all night* Oh ! it vas delight to hear. 
Mae D. And so you want to be scolded ? 

Picard, Out; I love to be scold, I love to scold; 
to be fall out an to be fall in. C’est man gout. 
De plaisir of my life. Jirai creoer ! If I no speak 
I burst. 

Mae D. And is it you, now, spalpeen! that 
would chatter in the prisence of the Count ? 

Picard. Shatter, sliatter! Ua! Vat you meao 
abetter? 

Mac D, Have not yon roast beef and plnm- 
pudding ? 

Picard. Vat is roas beef, vat is plom-boodin, 
got tarn ! if 1 no speaka ? I ^|ve a de master in 
France dat starva me, dat pa/' me no gage, dat 
leave a me tout en guenilles; all rag an tattare; 
yet i lo,e him better as mosli! Pourguoi? (Affec- 
tionately.) Helas! Fitois son cher ami! His 
dear fren! He talka to me, 1 talka to liim. I 
laugh at his joke, he laugh aussi, an 1 am both 
togeder ao happy as de prince. But, de Count ! 
Oh! he as proud! — Ha!— Comma pa. (JUimicku^.) 

Mac D, Fob ! Now, my ^ood fellow, have 
patience. 

Picard. Patimee! Moif I no patience. If I 
DO speak, I am enrag£. 1 am French ; I am Picard. 
Veo de heart is full, de tongue mus run. I 
give you vtm. Let my muta speak, or I shall 
dismissa my masta ! 
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SCBNB 1.] 

MacD. Here comei the Coant. Stood book 4 
tnon, and hoald yoar toogae. * 

Enter Con NT Conolly Villa rs, foUowed by two 
Footmen in htmdeome liverieet who place them- 
selves in the back ground, Mae Dermot comes 
a tittle forward. 

Count, The more I reflect on my own inf|taation, 
the more I am aatoniabed ! 

Mac D, My lord — 

Count, (Walking about.) A man of my birth! 
My rank! A brewer’a daughter I ^ 

JIfocH. Mylord- 

Count. (Otves hima forbidding look,) The^orld 
containM not a woman so lovely! — Neither do they 
concieaoend to court mv alliance! — I inuMl petition, 
and fawn, and acknowledge the high honour dong. 
No ;*ir 1 do — Yet, ’Us false! 1 ahall — 1 feel I ahul 
be* thus abject. 

Mac D. If— I might be so bould — 

Counlm Well, sir ! . 

Mac D. A letter for your lordship. 

Counl. Oh! What, from ilm ambassador'! * 
Mac D, No, ’faith, my lord. , 

Count. Hal 'J'he Dutchess? • 

Mac D. No, juy lord; nor the Dutches 
neither. 

Count. Who then, sir? 

Mac D, ’Faith, my lord, that is more than I 
can say. But, perhaps, the letter itsilf can tell 
you. ( 

Count. Sir! — Who brought it? 

Picard, I'n pauvre valet lootanian, mee lor. His 
shoe, his stocking, his habit, his chapeau, vas all 
patch an piece. And he vas — 

Mac D, {Aside, interrupting him.) Bo! 

Count. (Throwing down the letter, blowing his 
finyers, and dusting them with his white handker- 
chief.) Foil! Open it, and inform me of the 
contents. 

Mac J), Yes, my lord. 

Picard. His visage, mee lor — 

Count, How now 1 
Picard, Mee lor — 

Mac D, 'Shlood, man ! (Stopping his mouth, and 
pushing him bark.) 

Count, (Makes signs to the footmen, who bring 
an arm-chair forward, and again submissively re- 
tire.) She is ever uppermost! I cannot banish 
her niy tliouglith! Do you hear I Dismiss those— 

( Waving hts hand.) 

Mac 1), Yes, my lord. — Hark you, spalpeens! 

( Waving his hand with the same air as the Count.) 

[ Exeunt Footmen, 

Picard, (Adcanring.) Monsieur le Comte-^ 

Count. (After^a stare.) Again! 

Picard. I ave* von requete to beg — 

Count. Pay that fellow his wages, immediately. 
Mac D. I tould you so. (Pushing him amay.) 
Hush! Silence! 

^ Picard* Silence ! 1 am no English. I hate 

silence. 1 — 

Mac D. Poll ! Boderation ! Be aisy ! — I will 
try now to make your pace. (Pushes Him off, and 
then returns to exartMTing the letter.) 

Count. Insolent menial! Well, sir, the contents? 
Mac V. 'Faith, my lord, 1 am afraid the contenta 
will not plane you ! 

Count. How so, sir? 

Mac D, Why, as for the how so, my lord, if 
your lordship will but be plnaed to rade — 

Count. Didn’t I order you to read ? 

Mac D. To be sure you did, my lord ; but I 
should take it as a virv particular grate favour, if 
that your lordship would but be plased to rade for 
yonrsilf. 

C’oatit. Why, air? 

Mac D, Yoar lordship’s timper is a little warm ; 
>od— 


Cotme. Retd! 

Mac D, Well, if I most I must.— The perton 
who thinks proper ^ at present, to address yotd * — 
Count. Sir! 

Mac i>. My lord! , 

Count, fie pleased fb begin the letter, sir ! 

Mac D. Begin ! Sarra the word of beginning is 
here — before or afler — 

Coawl. Theperdbn?*' 

•Mac D. Yes, my lord. 

Count, Mighty odd! (Throwshimself in the arm- 
chair. ) J^roceed , si r. 

Mac D. (Reads.) '* The person who thinks proper, 
at present, to address you, takes the liberty to inform 
you that your haughtiness, instead of being digniji^, 
is ridiculous — ” 

Couiif. (Starling up.) Sir! 

Mac D. Why now, I tonld yoor lordship— 

Count. ( WaUdng about.) Go on ! 

Mac D. (Reads, with hesitiUing fear.) ** Utile 
— merit — merU — you have — ’ ' 

Coan/. The little merit I have? The little? 
little? (Mac Dermot holds up the letter.) 60 on! 

I Mac D. (Reads.) ** The little merit you have, 
cannot convince the world that your pride — is — 
is not— ‘is not — ” • 

CoKit/. Is not what? w « 

Mae D. (Reads.) ** Inmertineut.** • 

Count. (Striking Mac Dermot. J Rascal ! 

Mac D. Viry well, my lord! (Throwing down 
the letter.) I humbly thank your lordship. By 
Jasus! but ril remimber tbe favour. 

Count. (More coolly.) Read, sir. 

JIte D. To the divle I pitch me, if! do! 

Vount. (Conscious of having done wrong.) Read,^ 
Mac Dermot. 

Mac D. No, my lord; Mac Dermot ia a man! 

An Englishman! Or, an Irishman, by Jasus, which 
is better still ! And, by the holy poker, if bnt 
that }mur lordship was not a lord, now— 
down his sleeves, andmleuching his fist with great 
agony.) 

Count , (Carelessly letting his purse falL) Pick 
up that parse, Mac Dermot. 

Mac D. ’Tis viry well ! — Ob ! — ^Well, well, itell! 

( Lays the purse on the table.) • 

Count, Von may keep it, Mac Dermot. 

Mae D, What! I touch it! No, my lord, don’t 
you think it : I despise your guineas. An Irish* 
roan is not to be paid for a blow ! 

Count. ( With mrreosin^ consciousness of error, 
and struggling wUh his feelings.) — I — I have been 
haiRy— 

Mac D. Well, well!— ’Tis viry well! 

Count. I am— I — I am sorry, Mao Dermot. 

MacD. My lord! 

Count. (Emphatically.) Very sorry— 

MacD. My lord! 

Count. Pray, forget it! (Takinf him by tha 
hand.) I cannot forgive myself. 

Mac D. B^ tbe blessed Mary, then, but 1 can. 
Your lordship is a noble genileman. There ia 
magy an upstart lord liys the courage to strike, 
when they know their poor starving depin^iMe' 
hands are chained to ilieir sides, by writclfbdness 
and oppression ; but few, indeed, bgve tbe coorage 
to own the injury ! 

Count. I will remember, Mac Dermot, that I 
am in your debt. 

MacD. ’Faith, and if yon do, my lord, joor 
mimory will be better than mine. I have lived 
with your lordship some years ; aod, though not 
always a kind, you have always been a ginerooa, 
master. To be sure, I niver before bad the honour 
of a blow from yoor lordship; but, tlieu, I niver 
before had the satiafaction to be quite sure that* 
while you remimbered yonnelf to be a lord, 
yoo had not forgotten poor Mac Dermot wan a 
man. 





IttB SCHOOL FOR ARROGANCE. 


[A«V II. 




CmtiL Well, well! {Atidattuii hit pride r^m'- \ 
f.) He thinkR he has a license, now, to prate. — I 
lere is no teaching servanU *, naj, indeed, there \ 
is Doteachine any one a sense of propriety. 

Mac D. Did yoor lordship spake? {^Bomlftg 

CotmU Give me that letter. And— take the 
money: it is yours. t 

Mac D. Your lordship wifi be placed for to 
pardon me, there. If you think proper, you ma) 
give me twice as much to-morrow ; bat toe divie 
a doit ril touch for to-day ! ^ 

ComU, Wait within call. 

JiticD, (Going,) 1 niver before knew he was 
all together snob a jewel of a master. [Exit. 

Count, ’Tis this infernal letter that caused me 
to betray myself thus, to my servant! And who 
is this insolent, this rash adviser? May I perish 
\{ I do not punish the affront ! Here is no name ! 
A strange hand, too ! (Reads.) ** The friend who 
gwee you this useful lessen, has disguised his hand, 
mAMOwetded his name** — Anonymous coward! — 
nu present iutenlum being to awaken refection, 
astd make you blush at nour own bloated vanity ,** — 
Inb^fOrable ! — “ Or, if not, to jtrepare you for a 
visit from one wha thtnks it his duty to lower your 
nrrtgianee ; and>iwho will undertake the disagreeable 
task this., very day,** — Will he? will he?-'-Mac 
Dermot ! 

Enter Mao Dermot. 

Mac D, My Lord ! 

Count. If any stranger inquire for me, inform me 
instanily. 0 ,^ 

Mae D, Yes, my lord. 

Enter EdMUND. 

. iRdmund. Good-morrow, Count. 

Count. (Slightly bowing, and with vexation to 
Mae Dermot.) Why, were are my fellows?. No- 
bo^ to shew the gentleman np ? 

Edmund. Ob ! yon are too ceremonious by half. 
Count. 

Count. A little ceremony, sir, is the essence of 
good’ breeding. 

Edmund. Psba! 

Count. Psha, sir ! 

^ Edmund. Ceremony, like fringe hiding a heau- 
tiAU face, makes you suspect grace itself of defor- 
mity. 

, Count, Do you bear, Mao Dermot ! 

MocD. My lord! 

Count. See that those rascals are more kt- 
tentive. 

Edmund* Why, what is the matter with you, 
Count? 

Cowti, (Muttering and traversing,) Count! 
Count! 

Edmund. Van seem out of temper. 

Count. Oh dear! No, no!— Upon ray honour, 
do! You totally mistake; I assure you, you mis- 
take, cl’m very glad to see you; I am, indeed! 
him eagerly by the hand.) 

J^dmmd. I’m very glad' yoo are. Though you 
bavemi odd mode of expressing your joy. Dot 
you are bne of the uoaccouDlables. Caat off this 
formality — 

Count. (Aside.) Very fiuel (Biliny his fingers.) 
Formality, sir! 

Edmwud. Giye the heart its genuine flow; 
throw away ooostraint, and don't appear as if 
yftB were always on the tenter-hooks of imaginary 


(ksMt. l\ (Aside.) Thisisd— — d impertinent! 
(Stsitffifiiif to be oner familiar. ) You entirely mia- 
oonemva me; my oharaoter is frank and open. 
Ifp.jDUl has less oonstraiat; 1 even study ta be, 
M H were, mbtaiieons. 

MAmsmd. Qt/ba, ha ! T pereciva you do. ' 


( Count. Really, sir— ( AM.) Does bf mean to 

insult me? 

Edumnil. I thought to have pot ]fOti in t good 
humour. 

*Counf. 1 am in a good humour, |ir ! 1 never 
was in a better hamour, sir !— never, sir ! S’death ! 
A good humour, indeed!— Some little regard to 
propriety., and such manners as good breeding 
prescribes to gentlemen — 

Edmund. Ha, ha, ha! Well, well,' Count, eu- 
deavonr to forget the gentleman, and — 

.• Count. Sir ! No, sir : however you may think 
proper to act, that is a character I shall never 
forget^ 

Edmund, Ni^rer, except at such moments as 
these, I grant. Count. 

Count. By — 

Edmund. Well gulped ! I had a sort of a mes- 
sage ; but I find 1 must take some other opportu** 
n‘^, when you are not quite in so good a humour. 
(Going.) I’ll tell my sister what — 

fouaf, Sir! Your sister! My divine Lucy ! — 
A message! • 

■ Edmund. So, the magic chord is touobed. 

Gount. Dear sir, I — I — I am afraid 1 am warm, 
Yiour sister, yon said — I doubt, 1 — that is — 

Edmund. Well, well ; make no apologies. 

Count. Apologies! No, sir, I didn't mean — that 
is — ves, I— iny Lucy — iny Lucy — What message? 

Edmund. Nay, 1 cannot well siiy myself. You 
?:now the madcap. She bade me tell you, if IJiap- 
pened to see you, that she wanted to give you a 
lecture. 

Count. Indeed! I’m lectured by the whole 
family. (Aside.) On what subject? 

Edmund. Perhaps you’ll take pet again? 

Count. I, sir? Take pet! My sense of propriety, 
sir — 

Edmund. Why, ay, your sense of propriety, 
which, by-the-by, my flippant sister calls your 
pride, is always bn the watch, to catch the moment 
when it becomes you to take oflence. 

Count, You— you are determined I shall not 
want opportunities. 

Edmund, You mistake. Count; I have a friend- 
ship foryou— Whv, what a forbidding stare is that, 
now ! Ay, a friendship for you. 

Count, Sir, I — 1 am not insensible of the ho^ 
noiir — 

Edmund, Yes, yon are. 

Count. { With great condesceftsion.) Sir, you are 
exceedingly mistaken; very exceedingly; indeed 
you are. As I am a man of honour, there is no 
gentleman whom 1 should think it a higher — that 
is — upon my soul — 

Sir P. ( Without.) Is the Count rt home, young 
man? 

Footman. ( Without,) Yes, air. 

Edmund. I bear my father : we have bad a fraoai ; 
I must escape. If you will come and listen to mj 
sinter’s lecture, 80 . Good morrow! ^ [ExilM 

Count, Tia insufferable! Never, sure, dia man 
of my rank run the gauntlet thas ! No respect, no 
distinction of persona ! But w4|i people of tnis oltaa 
’tia ever so : ** Hail, fellow, v^l met!” 

« Enter SiR Paul Peckham. 

Sir P. Ay» ** hail, follow, well met!” eh! you 
jolW dog? (Shating him heartily by the hand.) 

Count, Hem ! Good — good morrow, sir. Here 
is another family lecturer. (Aside.) 

Sir P. Was not that young Mook-modettj that 
brushed by me on the atairs?, 

Coimf. It was your son, air. 

Sir P. ** Good morning, sir!” aaid the acoondrel, 
when he waa out of my reach. D — e ! (feigns to, 
kick) 1 would have shewn him the shortest way to 
the bottom. Well— eh! you Imve elegant apart'i 
meots bare. 



9 


Aior m. Scene 1.] THE SCHOOL TOR ARROGANCE. 


Count. Very indiffeTenl, sir. I i 

Sir P. I ihall remain in town for a fortnight, and | 
am glad yon live bo near. We’U Blorm the tvine- 
oeliar — 1 hear you are no flinoher — eh ! When bIaII 
we hare a set' to, eh ? When ahall we have a rory- 
tory? A oatoh, and a toaat, and a gallon a man? 
Bnt, eh! what’s the matter 1 a’n’tyou well? 

Count. (With tudden affability,) Oh!* yes, Sir 
Paol; exceedingly well, Sir Paul; never better. Sir , 
Paul. I 

Sir P. Why, that’s right. I thoagfat yow { 
been strnek dumb. 

Ctmnt, Oh ! by no means, Sir Paul. I am very | 
happy to flee yon; extremely happy; inixpres- I 
oibly-s 

Sir P<. I knew you would. What say you to my 
JjUOT, eh ? 

* Count. Say ! That she — she is a phucnix. 

Sir P. D— e ! so she is. What is a phoenix? 
CotmL I adore her. 
fi^iVP. That’s right! 

Count, The day that makes her mine will be the 
happiest of my life. * 

Sir P, So it will ; for I’ll make yon as drank aP 
an emperor. Hallo, there! get your master’s hat. 
Come, come ; yon shall dice with me. ( Taking Jum 
hy the arm.) 

Count, Sir? 

Sir P. D— e! I’ll make you drunk to<day? 

Count. D|d you speak to me, sir 7 4 

SH* P.’To you? Why, what the devil! do you 
think I spoke to your footman? (Quitting his 
arm,) 

Count, (Again endeavouring to be affable.) Oh! 
no, Sir Paul ; no, I — pardon me — I — 1 was absent. 

Sir P. Absent!* 1 smell a rat : your dignity took 
miir. 

Count, No, Sir Paul ; ^ no means. No, I — that 
is — I will acknowledge, I am not very much ac- 
customed to such familiarities. 

Sir P, Are you not? Tben yon soon mast be. 
Couni, Sir? 

Sir P, Aj, sir ; a few lessons from me will care 
yon. 

Count, Sir, I — 

Sir P, I am the man to make yon throw olT. I’ll 
teach you to kick yonr stateliness down stairs, and 
toss your pride, as I do nijr wig, behind the fire. 
Count, Good breeding, sir — 

Sir P, Good breeding, sir, is a blockhead, sir. 
None of your formal Don Glums; none of your 
grand pas for me. A friend, good fellowship, and 
t’other bottle : that’s my motto. 

Count, People of in^' rank distinguish — 

Sir P. D — distinctions ! 

Count, They*make it a condition, sir — 

Sir P, Ind^ ! Look you, my dear Count, either 
unbridle, or vou and I are twcu You tell me you 
love my daugnter : she is the finest girl in England ; 
and I believe the slut has taken a fancy to you. 
The match pleases me, because it displeases mv 
wife ; and, except when you are riding your high 
horse. I like you, Count. Dismount, and it’s a 
match ; if not, tuni^e peg, and prance; I’m your 
humble. 

Cottuf. (Astde,) I’ll not endure it : racks shall 
not make me bend to this. 

Sir P, Lucy is a wench after my own heart. No 
piping, no pining, no sobbing for her. 1 have a 
line fmiow in my eye — 

Count, (Alanned.) Sir? 

Sir P, None of yonr Sir Ramrod Grumble- 
ginsards. 

Count. By heavens! I would out the villain’s 
throat who should dare impede my happiness. 

Sir P. Why, ay, d— e ! now you talk. 

Count. The loss of my Lucy would render me 
the most wretched of beings. 


Enter Mao Hermot icith the Count’e hot. 

Sir P. To be sure. (Tofcinp the Couiil hy 
arm.) Come, come. (Claps the Counfs hat on hie 
hefid,) Bsoner is wytiug: I smell the baanoh; it 
pgrfumes the whole street. Come along. I bate the 
shackles of ceremony. A smoking table, atad a re- 

? leni8bed sideboArd, soon put all men on mtevdl. 

'our liuDury and thirsty souls for me! He thiA 
Inters my noose, always deposits his grandeur, if 
he have any, st the door. ( Sings,) ** This brown jug, 
my deer Tom, which now foams with mild ale.” 
Mae D, Well said, old Toby ! Ob ! 

[The Count makes discoite^ttd atternyU to 
preserve his stateliness, wishing to 6e/asu<- 
liar, but seareehf knowing how to behave; 
Mac Dermot enjoying the Counfs embar- 
rassment — Exeunt* 


ACT HI. ^ 

Scene I,— The Drawing-room of Sir PasdPed^m, 
elegantly furnished, but hung all round with pirns, 
chsefly caricatures* 

Edmund and Lydia J^covered. 

Edmund, 1 shall never recover Oom my sarm’l*^ 
Lydia. Hush! 

AUmund. The Count year brbtber? My sister, 
my family, must be informed. 

Lydia. Noton year life, Edmund. So implacable 
are his enemies, that my father informs me an 
exempt, bribed by them, has followed him to 
Eiwfknd. 

Edmund. Tmpotent malice! The laws will her^ 
protect him. 

Lydia. Ob! who can say? The wicked oonniag 
of such life-hunters is dreadful. I insist, therefore, 

’ upon your promise. 

Edmund. My angel! fear nothing. (JCisrii^ her 
hand.) e 

Enter LucY, unperceived. ^ 

Lucy. (Placing herself beside Edmutld.) Tarn 
about. ’Hon me, (Hfddmg out her hand.) • 
Edmund, Oh ! sister, I am the happiest of men. ^ 
Lucy. And you appear to he very bosy, too, * 
with your happiness. 

Edmund, Did you bnt know — 

Lucy, Oh ! I know a great deal more limn yen 
suspect ; not but you seem to he taking measnres 
to inform the whole bonse. 

Edmund, Of what? 

Lucy, (Placing herself between them,) That yon 
two are never easy aparL 
Edmund, Sister, 1 — 1 mast insist that you speak 
of this la^ wiUi — with every respect. 

Lucy, Brother! 

Lydia. Edmond! • 

Edmund, Sister, I don’t nnderstand. Are you 
narrow-minded euou{p;h to suppose this yonng lady 
unworthy the band 

Lucy, Of my brother? No; to call my Lydia 
sisfer ( taking her hand) is one of the things on ear th 
1 most fervently wish. . 

Jf^dia, Mv generoiA friend? • 

Edmund, My charming girl ! * 

Lucy. Bnt, then — 

Edmund, There are now no huts: it will be an 
honour. I say, sister, you — ^yon don’t know — in 
short, I must very eanieslly solicit yon to treat 
Miss Lydia with all possible delioaoy. I — ^I — I 
cannot tell you more st present; but! onoe again 
request, I conjure, — nay, I— 

Lydia. Hem! 

Lucy. Hem! Humph! 

Edmund. You — ^you nnderstand me, sister. 

[JSnL 

Lucy. Indeed. I don’t. There now goes one of 
• 156 
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^ovr lofd Md muten. Take oare of bim: be*!! 
make an excellent |prand Tork. <* Treat Miss Lydia, 
I say, with all poaaible delicacy/’ (ImUating.) And 
have I, Lydia, have I shewo a want of deuoaoy to 
my friend I c 

^ L^dia, Ob ! no; my heart throbs with an oppreii- 
aive sense of your generous, yo^r affectionate at- 
tention to me. 

Lucy* Oppressive! Well, this is the proodesl 
world— 

Xydui Nay, I didn^t mean — 

Lney* Oh 1 no matter. < 

Xmua. Have you had any conversation with the 
Couht? 

Lucy, No; there has been no opportunity yet 
to-day. I am really afraid his pride is quite as ab- 
Burd as that of my good mamma. 

Lydia, And your affection begins to cool. 

Xsfcy. Hum f I — I can’t say that. Heigho ! He 
lias his fUuIts. 

ItJiope be has his virtuea, too. 

, So do J. But hew to core those faultsl 
. If incurable, ’twould break my heart. 

lattv. Your ardour surprises me. But, hush ! 


Enter CKliNT Ck)NOLLY Villars. 

Count, (JSomtnp.) I was afraid, madam, ‘love 
ilrould not have found so much as a moment to 
speak its anxieties; nay, even now — {Looking 
MawktUy towards Lydia.) 

Mjydia, Sir, I — 1 am sensible of my own unwor- 
thiness. [J^xcY. 

Lucy, That lady, sir, la my friend. 

Cottfil. Madam I 

Lucy. Why are you snrprisedl 

Cbanf. Madam I No, no; notsuimised — there is 
li maxim, indeed, which says, * 'Friendship can 
only subsist between equals.’^ 

JMcy, But where is Uie jnfi||iority ? 

Count. Madam? 

Lucy, Yon are above the poor, the pitiful idea, 
that wealth confers any claims? 

Count, Perhaps it does not, madam. But beauty, 
understanding, wit — in short, the mind confers ten 
thousand; and in these 1 never beheld jour peer. 

Lucy, Very prettily spoken, indeed 1 And I am 
almost persuaded thatyon love me very dearly. 

Count. Madam, I adore you. 

Lucy, Yes, you are continually thinking of my 
good qualities. 

Count, Eternally, madam; I think of nothing 
else. 

Imcy, True; yon never remember your own. 

Count, Were I totally insensible of my own, 
madam, I should be unworthy of yon. 

^ Lucy, Yon admire roe even in my representa- 
tives, my relwkions, and friends. Affable to all, 
good-humoured to all, attentive to all, your polite- 
ness, ease, and urbanity, extend to every person 
for whqm you think my heart is any way interested. 
Your passions are all subservient to love. 

Count, Yes, madam; sobservient is the v^ry 
wotc^'.b^ are all subservient to love. 

Lucy, <Vou never recollect- the dignity of your 
descent, nor accuse mine of meanness.^ You have 
too much understanding to plume your thoughts 
with tnrgid arrogance j or to presume on the ima* 
ginary merit of an accident, which none but igno- 
rwee, prqodioe, and folly, are so besotted as to 
attribute to themselves. 

.-Vouni, Mankind have agreed, madam, to honour 
the descendants of the wise and the brave. 

Lney, They have so; but you have too much 
native merit to arrogsrte to yourself the worth of 
others. Yoo are no jay, decked in the peacock’s 
fe&t^rs ; you are not idiot enough to imagine that 
ft of pmebmont, on which are emblaaoned the 


alms and acts of one wise man, with a long list of 
Bucceeding fools, is any honour to»yoo. Rmponai- 
ble to mankind for the use or the abuse or such 
talents as you feel yourself endowed with, you 
think only of how you «may deserve greatly ; and 
disdain to be that secondary thing, that insignifi- 
cant cipher, whioh is worthless, except from situ- 
ation. 

Count, The feelings of injured honour, madam, 
perhaps, may be too irritable : they shrink frosq 
insolt, and [mom at contamination, lethononrls 
the source or a thousand virtues; the parent of ten 
thousand glorious deeds. Honour is geuerous, 
sincere'', and mqgnaninioos ; the protector of inno- 
cence, the assertor of right, the avenger of virroDg. 
Yes; honour is the patron of arts, the promoter of 
science, the bulwara of government, tne defender 
of kings, and the savioor of nations: indulge me; 
then, in cherishing a sentiment so noble. 

Lucy, Indulge! Appland, yon mean, l^ononr 
with yon never degenerates into ostentation; is 
nev\}r presumptuous;- is no boaster: is eager to 
earn, but scorns to extort pre-eminence. Your 
iionqpr is not that abject, inflated phantom which 
usurps contested clsiins, exacts submission which 
it does not merit, offends, irritates, and incites dis- 
gust, nay, tarnishes even virtue itself. You do not, 
under the word honour, seek a miserable oobweb 
covering for exorbitant pride, 
a Count. Madam, accusation so pointed, so— 

Lucy. Nay, now, have noil been reading your 
panegyric ? 

Enter a Footman, 

Foot, My lady desires you will come to her im- 
mediately, madam. 

Lucy, Very well. [Exit Fool.] I am a tbouglit- 
less, flighty girl. V7hat I say can have but little 
meaning ; else, indeed, I would have veutured to 
have given you a word of advice. But — 'tis no 
matter. 

Count. Madam, you have stnng me to the soul. 
If I be, indeed, what you describe, ’twere time I 
should reform. 

Lucy, 1 most begone, 1 liave, I own, been 
wildly picturing something to myself, whioh 1 
greatly fear I could not love. [Fxif. 

Count. And is it my likeness? Snrely, it cannot 
be! Could not love? Excruciating thought! 

[Exit. 

Enter EdMDND, hastily, and Lydia, / rom an immt 
chamber, meeting. 


Edmund, Where is the Count? 

^dia. This moment gone — 

Edmund, Which way! 

^dia. Through that door. 

Edmund, {Running, stous at the door.) Ah ! 'tis 
too late ; the footman is telling him. 

^dia. Why are yon so mnoh alarmed ? 

Edmund, The clouds are collected, and the stoim 
is coming. 

^dia. What do yon mean? 

Edmund. Lady Feckham lliv. watched her op- 
portunity : Sir Paul has dropped asleep in his arm 
chair ; spe has ordered your sister to her apartment, 
and has sent to the Count to come and speak with 
her; that is, to come and be insulted, here in the 
drawing-room. 

^dia. What can be done? 

Edmund* I know not. I dread her intolerable 
toi^ne. 

Lydia, Perhaps, were yon io retire, and, when 
they grow warm, to interrupt them at the proper 
moment, the presence of a third person might be 
some restraint on the workings of pride; of the 
violent ebolUUons of whioh 1 am in great appre- 
hension. 
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Edmunds Ht4 1 batmettlieCoDatbeforoheliaf| 
received tbe meeivige— 

Lydia, Here oomee Ladjr Peokham. Besonel 

[Erie Edmuad. 

Enter LADf Pr.CKH AM, followed by a Footman, 

Foot, I have delivered jroor ladyship’s message, 
and the Count is coining. 

P, Wery veil. Go yon about your busi- 
ness, feller. [E«<< Eoo/mOh.] Vour company is noU 
vanted, miss. [ihrir Lydiaf^ 

Enter CooNT Conolly Villa rs, bowing. 

So, sir, they tells me, sir, that you and my dpolish 
hushaiid are colloguing together, fdir to marry my 
da^bftr: is this true, sir? 

(Jywnt, {WUk polite haughtiness,) If it were, 
madam — 

Lady P, Do you know who Miss Looey Peck- 
barn is, sir? 

Count, Not very weB, madam. 

Lady P, Sir? , 

Count, Escept that she is«yonr daughter. 

Lady P, And do you know who I am, sir? 

Count. 1 have been told, madam — * 

Lady P, Told, sir, told! Vliat have you been 
told? vhat have you been told, sir? 

Count, That vour ladyship was an honest wax- 
chandler’s daughter. 

Lady P, Yea, sir; the debbidy of his vard, sir. 

A common-councilman, and city sword-bearer. HacB 
an alderniand’s gownd von year, vus chosen sheriff 
the next, and died a lord-mayor elect. And do you 
know, air, that I designs Sir Samooel Sheepy, an 
English knight and barrowknight, for the spouse of 
my daughter? A gentleman that is a gentleman : a 
person of honour and purtensions, and not a papish 
jeanbite. 

Count. Of his honours and pretensiqns I am yet 
to be informed, madam. 

Lady P, Vhat, sir! do you mean for to sajr, air, 
or to insinivate, air, that Sir Samool Sheepy is not 
your betters? 

Coimf. If Sir Samuel himself, madam, bad put 
such a question to me, 1 would have replied with 
my sword ; or, more properly, with my cane. 

Lady P. Cane! Wery veil, air; I’ll let Sir 
Samooel know that you threatens to cane him. I’ll 
take care to report you. Cane, quotha ! He shall 
talk to you. 

Counl. Let him, madam. 

^ Lady P, Madam, madam! at every vord. Pray, 
sir, do you know that Sir Paul Peckham has had 
the honour to be knighted by the king's own hand? 
Cotmr. I have heard as much, madam. 

Lady P, Madam, indeed! And for you for to 
think mr to look up to my daughter. 
jCount, Up,* madam! 

Lady P. Yes, sir; up, sir. Pray, sir, vhat ore 
your purtensions? 

Coim^. ( With great aj^ifafton.'^ Madam? 

Lady P', Who are you, sir? Vbere do you come 
from? Who knows you? Vhat parish do you be- 
long to? 

Count. Madam, I am of a family known to his- 
tory, known to Europe, known to the whole uni- 
verse. • 

Lady P. Ah ! I believes you are better known 
itnr trusted. 

Count. The names of Conolly and Villars, ma- 
dam, never before were so degraded as they have 
been in my person. 

Lady P. Oh! I makes no doubt but you are a 
parson that vonld degurade any name. 

Count. Insult like what 1 nave received from 
you, madam, no man that breathes should utter, 
and escape death ; but you are — 
t^yP, Vhata sir? Vhat am I, sir? 


Cowtf. A womool 

Lady P. A voman, indeedl Sir, I voold' ImTS 
yon to know, sir, os bow I am a lady. A fir, 
of his majesty’s own making. And moreover, air/ 
don’t yon go for to flatter yourself that I ahall 
beftow tbe band and fortin of Miss Loooy Peokhnm 
opon any needy, ontlandish Count Somebody* 
nobody. My daughter, sir, is for yoor betters. 

Count, Madam, ^ongb scurrU — {RseoUetthu 
Emself.) — I say, madam, thongh aneh voV— euOT 
accusations are beneath all answer, yet I mast tell 

f on that, by marrying yonr daughter — if after thu 
should sink myself so low — 1 say, my marrying 
your daughter, madam, I should confer an honeor 
on your family, as much superior to its expecta- 
tions, as the splendour of the glorions son is to the 
twinkling of tiie worthless glow-worm. 

Lady P. Vhat, vhat! 

Enter Edmund. 

Marry oome np! An Irish-French former !* Not so 
good as von of oar parish porpers. And*yoa— you 
portend to compare yourself to the united hoasee 
of the Peckhams and the Pringles ! Your family, 
indeed! Yourn! Vhere’s yonrsetUemenU Y^uru? 
Vusn’t my grea^ uncle, Mr. Fster Tringle, the 
cheesemonger of Cateaton -street, m major uxthe 
train4)ands before yoo vas boro or thought off 
Edmund, {Aside, ) So, so! I’m foo late. — (Aioiid.) 
Let me entreat yonr ladyship — 

Lady P. Vhat ! hasn’t 1 an ownd sister at this 
day married to Mr. Polsdore Spragges, the tip- 
toppest hot-presser in all Crntched Friara? lan’t 
my^fnaiden aont. Miss Angelica Pringle, vorth 
thirty thousand pounds, in tbe Sooth Sea fonds^^ 
every day she rises ? And doesn’t I myself go to 
bed, and get np, the greatest lady in this here city? 
And for to portend for to talk to me of bis famUjI 
hisn ! 

Edmund, ( With warmth.) I must tell vou, my 
lady, you strangelyoforget yourself, and expoio 
yonr family to ridicule. 

Lady P. Yon must tell me, Vir! VbjC eir, bow 
dare you have tbe temeracity for to come for to go 
for to dare for to tell me ! Here’s fine doings ! 
beimecked by my own chicken ! * 

Edmund. Tbe Count, madam, it a man of the 

first distinction in his native oonntry ! 

Lady P. Vhat coontry ia that, air ? Whoever 
heard of any country hot England 7 A Coont 
among beggars ! How much ii his Conntahip 
vorth ? 

yjount, I bad determined to be silent, modnm ; 
bat 1 find it is impossible.-^ IVttfi warnUh.) And, 

I most inform yon, my family is aa aneieot, as eoK- 
alted, and as renowned, as yon have proved ywura 
to be — what I shall not repeat. That 1 am tbe 
heir to more rich acres than I believe yonr lodj- 
ship ever rode over ; that my fathik^s vaasale are 
more numerona than your lodysbip’s vaunted' 


are daily fed — {Stops short, and betrays < 
ousness of inaduert^ falsehood, but sudif 
tinues withe inereasing vehemeHee)r-Ye§, aadaiUt 
are daily fed, — now, at this moment, madam, movo 
faithful adherents, with their menials and ftdlowura,. 
than all your bomted wealth could, for a ain^e 
year, supply ! 

Edmund. Are? At this moment, aay jon^Coual? 

Count, Sir, I — I have said. 

Edmund, I know you to be a man of honoor, and 
that yon cannot say what la not. 

Count. I— I — ^1 have aajd, air. (Walks abamit 
greatly amtated.) 

Lady P. You have aaid move in aminate, «Br 
you can prove in ayeav. 



n 


■ THB SCHOOL FOR ARRObANCB. 


tAot|V. 


(With warmih.f Madam, I will pledge 
my life tar the Coont’e veracitj. 

Lady P. Yoa pledge ! Vhat do joo know aboot 
tbe matter? I pledge that he has been telling a pack 
of the moat monstrona — • * 

Edmaid* Forbear, madanM Snch insnlt is too 
gross to be endured, alnufst, from an angry wo- 
man^^Dear Count,— , ' 

LadyP^ Vomeu again ! Werj fine ! werj prettjJL 
Vomao, quotha ! To be called a roman bj m j own 
witals ! 

Cotffir. (Aside.) What hare I done?-^1Ftlk 
o^onp.) A lie! 

Laify P. As for rou, sir, 1 doesn’t believe von 
rord von say ! I knows tbe tricks of such sham 
ahevBleers as yon too veil ! 

Count. ( WalkiM away from her.) Torture ! 

Lady P. But ill take care to have yon prog- 
nosticated. 

Countf.. (Aside.) D — n! 

Mjody P, 1*11 have you karakatoored in your 
troo oolotfi'a; I’ll have your painted in your fa- 
ther’s hall ; you and your vooden shoe shrng-and- 
snnffle seare'-sorows ! I’ll depicter you! Ill not 
forgdf ' your wassals ! 

Count. (Aside.y I can support it no longer. — 
{Qoirtg.) ^ 

Edmund, (Caidyss him hy the hand.) My dear 
Count, — 

Count. Sir, I am a dishonoured villain ! [Exit. 

Ladtf P. There, there ! He tells you himself he 
is a wiHin ! His conscience flies in his face, and 
he owns it! 

Edmund. (With great ardour and feeUng.)^a~ 
<^.am, be is a noble-hearted gentleman. His ago- 
nizing mind deems it villany to sufler insult so 
gross. Sorry am I, madam, to be obliged to tell 
yon that, humble though your family is, the dis- 
grace with which you nave loaded it is indelible : 
with anguish of heart, yon force me to reptfat, I 
blush while I listen to you. ^ 

La^ P« , Vhy, who ever heard the like of this 
here, now? Here’s a prodigal sou! here’s a rege- 
nerate reprobate ! here’s a graceless gog-magog ! 
to portend as how he’s ashamed of me ! Me ! a 
’ pnrson of my carriage, connexions, and breeding. 
1 ! whose wery entrance, of a ball-night, puts 
Haberdashers’-hall all in a combustion ! 

Ee-enter Count Conolly Villars, greatly 


feeing the Count.) Marry my daughter, indeed! 
Faugh ! [Exit. 

Count. Into wtet has my impetuous anger hur- 
ried me? Gni^ 'of falsehood! 1! To recede is 
impossible. what, stand detected before this 
city madam! whose tongue, itching with the very 
scrofula of pritfh, would iterate liar In my ear! N 05 
falsehood itself is not so foul. Mao Dermot ! 

. Enter Mag Dermot. 

JIfacD. My lord? « * 

CeneaL Mac Dermot, I— yon — yon have heard 
of the ante which, formerly,Vmy father held; of 
his household grandeur, of the hinds aAd servants 
whom he daily fed, and the train by which he was 
attend|d« 

Mae D. To be sure I have, my lord. Here, 
dukes and your peers know nothing at all of 
abroad, some hundreds starve, that one may 
A but, in England, they have learnt the trick of 
T ating for himsi^*. 

» Psha ! Listen : the — the misfortunes that 
sinoe Imve befallen us, are little known in this 
country. 

Mae To be sure they are not, my lord. 

Count, Nor-«-oor— hem ! nor would 1 have them 


|r>a— hem! Do pou noderstaud me, Mao Der- 
mot? • 

MiicD. Mylord? 

Count. I — I would not be exposed to tbe inso- 
lent taunts of upstart wealth. * 

MaeD. ’Faith ! then, my lord, you must not live 
in this city. 

Could.' Nay, but — attend to me — I — I would — I 
would have them think — 

Mae D. What, my lord? 

Count. ( Walking backwards and forwards.) Mao 
Dermot, there are situations — I say, it may, some- 
times, be wise, at least, prudent, and— and exons- 
able-^ave not yon remarked, Mao Dermot, that 
Lydia— 

MaeD, Oh! to be sure, I have remarkra, my 
lord, that she is a sweet crater, that Miss Uddy. 

Count. Nay, but her influence in the family — 

Mac D. Oh ! yes, my lord. 

Count. Now, if— if— suppose yon were«^o take 
— an op|mrtunity — Is she prbud? 

Mac D. Mild as mother’s milk, my lord. 

Count. If she were pbrsuaded — I say — our family 
^■ii 8 ][ortnnes — that is — no, no ; the family magnifi- 
cence— Do yon comprehend me? 

Mac D. My Jordi 

Count. Psba! D — n! [Exit. 

Mac D. (Stands some time amazed.) Why, now, 
am 1 Mao Dermot, or am I not? The diyil ! He 
would have me take an opportunity with Miss 
Liddy ! ’Faith I and I would very willingly do that. 
And persuade her — Oh! honey, but she is not so 
asy to be persuaded. To be sure lie must mane 
something. Oh! honamon dioul! but 1 have it! 
Ahoo! What a thiokskull have I been all this 
while ! He is a little bit ashanvsd to be tbonght 
poor among this tribe of Balifarnians, who have 
nothing but their dirty guineas to boast of. And so 
be would have me persuade— Ob, ho ! let me alone. 
There she goes: I will be after — Boh! flustration! 
there is that Mr. Edmund, now, close at her heels. 
Tbe young royster is always getting the sweet 
cratequp in a corner. Take an opportunity ! Sarra, 
the opportunity there is for me to take ! [Exit. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — An Apartment at Count Villars's, 
Dorimont and Mac Dermot discovered. 

Dori, Pray, sir, is tbe Count within? 

MacD. The Count, sir? And pray, why may 
yon ask ? 

Dori. I want to speak with him, sir. 

Mac D. Spake ! Oh ! the Count is not so asy 
to be spoken with. Plase to delivefyour message 
to me. 

Dori. Inform him I am come for on answer to 
my letter. 

MacD. Letter, sir! What, the letter brought 
by a shabby footman? 

Dori. Ay, ay ; has be read it? 

MacD, Read it! ’Faith! and it baa been very 
well read. But, pray, sir.^vw, are yon the 
writer? 

Dori. I am. * 

Mac if. Then take my advice : make yonr escape. 
Tis very well for you my master is not at home. 

Dori. Why so? 

Mac D. Why so, man alive ! Have yon a mind 
to be murdered? 

' Dori. Fear nothing. (Knocking heard.) 

Mae D. By the holy phial, but there he is ! Why, 
will yon begone now? 

Dori, No, I will not. 

Mac D. Morey upon my sonl ! For tbe Lord’s 
sake, sir — Why, sir, I tell yon be’M have your 
blood. And won’t yon begone now? $ 



Scans 1.] 

jDoHt NOf sir* 

Mac D, Lord {uop! whoi ^ill I do? 
comes into ibis room, here will be murder. 
JDort. Go ; tell him I am waiting for him. 
Mac D. tell him! I warn 


jrou to begone. 

Renumber, T wash mjr hands of yoar blood. Make 
off; make off, I tell yoo, while I go and keep him 
to his own apartment. . 

Don’. (To a Footman crossing.) Hark von, young 
man : tell the Count, yonr master, that the stranger 4; 
who wrote the anonymous letter to him is here,^ 
waitihg for an answer. * 

Foot. Yes, sir. [Exit. 

Dari. The fears of the servant strongly jpeak 
the anger of the master: but that wa^what 1 partly 
feared, tnd partly wish. 

Count, (ivithmt.) Where is the rash, the an* 
dacioQs — 

Eater Count Conolly Villars. 

the insolSnt wretch, whs — My father! (Aside.) 

Dori. 1 scarcely could have expected so kind,a 
welcome, sir: 'tis exemplary ^ 

Count. Passion, sir, is sometimes guilty of im-^ 
proprieties. Pray, pardon me. 
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Sir P. Witkoui.) yon, I know Jie if ti 
If he^l home. 

Mac D. ( Withoui.) Upon sonl. Sir Pfnl— • 

SirP, ( Without . ) Zounds ! Why, I saw him from 
my own window. 

Qount. Here is Sir Paul ! Yon know not, sir, bow 
much is at stake. I have not time to tell yon now ; 
bnt let my intreaties — 

Dori. Oh! bow li*omble are the proud! Bnt, 
rdhiember, I consent only on condition that yon 
restrain your arrogance. If, while I am present, 
any symptom — (Retires bach.) 


Enter Mac Dermot, behind. 

Count. I imagined — (seeing Mac Dermot) — How 
now, sir! Begone! 

Dori. Why so ! Let him stay. 

Count. Begone! or — 

Dori. Stay, 1 say. 

Count. And, do yon hear? I am not at home. 

Mac D. (Aside.) Oh lord, oh lord! here will be 
murder. [Exit. 

Dori. What shotHd that mean, sir? 

Count. Sir, there are reasons — 1 ought not to 
expose my father’s safety. 

Dori. Rather own, you ought not to blush at 
your father’s poverty. Is this my receptio'n? This 
the warm welcome of a duteous son? 

Count. ’Tis so sudden : yet my heart feels an af- 
fection — 

Dori. Which is stifled by your vanity. Your 
father is contemned, because he is unfortunate. 

Count. No, sir; I do not merit a reproach so 
crael. Contemn my father! You know roe not. 
Tell me, which way can 1 prove iny respect and 
love? 

Dori. By openly acknowledging me : not by con- 
cealment; not by disavowing me in the day of my 
distress. 

Count. Think, sir, of your own safety. 

Dori. What danger is there with perale of ho- 
nour? Present me to the family of Sir Paul. 

Count. Impossible, sir. 

Dori. Impossible! 

Count. Let me conjure you dot to be too preci- 
pitate. You know not the vulgar pomp of newly- 
made gefltr^; whose suffocating pride treats in- 
digent merit, nay, birth itself, with the most 
imperious disdain. 

Dori. Talk not oMJ^eir pride, but of ^ur own. 
You complain of dTners* haughtiness ! You! In 
whom the vice is so intolerable, that you willingly 
would disown your father. * 

Count. Sir, you wrong me. 

Dori. But, determinM to be known for what I 
am, since you refuse, I’ll introduce myself. 

Count. For heaven's sake, sir! 1 entreat — I 
supplicate — on my knees, 1 conjure you to for- 


tbis she 


Enter SIR Paul Peckham. 

Sir P. Sblood ! I knew yon were at home. Bnt to 
instruct servants how to lie with the most cool, 
composed, and barefaced impudence, is one branch 
of modern education. 

Count. I am sorry, 'Sir Paul — - 

Sir P. Psba! D — apologies! I have good 
news for you. * 

Count. Sir? ^ 

Sir P. I do believe (God forgive mmjjudini my 


wife is growing reasonable. ^ 

Count. Does sh^ consent? « 

i to aa{?ner 


pardoQ. 


Dori. Yes; pride, kneeling, oonjurM a father in 
poverty to suffer himself to be disclaimed. Your 
mother’s pride was my house’s downfall ^ 
has bequeathed to yon. 

Coimf. Sir— 


Sir P. Yes ; to permit you t 
CounC. Sir? Ask pardon? 

Dori. Yes, sir ; ask pardon. * 

Sir P. Hem! Zounus! Again! Why, what the 
li plague can he do here? (Asme.) 

Dori. Your servant, sir. 

Sir P. Sir, your very bumble. 

Cghnt. (Aside.) What can this mean? 

Dori. You*seem surprised, sir. 

Sir P. Yes; you have a trick of taking people 
by surprise. 

Count. {Aside.) Does he know him? 

* Sir P. Odd enough! (Aside.) Who is this queer 
old fe\|ow ? 

Count. All is safe. i( Aside.) Sir, the — the gen- 
tleman — (To Sir P.) What sluill I say? (Aside.) 
A gentleman, sir, who — ( 7'o Sir P.) • 

Sir P. A gentleman! 

Count. Yes — that is — * 

Sir P. What, some poor relation, I suppose? 
Count. Yes, sir; a relation. The — the family 
estates have been under his management. 

Sir P. Oh ! your steward? 

Count. No, not absolutelj my-' 

Sir P. What, your land-bailifl^ 

Count. No, sir; no — that is — / 

Hr P. Does not seem to baM 
by his office. A little weather-1} 

Count. He is a man of the str^fj 
Sir P. Nay, his appearance ik 
honesty. 

Dori. (Aside.) I can perceive he is practising 
deceit. Oh, vanity ! But I will rest Alin my anger. 
The moment of open punishment is not yet come. 

Count. (To his father.) Let me request you, sir^ 
not to reveal yourself. * 

Dori. W ell, air. 

ComU. (To Sir P.) Hia economy and gOf^ii|^« 
nagement are equal tujhis fidelity. 

SirP. Cogfounded odd, all this, tkough. ( Aside.^ 
Well, Count, I have exerted my whole authority 
with Lady Peckham ; and her son Edmond, wha 
has more inflnence over her than anybody elae, ia 
your friend. So, be wary; do your duty, and the 
day is your own. 

Uoiml. My duty, air! 

Don. Yes, air; your duty, sir. 

Sir P. A d — d strange rellow! (Aside.) Is it 
not your duty, Count, to serve yourself? 

Dori. And would yon ooutend about a word? 

Sir P. Very true, sir: you seem s — a pUdu 
spoktu— a^lm! 



steward — 
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Dori. Yes ; I think it wtf duty to tell rice and 
toWj the truth. 

Sir P, Hem! Yon hear. Count? 

Dori. His punctilious pride is contemptible. 
Count. Sir? 

Dori. And, sir ! I repeat : *do jour duty, sir.' 
Sir P. The most unaccountable — Hem !( Asicfti.) 
Count. (Aside,) I am on the, rack: he will be- 
tray himseir. * 

Sir P. ( To the Count.) The old gentleman does 
not mince matters. 

Count. (Aside to his father.) Yon will ruin me. 
DorL Do as be requires, or I will fe*^gn no 
longer. 

Sir P. Ladj Peckbam is expecting jon. Come, 
oome; try whether you cannot put on a winning, 
submissive air. 

Coutd. I shall burst. (Aside.) 

Dori. Submissive, sir I Remember. 

Count. I shall not forget, sir. 

Sir P. You approve my advice, don’t you, sir? 
Dori. V'Otirely. The lesson you gave him, sir, is 
a useful and a necessary one.' I know him. 

Count. Fiends! (Aside.) 

Si/r P. What, sir — you — have lived long in the 
family? 

Dori. Sir? ^ 

Sir P. Nay, don’t be aftronted* , 

Count."* (To Sir P.) Let us begone, sir. 1 am 
ready to attend you. 

Sir P. (Aside.) The bluntest, drollest — 

Count. We are losing time, sir. 

Sir P. W’ell, well ; in a moment. — Pray, under 
favour, what may be the amount of the (^quiit’s 
rent-roll? (To Dori.) 

Don*. Sir! His rent-roll, sir? 

Sir P. Ay, his rent-roll : the nett produce of bis 
estates. 

Dori. Why that question to me, sir? 

Count. For heaven’s sake, Sir Paul, let us go. 
Sir P. ’Sblood! What a \iolent hurry yoh’re in 
all of a sudden. 

Count.' (Endeavouring to force Sir P. away.) 
Lady Peckham is waiting, sir ; I beg, 1 entreat — 
Srr P. (Aside.) The mystery thickens! 

^ Dori. Pray, sir, has the Count — 

Count. (Interrupting.) For the love of mercy, 
sir, answer no questions; bear none, ask none. 
I am frantic. 

Dori. Silence, sir! (To the Count.') Has the 
Count ever talked of his estates? (To Sir P.) 

Sir P. Oh! yes. 

Count. (Aside.) D — n! ^ 

Dori. And told you the amount? 

Sir P, No, no; but, as you — 

Count. I must insist, sir, on going. (To Sir P.) 
Dori. I’m not prepared, sir, just now to answer 
your question or the rent-roll. 1 have business, 
and must leaas you; but I will shortly give you 
the information you require. In the meantime, 
young gentleman, think on what has passed : ob- 
serve, sir Paul’s advice, and act as becomes you. 
Put off your vanity : be humble, and know yourself. 

lExit. 

T7d9KV (Aside.) Thank heaven be is gone! 

Sir P. Yoor steward is ai^ndd one. 

Count. Sir, 1^—1 tell you he is not nfy steward. 
Sir P. No? 

Count. No, sir. 

Sir P, What is he, then? 

Count. Sir, I — 

Sir P. I tbooght yon taught everybody to keep 
their distance'; but h‘e treats you with as little cere- 
mony as — as he did me. (Aside.) Come, come; 
Lady Peckham is waiting. 

CouHt. I must own, ‘Sir Paul, I meet with many 
mortidoations. Your daughter is an angel; but, 
sotieitation, Sir Paul, does not become me; it is a 


thing I have not been accustomed to. Do yon weak 
tor me. Say all, say everything yon please. Your 
mediation will, I presume, be sufRcient. 

Sir P. D — e, if this is not beyond all hnman pa- 
tience! After all 1 have done in your behalf! 
What! would you have me and iny whole family 
approach yonr footstool, there present my daugh- 
ter, and kneeling, beg your highness to accept her? 
No, my haughty Count ; either my daughter is worth 
asking for, or not worth having. Carry your pomp 
Hto a better market ; I’ll stoop to it no longer. Vour 
fervant, sir. [Exit. 

Count. Nay, Sir Paul — Must I endure this? 
Must I;— 1« the descendant of an ancient race; the 
rightltfl lord f/ a thousand vassals? What! wait, 
and fawn on madam ; and act the skipjagk, and 
chatter to her parrot, and be of her opinion, and 


fetch and carry, and praise her taste, and join her 
scandal, and laugh when she laughs, and kiss her 
monkey? And to whom? Oh! [Dxif. 


Scene III. — The House of Sir Paul Peckham. 

^ Mac Dermot "and Lydia discovered. 

n 

$ 

Mac D. Oh ! yes ; stahling for a hundred horses ; 
o^en house all the year about; servants five-and- 
twinty to the scoie*; all making work for one an- 
other. 

Lydia. Then the Count, your master, should be 
f immensely rich. 

Mac D. Should be? To be sure he is. Don’t I 
tell yon — 

Lydia. Yes ; you tell me one thing at night, and 
another in the morning. You had forgotten the 
colonel's pay« and the secret supplies. 

Mac D. (Aside.) 'Faith! andcso 1 had. 

^ Lydia. And, pray, was this all your own inven- 
tion? 

Mac D. Why, as to that — And is it me, now, 
that you would have to betray my master? 

Lydia. What, then, he bid you spread this re- 
porl? 

Mac D. Arrah ! now, did I say that? Did I say 
that? I tell you he hid me no such thing! What, 
and did you think, now, you could get that out of 
me? By St. Patrick, but 1 would bite oil' my tongue 
if it should dare to blunder out one word against so 
good a master. 

Lydia. (Aside.) Honest, affectionate fellow ! 

htac D. (Aside.) Ob, blarney! She wants to be 
too cunning for me, tbe sweet crater ! and so, for 
fear of — Mis.t Liddy, youi servant. [Exit. 

Lydia. I almost love liiin myself, for bis love to 
his master. 

Elder SiR Paul Peckham, followed hy Edmund. 

Sir P. I tell you,r I have done with him. Hcf is 
a pompons, insolent coxcomb ! The Great Mogul 
himself is a fool to him. 

Edmund. All men hove their foibles, sir. 

Sir P. D — his foibles ! I have enough to do 
with my own. ^ And, do you hear, sir? don’t let me 
be troubled with any of you^Nrlbles, either. Yon 
understand me. I’ll not be trifled with. [Exif. 

I^dia, What bus put him into so ill a biimoor? 

^Hutnd, The cursed snpercilious haughtiness of 
the CoQDt : be has insulted Sir Samuel Slieepy, too. 

Enter LuCY. 

Lucy. Well, brother, have you succeeded with 
my mamma? 

Edmund. I believe so ; I can’t tell. Where is the 
Count? 

Lucy. I hear him on the stairs. 

Edmund. Well, warn him to be earefur. [Exit. 



THE SCHOOL FOR ARROGANCE. 


1.1 


SOEMB 8.] 


Lmw. ’Wbat*ii tlie mailer? 

Ly(Sa, The old atory : the Coont'a pride. Tf W 
should quarrel again with Lady Peckham, all will 
then he over. 

Lucy, Youjiave pot me quite in a tremor. 

Hnfer Count Conolly Villars. 

I will inform my mamma, sir, that yon are here ; 
and she will be with you immediately. 

Count, May 1 not, madam, be indulged with one 
previous word? 

Lucy, Yes, sir; one, and but one. Instead of 
conciliating, 1 find your manners ofiend and disgust 
every one. Either cast away your Afhu/eur, regain 
the afieetions and consent of my friends, and, a^ve 
all, make your peace with Lady Peckham, or this 
shairbe the last meeting of our lives. [£ril. 

Lydia, Are you aware, sir, of your danger? Sir 
Samuel, Sir Paul, Lady Peckham, all aftronted! 
nay, your best friend, Edmund, has this moment 
left the room to avoid you. Oh! think on that 
lovely lady ; and if you liavf» any affection for her, 
for yourself, or for your father, reoal your reason.^ 
discard your folly, and act with a little comnjnn* 
sense. [ 

CounL This is strange! My father! She know 
my father? And why am I schooled and tutored 
thus? The last meeting of our lives! They will 
absolutely drive me mad among them. 


Enter Lady Peckham. 

Madam, (bounng) when I last had the honour of a 
— an interview with your ladyship, I — I am afraid 
I might, possibly, be inadvertently betrayed into 
some warmth — ^ 

LndyP. Vhy, sir, seeing as how my son tells me 
you area real nobleman, and not von of the rifirafl* 
fortin-hunting fellers, if so be as you thinks fit to 
make proper ’pnlogies, vhy, sir, I — 1 — 

Count. To a lady, madam, every apology may be 
made : any concessions, therefore — 

Lady P. Oh ! sir, as for that there, I vants no- 
thing but vhat is upright and downright. And I 
siippoMe.*i, sir, you are wery villin to own that an 
outlandish foriner must think himself highly ho- 
noured by a connexion with an English faniily of 
distinction : because (hat, I am sure, you cannot 
deny. 'And that it viis a most perumptory purceedin 
in you, being as you are but a Frencliinan, or of an 
Irish generation at best, to purtend to the hand and 
fortin of Miss Loooy Peckham, vithout iiiy con- 
nivance. 

Count. Madam? 

Lady P. As I Jells you, sir, I am upright and 
downright. So do you, or do you not? 

Count, Madam, I am ready to acknowledge that 
the 'charms of your daughter s mind and person are 
equal to any rank. 

Lady Pf Her mind and person, indeed ! No, sir ; 
her family and fortin. And I believe.^, sir, now you 
are come to your proper senses, you vill own, too, 
that no ontlandiah lojjd whatever can uphold any 
oomparagement vitlffli© Peckham family and con- 
nexions. 

Count. ( With vommUh,') Madam, though I am 
ready to olfer every excuse which can reasonably 
be required, for any former inadvertency; yet, 
madam, no consideration whatever shall lead me 
— 1 say, madam, my own honour, a sense of what 
is due to iny own honour, a sense of what is i 
doe to my ancestors, myself, and to truth— that is, I 
madam — no ; the world, racks, shall not force me to 
rank my family with your’s. 

Lady P. Vb y, sir, vhat is it that you are talking 
of 7 Rank my family vith yonrn, indeed ! Marry j 
come up ! No, to be sure. I say rank ! I knows 


wery veil vhat is my dot ; and that there, sir, is the 
thing that 1 voold have you for to know : and I in- 
sist QpoD it, sir, that you shall know it; and shall 
own tnat you knows it ; or, sir, I rewoke everything 
f have condescended to specify viih my son. So 
do jou, sir, or do you^notl 

routtf. Madam — What, madam? 

Lady P. Do yo,y depose that outlandish forinen 
are all beggars aiidislaves; and that von English- 
limn is vurth a hundred Frenchmen? 

Count, Madam, whatever you please. 

Lady^P. Oh ! wery veil. And do you perdiot that 
this here city is the first city in the whole vorld? 
Count. I — I believe it is. madam. 

Lady P. Oh ! wery veil. And that the moniment, 
and the tower, and Lunnun bridge, are the most 
magnanimous and superfluous buildings? 

Count. Madam — 

LadyP. I'll have no circumbendibus. Are they, 
or are they not? 

Count, Vonr ladyship in pleased to say sd. 
LadyP, To be sure I does; because L knows it 
to be troo. And that the wretches in forin parts 
are all fed upon bran; seeing as how there Is no 
'corn? r'. 

Count. As your ladyship thinks. {Bows,') 

Lady P. And tfiat the whole covutry could not 
purwide von lord mayor's feast? '' 

Count. 1 — certainly not, madam : they have few 
tarlle and no aldermen. 

Lady P. Ah ! a pretty country , indeed! No aider- 
men! And that it vould be the hite of persumption 
ill you for to go for to set yourself up as my equal? 
Do vou own that ? 

Count, {PsssiotMtefy.) No, madam. 

Lady P. Sir? 

Count. No force, no temptation shall induce me 
so to dishonour my great progenitors. 

. Xfidy P. \by, sir! 

Count, My swelling heart can bold no longer. 
Honour revolts at sii\dt baseness. Patience itself 
cannot broof a fallacy so glaring. No : ^though de- 
struction were to swallow me, I would insert my 
house’s riglils, and its superior claims. 

Lady P. Wery veil, sir; wastly veil, sir! And 
I vould have von for to know, sir, vhile my name 
is Lady PeckfiRin, I vill di'«sert my house's rights, 
and claims : tliai I despises all — Ha, ha, ba! Wery 
line, indeed ! A ni I to be sent here to be hectored, 
and liufl'ed, and blufl'ed, and bullied, and bounced, 
and blustered, and brow-beat, and scofl'ed, and 
scouted, and — Ha ! 

Gann?. (^Jtecoveriny his temper and interceding,^ 
Madam — 

LadyP. I ba' brought my hogs to a fine market. 
But I’ll let ’em know who'a at home. 

Count. My warmth, madam — 

LadyP. Your honour and glory, indeed! And 
for to pertend for to send for me he*!:, to palaver 
me over as J supposed — 

Count. 1 am ready to own, madam — 

Lady P, But I’ll rid the house of you : TIL take 
goo^ care you shsll have no daughter of mine. 
You may post oil' to you? father’s hall, and there 
starve in stale. Vann vith a blaze of drie^’iAvdii, 
and stop up ^le gaps mi the shattered viiiddws aod 
old groaning doors vith clay ; then send your 
shivering wassals, that stand iabbering behind yMr 
von armed vooden chair, to skin the sheep that died 
of hunger and the rot, to make you a varm viuter 
surtoot. 

Count, Madam — 

LadyP. My daughter, indeed! ITl karakatoqr 
yon. " [Eii/. 

Count. Flames and fury! {FcilomM, is met by 
Sir Samuel Sheepy, who shuts the door, nrtdjire- 
vents the Count from pasMg,) How now, sir? 

Sir S. {Bowmg.) Sir, your humble servant. 
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' Count. Wbat does this moan, iirl Let me pass. \ 
Sir S, A word or two first, if you please, sir. ^ 1 
Count, Let me pass. (JPuiting liis hand to his 1 
sioord.) 

SirS, (Bomng, hut resolvdfily guarding the door,) ' 
Sir, I mast humbly entreat — 

Count. D— n ! What is it you want with me, sir? 
Who are you, sir? • 

Sir S, Aly name is Slieepy,' sir. (Bowii^,) 

Count, Sheepy 1 So, so, so! Hell and the devil! 
At such a moment as this! (Aside.) 

SirS, I am told, air. I have some obligations to 
yon, which it becomes me to discharge. 

Count. Well, sir? 

Sir S, Not qaite so well, sir, as I could wish. 
Count. (Aside.) Was ever man so tormented! 
Sir S, 1 am informed, sir, that you have con- 
descended to mention me, in my absence. 

Count. And so, sir? 

Sir S. You did me an honour, sir. (Bowing.) 
Count. Either .^pealc your business, and suffer me 
to pass, Sr 1 will nail you tp the door. 

Sir S, Dear sir, you are so warm ! I have been 
told you were so good as to threaten to cane me. « 
Count. Ay, sir; by whom? 

Sir S, By Lac!y Peckham. sir 
Count, Tndhed 1 Well, suppose it. 

Sir Sr ’Twas k^ind of you ! Unluckily, I have not 
been much used to threatening messages, and am 
really afraid I shall not be very prompt at sub- 
mission. 

Count, Oh! do not doubt yourself, sir. 

Sir S. Humble though I am, I do not find that a 
swaggering look — (Bowing.) 

Count. Sir? 

Sir S, Moderate your anger, kind sir. I have a 
petition to you. (Putting on his white gloves.) 
Count. El — your sneer, sir! speak. 

Sir S. Bless me, sir, you are so warm ! It is only 
that you would kindly do me the favour ei.lher to 
out my throat, or suffer me*le cut your’s. (Draws 
an^ourishes.) 

Count. (With his hand to hu sioord.) Are you 
mad, sir? Do you recollect where you are? In 
whose house? 

Sir S. Gadso ! true, sir : I should be sorry to be 
interrupted. Luckily, my carriage is at the door ; 
and I know a snug room in a neighbouring tavern, 
where this business may be effectually settled, as 
quietly, us coolly, and as privately as po8.sible. 

Count. "Twere well for you, sir, had you chosen 
another opportunity : but come. 

Sir S. Oh ! sir, I know my place ; after^ou. 
(Bowing,) 

Count, Away, sir ! {^Exeunt. 

Scene IV. — The Count" s Apartment. 

(A noise of footsteps without, and voices heard, 
calling “Here, here! This way! Up, op! 
Follow!”) 

Enter Dorimont, hastily, 

' J^diC* I am pnrsued, beset, and cannot escape ! 
"Enter Mac Dermot. ‘ 


^Hense of worth and honeity , deliver it lete into the 
.'"hands of Sir Paul Peckam. , 

Mac D. Niver fear me, honey! 

Enter and Exempt and two Bailifs, 

Exempt, That's the man. Seize him ! 

I Bad, Sir, you are our prisoner. 

Dori. On wliat authority, sir? 

1 Bail, Authority, sir! The authority of law, 
sir. 

0 Dori. For what crime? 

I Bail. As to crime, sir, I can't tell ; but for a 
trifling debt of fifty thousand pounds. 

Dori* At whose suit? 

Exempt. At mine, sir. 

Dori, Your’s ! Vile wretch ! Gentlemen, he is a 
spy : the qreature of a foreign court. I nevellr bad 
dealings with him in my life. 

I Bail, We know noUiing of that, sir. He has 
sworn to the debt. 

Exempt. No parleying; take him away. 

1 Bad. Ay, ay ; come, sir. [They drag him out. 
, Dori. ( Without.) Help, rescue, false imprison- 
ment! 

Mac D. Why, what is all this now ? Poor onld 
gintlemaii! (Voices without: ** Resone, rescue! 
Help!”) Where is my shillalagli? Oh! by St. 
Peter and his crook, but I will be one among y^oo, 
scoundrels! TDxi/. 

1 ACT V. 


Scene I. — The House of Sir Paul Peckham, 
Enter Lydia and Edmcnd. 

Edmund. Be pacified : you are too moch alarmed. 

Lydia. If Sir Paul should have let them pass, 
what dreadful consequences may have followed! 
Where can he be ? 

Edmund. He is here I 

Enter Sir Paul Peckham. 

Lydia. Oh ! sir, where are they ? Has anything 
happened ? 

Sir P. Happened! D — e! I could not believe 
my own ears. A silky Simon! The Count was in a 
right humour — 'Sblood! I had a great mind to have 
let him kill the old fool. 

Lydia. Then they have not fonght. Are they safe, 
sir? 

'Sir P. Yes, yes ; they are safe enough. But do 
vou know ? the amorous swain, his blood being 
heated, could only he pacified on condition that he 
might have another interview with Lucy. I’m glad 
on’t. rii go and give her her lesson. 

Edmund, Oh! sir, leave him to my sister, she 
needs no instructions. 

Sir P. No? 'Gad ! I believe not She's my own 
girl : but clear the coast ; he is coming. * 

Edmund. I will go to Lady Peckham; and do 
you, Lydia, watch for the Count. 

Sir P, Ay, ay; he is sinldenly grown bumble; 
apologized to me, and proimBttd to come and plead 
with my lady. But away. 

^ [ Exeunt Edmund and Lydia* 


Mac D, Blood and thunder! Why, what's all 
this? Oh! and is it yon, sir? 

Dori. Where is the Count? 

Mac D. 'Faith I and that is more than 1 can tell. 
(Voices without: Here, here, I tell yon! This 
room!’’) Why, what the divle — 

Don. I am banted: my liberty, perhaps, my 
life, is in danger. 

' Mae D. Why, sure, the Count would not — 
Don’. Here; take, hide this packet from the eyes 
of my porsMTO : don't lose it ; hot, if yon have any 


Enter Sir Samuel Sheep y. 

Well, Sir Samuel, you are here. 

Sir S. Yes, sir. — And I half wish I was any- 
where else, already. 

Sir P, And so you absolutely have the courage 
to aitaok my Lucy? Ha. ha, ha! Why, you are 
quite a hero! you fear neither man nor woman. 

Sir S. (Aside.) I wish I didn't. 

Sir P* Nay,^ but don’t benn to look so pitiful : 
•he'll be here in a minute. Don't flinch ; stand to 
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JOQT ||;!ins; iheMI not euiljf strike. Ha, ba. ha!|| 
Die hard, my old boy ! [£xit.^ 

Sir S, What is the matter with mel I declare 
he has talked me into a tremble. Why should I 
be HO terrified«t a harmless woman? I can't help 
it: ft pair of beautiful eyes are flaming swords, 
which no armour can resist. 

Enter LucY. 

Lucy. So, Sir Samuel ! 

Sir S. {Aside.) Bless me! my heart is in my 
month. 

Lucy^ Yon seem taken by snr}>riBQ, 

Sir S. Madam — hem! — no, madam — yes, ma- 
dam. (hawing,) 

Lufy. My papa informed me you were waiting 
purposely to disclose this important secret. 

SirS. Madam— hem! — ^yes, madam — 

Lucy. Do YOU know that 1 hare had yon in my 
mind 1 don't know how often since I saw you? 

SirS. Hem! Have you, madam? 

laiey. Yes, I have. Tis a pity, nav, indeed, a 
shame, that so famous an English family as that of 
the Sheepy’s should become extinct. 

Sir S. Hem! Jhere is no danger of that, 
madam. 

Lucy. No? Why, it is too late in life for you to 
marry. Sir Samuel. 

Sir S. Hem! Yes, madam — no, madam. 

Lucy. Indeed ! So you — Well, 1 should like 
to know your choice: some staid body, I ima- 
gine. 

SirS. Madam — hem! — 

Lucy. But I would not have her too old and dis- 
agreeable. 

SirS. Hem! I can assure you, madam, she — 
hem ! — she is a very beautiful young lady. 

Lucy. You snrprise me. Oh ! then, perhaps, she 
is some low-boni girl, who has more pride than 
understanding, and is willing to sacrifice her youth 
and beauty to the silly vanity of riding in a 
coach ! 

Sir S. Quite — hem! — quite the contrary, ma- 
dam. 

Lucy. Then she must be poor, and must think of 
marrying you for the sake of your riches, hoping 
you will die soon. 

Sir S. Madam ! — Hem ! — She is very rich . 

Lucy. Is it po.ssiljle? 

SirS. And I should flatter myself would not 
expect me to die too soon. 

Lucy. Oh! but she will. Young women never 
marry old men but with a wish to dance over their 
graves. 

SirS. Hem! 

Lucy, Perhaps the poor girl may — may have 
made a faux pas? 

Sir S. Hem! Her virtue is unspotted, madam. 

Lucy. You amaae me! Young, rich, beautiful, 
and virtuous ! What can her reason be for making 
choice of you? Why does not she rather marry 
some youth, whose rare qualities resemble her 
own? Oh ! I've fogfmMhe secret, at last : she's an 
idiot. 

Sir S. Heiii! No, madam, no — Hem! — I am 
afraid she has too much wit. (Aside.) 

Lucy. Nay, then. Sir Samuel, yon are the most 
fortunate gentleman I ever heard or read of. Bat 
are you sure she is in love with you? 

SirS. Hem! Not very, madam. 

Lucy. No! Ob, oh! i have unriddled it, at 
ast. You have bees bargaining for her with her 
father, or her mother, or — Ay, ay ; the poor young 
lady’s consent has never been asked. And would 
you be so selfish as to seek your own single grati- 
ueation, and be contented to see her oondemned to 
misery, pming to death for the youth aha lofes. 


and justly detesting Bie sight of yon,. as the wicked 
author other wretchedness 1 

Sir S. Hem! (Looking towards the door.') 
Madam, I — Hem ! — I wish you a good evening. 

JUicy. (Preventing dim from going.) Another 
word. Sir Samuel. Have you ever talked to the 
young lady on the subject? 

Sir S. Hem ! I — I have and — Hem!—' 

I ^ave not. 

Lucy. You never made a direct proposal? 

Sir S. Hem ! No, madam. 

Lucy.* But, why? 

Sir S. I — I — Hem ! — I can’t vei^ well tell. 

^ Lucy. But I can. With much folly and depra- 
vity, there is still some virtue in you. 

Sir S. Madam ! (Looking how to esa^.) 

Lucy. Though yon could form so unjust a pro- 
ject, you never had the courage to insult the lady, 
by an avowal of your guilt. 

Sir S. Hem ! Guilt, madam ! /t 

Lucy. Yes, sir, guilt. However, sir, she has 
perfectly understood your insinuations. 

Sir S. Madam ! 

Lucy. She haa infinite respect for filial duties. 
But, though she would beware of oifeuding her 
parents, I know her to be eijually determined 
never to entail misery on hersell; iflir to accept a 
husband whom she could neither esteem, admire, 
nor love. 

Sir S. Madam, I — Hem ! — Yonr servant, ma- 
dam. 

Lucy, (Placing herself between him and the door.) 
Not till you first promise — 

Sh S. (Forgetting his fear.) J’l fpromise any- 
thing, madamJ • 

Lucy. That yon will not render yoarself more 
ridiculous, by persevering in so absurd, so unjust 
a pursuit. 

Sir S, No, madam : I'm quite ridiculous enough 
already. 

Lucy. Nay, more; toat you will not seek some 
less friended, more enslaved, or more timid young 
creature, whom yonr misapplied wealth might 
command. 

Sir S. Whatever you please, madam. 

Lucy, But, that you will rather apply yonr 

of yo 


’ youthful 


supertfuous hoards to the protection 
innocence. 

Sir S. Siiffer me but to depart, madam, and I 
will bequeath roy estates in perpetuity, as you 
shall direct; I’ll entail them on the Magdalen; or 
1*11 advertise for marriageable men and maids, and 

f ou shall portion out my money among them. — 
’ll — ril do anything, except marry, or go a 
courting. 

Lucy. Why, then. Sir Samuel — (Kissing hie 
hand.) There,* that be your reward. 

Sir S. Madam, your humble servqqt. 

Lucy. Ha, ba, ba! Poor Sir Samuel ! 'Tbisis 
the first time he ever forgot bis bow. 

Enter Count Conolly Villars. 

» 

Welly sir, have you eflectually made your^peftao 
with roy mamma ? ^ 

Count. I have done my endeavour, madam.— 
(Aside.) Would 1 were at peace with myself! 

Lucy. And are you atill, sir, under the domi- 
nion of prejudice so weak 1 Do yon still repent 
of what you so long have deemed your oon- 
desoension? 

Count. Far otherwise, madam. There are beings 
BO peculiarly favoured of JbosYon, and endowed 
with such high perfectiona, both of body and of 
mind, that they are superior.to all the distinctions 
of men, among whom they walk angels upon earth. 
You are one of theae; oad mj misery is, 1 never 
oan deserre you* ; 
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iMOf, Yoa may baye atambled ; bat tliis aelf- 
condemnation sliews it was but to rise with ten- 
fold 8tren|[;tli. Persevere, and we will be severed 
only by death. 

Eider Edafond. * 

Edmund, At lenfftb, my dear Count, Lady Peok- 
ham is pacified. To stoop to Inr ill-placed pride, 
to overlook her prejudice, anU to petition as you 
did, was noble in you. 1 have seconded ycfur 
efforts, have pledged myself for your honour, and 
guaranteed your veracity. . ^ 

Ctmni, Then, sir, you have atrnok a dagger to 
my heart ! 1 have been guilty of falsehood. That 
very pride, and that exalted, or, 1 fear, extrava- 
gant sense of honour, which should have preserved 
me from a atain so hateful, has dashed me down 
the precipice ! 

Edmund. You amaze me ! 

Couf(t. *Tis true : *twas inadvertent ; but rank- 
ling vanity, strengthened by a purer motive,— ^the 
trembling alarms of love, — induced me to persist ; 
nay, a second time, to aid deception. 

Lucy, You did wrong, fiat which of us can, 
■ay 'ijiey never erred? 

Edmund, *Ay, v.who will stand forth and affirm, 
thgt, amid Ih^rude whirl, the confused doubts, or 
the terrors of passion, they never once have been 
betrayed into ydur crime? For a crime, 1 own 
it is; and,, with consequences so wide, so per- 
nicious, and so fatal, that, when it shall be extir- 

S ated from the earth, that moment man will 
e perfect! But, in this poor world’s present 
state, it is so far venial, that — (painful, humih^^ting 
^ thought!) — no; the noblest, the purest of us all, 
cannot strike his heart, and say — I never was a 
liar ! But what have you said that — 


Enter Sir Paul Peckham. 


Sir P. Come, come, we roust strike whfle the 
iron is hot. We must tal^e my lady while she 
is in the»> humour, since she must necessarily be a 
party in Our deeds. And first, I have agreed, as 
yootiknow. Count, that my daughter’s portion shall 
be eighty thousand pounds: the remainder will 
chiefly rest with you. What settlement do you 
intend to make? and on what estates? 

Count, None, sir. 

Sir P, None! 

Count. I have no estates. 

SirP. Sir! — Wliy, what — founds! — After the 
inquiries I made, I cannot be so deceived, ^re 
not you Count Conolly Villars? 

Count. 1 am, sir. 

Sir P. A colonel in dhe armies of the most 
Christian king ? 

Count, 1 am, sir. 

Sir P. Recommended to me by Messieurs De- 
vigny, the jn-eat merchants at Marseilles? 

Count, Ijie same, sir. 

Sir^P, Why, then, what do you menu ? 

Count. When I first paid my addresses to this 
lady, 1 imagined my rank and family were a sliSi- 
ebmt counterpoise to wealth. 

SirB, Ha! Goldin one s^ale, honour in t’other. 

’ Flimsy ware!-^No, no; kick the beaib — 

CouRf. lint, ardent, violent, and eternal, as my 
love for your angelic daughter is, and must be, even 
the loss of her shall not tempt me, any longer, 
^ practice the least imposition. 

^•rP. Well, but,— ’Sblood! The steward!— 
the family estates ! 

^ Count. 1 have told you the truth, sir. 


Enter Lydia. 

Lueu, What’s the matter, Lydia? 
^ma. Poor Mr. Mao Dermot — 
CmL What of him? Any harm? 


|f Lyd/u. He has been In some fnj, and is so 
I brniaed. 

I Coimt. Braised! Where is he? ^ 

I Lydui, Below, with a packet, which he wants to 
deliver to Sir Paul. ** 

Eir P. Tome? 

iMdia, Yes, sir. Pray go to him. 

JSftr P\ A packet for me ! {Going,') I shall never 
hear the last of this from niy lady. [Exit. 

LMy, Brother, go to my mamma, and endea- 
I yonr to keep her in temper. — (To the Count.'^ Be 
I not dejected; I know my father’s affection for me, 
and do not yet despair. [Exit. 

CoUut. Chq^ tiling, generoos girl ! This poor Mao 
Dermot, — , 

Lydia. He is afraid of seeing you. He says you 
will never pardon him, for having taken thupart 
I of a man, whom you threatened to murder. 

Count, 1! I threatened to murder no man. — 
Will you, madam, be so kind as to tell ,him 1 am 
here, and that 1 insist on seeing him ? 

7.2^dia. With pleasure. [Exit. 

Count, Kingdoms Aiould not tempt me to pass 
another day like this. 

Enter Mac Dermot, loit/i hie left arm in a sling. 

How now, Mac Dermot! Where have you been? 
What's the matter with you ? 

^ Mac D. No great matter, my lord ; only a little 
^ bit of a joint here. ( Pointing to his arm.) 

Count, Broken? 

Mac D. A double tooth or two; not much, my 
lord. 

Count. Much ! How ? What have you been 
doing ? M 

Mac D. (Pitifully.) I hope your lordship won’t 
be angry — {Enraged.) But the rascals saxed him 
neck and heels ! 

Ctmnt. Seixed who? 

Mtic D, ( Passionately,) He was aa nnocent as 
the babe unborn, my lord; and he tould ’em so, the 
dirty rapsoaliions ! 

Count. Who are you talking of? 

Mac D. {Pitifitlly.) To be sure, be sent your 
lordship a — a viry impartinent letter. 

Count. Howl (The Count's perplexities and pas‘ 
sions are here effectually roused, and increase through 
the scene, ) 

Mac D. There were three of them. Nivir did 
your lordship set your two good-looking eyes on 
such a pair of thieves ! 

Count. For heaven’s sake ! tell yoor storj 
straight forward. What letter do you mean? 
Who? 

Mac D. ( With great emotiou.) Phone your lord- 
ship will forget and forgive. It would have moved 
the bowels of your compassion to have seen 4he 
ould giiitleman. 

Count. Is it possible? What can he. mean? — 
What old gentlemi^ ? 

Mac D, (Enraged.) The dirty shaberoons took 
him by the throat — My vir blood boiled — Upon 
m^ soul, my lord, I could m«hear it ! I hope you 
will forgive me! By the merciful father, 1 could 
not beqr it ! 

Count, Tell me this moment who you mean. 

MacD. He came rnnning back, out of breath, 
and asked for your lordship ; and so, my lord, seeing 
a fillow-crater in distriss — 

Count. Came where ? 

Mac D. A couple of as ill-looking Tybnrn-turn- 
pike bum-bailifl's as your lordship could wish, with 
a cowardly complotler at their back. It was he 
that came behind me with his shillalee, while I was 
bard at work with both. But the brave ould gen- 
tlemao stepped in ; and, by the virgin’s oigbt-cap! 
but he gave him his dose. 
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Count. Onoe more, tell me, faieUoUjr, what M 
gentleman? • 

Mae D. Coneidering hia age, be is as aotire 
and as brave a fillow, as ever bandied a fist. 

Count. ( Aside.) He cannot, sarely, mean my 
father ! — Mac Dermot, I entreat, 1 command yon 
to tell me of whom you are talking. 

Mac D. If your lordship bad bat seen the noble 
oold soul, I’m sure yoa would have forgiven me. 

Count. Bat what letter? 

Mae D* Oh! the divel burn the letter! Now, 
ray lord, don’t mention it ; pray, don’t remember 
it, your lordship ; pray, don’t! By my aonl, now, 
my lord, he Js a fine ould fillow ! Oh ! boO be 
laid about him ! * 

CountTyVaa it the person who came this after- 
noon?, 

ilfae D. My lord,— ^ 

Count. Fear nothing. Speak! 

Mac O.^Why, then, my lord, — ’fo be sure, it 
was he liimsilf. * ’ 

Count. And is he safe ? Did you free him from 
them ? • 

Mac D. Why, my lord. I could not hilp it! 1 
could not hilp it! By the holy fooUtool, but ^ 
couldn't! • 

Count. Mao Dermot, — {Taking him by the hand.) 

MacD. My lord? 

Count. Well, well ! a time will come — 

Mac D. My lord? 

Count. Are you much hurt, Mac Dermot? — 
Here! hallo! 

Enter a Footman. 

Call a chair ! Run for a surgeon and a physician ! 
the hest that can be^rocured. 

Mac D. For me, iiiv lord? 

Count. For you, my noble fellow ! 

Mac D. Spare yourself the labour, young man. 

Count. Co! do as f orderyou, instantly.— f^vi/ 
Footman.] — Mao Dermot, you must be put to bed. 

Mac 1 ). To bed, my loid! 

Count. And lose some blood. 

Mac D. ’Faith, my lord, that will be a little too 
much; I’ve lost quite blood enough already. 

Count. Pray, — I request , — 1 must have you do as 
I desire. T would not have any ill happen to you, 
for the world. 

Mac p. Oh ! and the divle of ill or harm can 
happen to Mac Dermot, .the while he lia.s such a 
ginerous prince-ro3Hl of a master! though, 1 be- 
lieve. the best thing that could happen to me, just 
now, would be a good supper, and a hearty tiflT of 
whisky-punch. 

Couitf. Not for the Indies! 

Mae D. ’Faith,* my lord, it was hard work, and 
has given me a very craving kind of a call. 

Re-enter Footman, 

Foot. Tl*e chair is waiting, sir. 

Count. Go, my good fellow ! Obey me but this 
onoe, and I’ll never act the master to you mure. 

Mac D. Well, well, lord, — But I hope your 

lordship won’t quite Mh me with kindness. [Exit. 

Enter Sir Paul Peckh am and Lucy. • 

Sir P. ( With the packet opened.) So, Count, I 
find, after all your pretended raptures, you never 
wished to marry my daughter. 

Count. Sir! 

Sir P, Why did not you retract like a man, and 
not make a paltry, false excuse of poverty ? 

Count. Sir, I made no false excuse. 

SirP. How, sir! Shall I not believe my eyes? 
Have I not bills here in my band, drawu in your 
favour, for five hundred thousand crowns? 

Count. In mine ! 


SirP. In your's; given me this moment by 
yonr own servant. 

Couttt. Impossible, sir! 

Sir P. Impossible, is it? Why, look yon, here 
are the bills. And, ballo ! — 

Enter Footman, 

60 yon, sir, and dSsire Mr. Mao Dermot to come 
ba^. 

Count. Stir not for yonr life, on such an errand! 
He must not, shall not be disturbed. 

Sir Pf Nay, my word, it seems, is not to be be- 
lieved ; nor, perhaps, the bills themselves. But, 
sir, though yon vaunt so highly of being a man 
of honour, the trick was beneath a man of ho- 
nesty. 

Enter Lady Peckham and Edmund. 

Lady P. Here's a komaknl kind of an obstrope- 
rous person, that says he must speak to the Count. 
You may come in, mister. 

Enter DoRiMONT and LVDf A. « 

n Sir P. Ah ! what, my friend, the steward ! Lam 

f ^lad you are come. Never was so amazed in my 
ife. Your mastery here, has betfii telling me he 
has 110 estates. ** • 

LadfP. Hovel ^ • 

Don. M y master, sir ! 

Count. The feelings of man cannot support this 
^pen shame I ( Going . ) 

Dor/. Whither now, sir? 

Sir P. Ay, talk to him. I'm in a mist. ^ 

Count. Sutler me to pass, sir. (Ooutg.) Speak* 
the truth ; refider me contemptible, — abhorrent ; 
but make me not a witness of my own disgrace! 
Dori. Stay, sir! • 

Count, I cannot. 

*J)ori, Stay ; or, dread a father’s malediction ! 

Sir Rk (/I side.) His father! The plagne!— 
Hem ! — Lydia ! , • 

Lydia. Hush ! • ^ 

Lady P. Father, indeed ! Vhat he ! So, so ! 
Here’s a wirago ; here’s a chouse ! , 

Sir P. My lady — 

Laity P. 1 thought vhat vould be the upshot 
on’t ! 

Fdmund. Madam ! {Takes her aside.) 

Dori. Spurred on by suppositions and conceits 
the most absurd; wholly intent upon yourself; 
contemning others ; exacting respect yoti did not 
merit: refusing ceremony where ’twas due ; pro- 
tuberinit with pride, yet poorly carping at and 
holding idiot warfare with the pride of others; for- 
getful of the dignity of reason, but, with tenacious 
grasp, clinging to the ludicrous dignity of birth; 
the heir, indeed, and first-born of folly, ignorance 
itself ha.H mocked and taunted at you !^ 

Lady P. Werv troo. Give him hia own ! 

SirP, Zounds! My lady, I wish he would 
give you your own a little : not but it’s ri^ht 
enough. 

Lady P. To be sore! Lknows wery veil I am 
right. ^ • 

Dori. Your father, toO, has been avoidedrDay, 
disowned; yoer father,' who, for years, has lived 
in indigence, that he might secretly supply yonr 
wants, support you in splendour, and preserve you 
from all the misery of which he made himself the 
willing victim. 

Count. Sir,— You?— Was it yon? Oh I ingre- 
titiide ! 

Dori. Your father was olTejisive to yonr sight. 
And what was it you despisM! Why, this poor 
garb. You wished no kindred with virtuous po- 
verty. Had 1 appeared in all my former state, 
though knave or fool had been blazoned on my 
brow, yet, decked in the trappings of magnifioenoe. 
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I had reoaived an open weloome. Bat, bleased be J 
mj^enary, since it has been yoar panisknient '| 
Count. Sir, wrong as my heart is by remorse, 
and gnilty as I know myself, (for 1 have aiUI in- 
crease of guilt, no words nan mitiMte my crimea< 
Yet, thongn I have erred, I feel i Tiaye somc^ng 
in me capable oCgood ; and strong propensities to 
all the tender ties, toe fHiaTtoies, and the seTcrer 
Virtnes, which I have seemed to want ; a mind, 
which, once convinced, has strength to shun and 
to snbdne its master passion, renounce its folly, 
and abhor its turpitude. Beep is my offence 
against you and nature ; but let nature plead in my 
behalf. Here, at your feet, repentant fur my 
fanlts, I claim that pity, which a father so good, 
and so offeOtionate, will not refuse. 

Bort. Oh ! no ; for now you speak like the son 
of my heart, the image of my brightest hopes. 
You have stood the fiery trial, and are pure. 

La^ P. Vhy, but, nark you me, mister, — yhy, 
vbat! you are not a count, too, to be sure ! 

DoTf No, madam. ' 

Ladjf P, Vhy, then, — 

Don, If a title can flatter your ladyship, miiv«> 
IS iTomething higher. 

Ltidjf P.‘ ffow ! « 

^JDort. I am a marquis. 

iMdy P. A ^marquis ! You ! Veil ! — (Aside.) 
For an ootlandrsh marquis ! 

Edmund, My lady — 

Sir P, Well, hut the bills \ (Holding them out. y 
Bort. They are mine. 

Count. Your’s, sir! 

* Bort. Remittances for some recovered 'arrears. 
But, where is my brave protector ,--^my hero! 

Count. Safe, sir. Every care is taken of the ge- 
nerous fellow. Is the physician cornel 

Sir P. Yes, yes ; I have taken care of that. I 
have sent him my own physician. — Hem!~ 
(Aside.) My cook! 

Count, You know not hUlf his worth. 

Bort. Which shall not go iwirewarded. 

Cownt. No, by lieaven ! 

Bort. We have now the means ; we no longer 
afe oppressed and poor. 

Count. Yet, are you not in present danger? 

Bort. No i malice has spent its last effort. ^ Our 
ambassador has just sent me the final decision of 
the judges: my sentence is reversed, my whole 
estates are restored, and the power of my perse- 
cutors is at an end. 

CounL, Oh, fortune! Oh, my father!— And, may 
I hope it? My Lucy, may 11 ’ 

Luettm Yes ; hope every thing. 

CW. Mine? 

Luoy. Your's ; heart and soul. 

Sir P. Sbq is a brave wench! 

Lady P. Hold a blow, if you please! Vhat! am 
I nobody?^ 

Count. Madam , to you a Uiousand excuses are due. 
JjodyP. To be aure they are! 

Count. I am oonsoious of my past ridicule, and 
.will no more contend with your ladyship for pre- 
■judioes so false and weak. 

Hhfy P. 1 knoo I vus right; I knoo you made 
jouramf ridlouloua; I told you ao eften enough! 

" Shr P. Well aaid, my lady. But, hark you, 
Misa Lydia, — And, sir, — 

Bort. Ceant^( Aside.) How shall I tell him?— 
son, look at this charming, this virtuous young 


HirP. (Aside.) Zounds I what now? 

Count, f am conscious of having treated her 
with proud unkindness, at^ the very moment, too, 
when 1 perceived she was sincerely my friend. 

Bori. Your friend ! Look at her. Does not 
yoor heart throb ? Feel you not sensations more 
tender ? Are you not all doubt, all hope, all fear, 
all perturbation? 

Count. Sir! — What!— Who? 

Bori. Can you not imagine? Lnok at her, Isay; 
behold her agitation ! 

Count. Mercy! 

Bori. Open your arms, your heart, to reeetv e 

l^ount. Sir! — Madam! — Who? 

Dori, Your sister. 

Count. My sister ! 

Lydia. My dearest, best of brothers ! (Rutmmg 
into his arms.) 

Lucy. My friend! my Lydia! 

Count. Ob ! how culpiible have I been! 

SirP. (Aside.) 'Sblood! here's a pretty piece 
of business ! « 

Lady P. Vbat's that you say, sir? Miss Liddy 
the Count’s sister! 

Edmund. ’Tis very true, madam. 

Lady P. Troo! Veil, I purtest, Tm quite in a 
quandary. 

Bori.' ( To Sir P. ) And now, sir, — 

Sir P. (Aside.) Yes, ’tis my turn, now ! — Yes, 
r. 

Dori. While labouring to reclaim the follies of 
youth — 

Sir P. Yes, sir. 

Dori. We ought not to forget the vices of age. 
Sir P. Hem! — We’ll talk /if them after sapper, 
air. ( Looking round at Lady Peekham and the corn- 
panu.) 

Dori. Well, sir, on condition — 

Sir P. Oh ! any condition yon please, sir. 
Edmund. (Leading Lydia.) My dear father l— 

Sir P. My kind son f— (Aside.) Sly rascal I 
Lydia. (To Sir P.) We shall want a house, sir. 
SirP. Hem!— Ay, ay! 

Lydia. Somewhere in Mary-le-bone. 
sir P. Very well. 

Lydia. With a — 

SirP. Zounds! — (Aparf to Lydia.) Hash! 
don’t mention the back door. ^ 

Lydia. (Ajmrt to SirP.) Then we are all friends? 
Sir P, (Anarf.) To be sure. But, you may as 
well not tell Scapegrace. 
i^dia. (Apart.) Never fear. 

JSar P. (Apart.) Not a word of the new liveries. 
Lydia. (Apart.) Depend upon my hononr. 

Count. My sister ana my frier.d ! Can it be? 
Edmund. Would you not wish it thus? 

Count. Oh ! moat ardently ! 

Dori. Chequered are the scenes of life : plea- 
sure and pain, joy and grief, austerity and laugh- 
ter, intermingling, weave a motley web. Our 
prejudioea are our punishments : they cling about 
Ds, wart> our actions, distort our manners, render 
us the rood of satire, tk!?! Tioakery of fools, and 
torture us, as wailing urchins are tormented to 
make sport for boys. Error and folly impede the 
pro^aa of perfeotion. Truth alone oao make men 
wise and hap|^. Myaelf the saorifioe of Maefaood 
and misUkn, feebly have I atriven to atent the toi^ 
rent; and hero my task, and here, 1 bopa, my 
troublof end. l^mnsunL 
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ACT I. 

Scene I — A Dramng^oom at Lmd Marden^t, 
Enter Lapelle. 

Lap (Looking at hn watch ) Twenty minutes 
pRst ten , a shameful time of the iiiornmir for a 

K ntleman s gentleman to he disturbed. My lord 
s lost his moiie^/ cm t sleep himself, and won t 
■after olheis to take their natural rest. 

• Enter Mrs. Pinup. 

Mrs. P. I declare, upon my honour, this is a roost 
monstrous time of night for a lady s gentlewoman 
to be kept up , dozing over a dull novel, or nod 
ding 10 an antichamber and an arm chair, while 
others are taking Ofair pleasuie, and losing their 
estates, among thm* friends. 

Ltq^ Good morrow, Mrs Pinup 
Mrs P. Gkmd morrow, Mr. Lapelle* Good 
you mean. 1 have not been in bed yet. 

Im. No* 

If^ P. That vile, bed-Bide bell * TheyMI wear 
me haggard before 1 am old. Knew I should not 
rest long, so threw myself down in my olotbes, 
and, jnst as I was got into a sound sleep, tingle, 
tingle, tingle , up I Inust get to dress my lady, who 
Ibr m) part, I believe, never sleeps at dl. 

Lop. y/\\yt yes, your fashionable folks are a 
kind of ghosts, that walk of nights, and greatly 
trouble the repose of valets end Imlies’ maids , and 
late hours, like whijte pamt, are exoellent promoters 
of emoked oomplexions. 


Mrs P I declare, upon my honour, I am as tired* 
as — as — 

Lap A hackney coach horse, on a rainy Sun- 
day 

Mrs P Yes , and as drowsy as — 

Lap An alderman at an oratorio Yonr Jady 
bad a deal of company at her root. Was Sir Fre- 
derick Fashion there? 

Mrs P To be sure. - 
Lap He is a prodigious favourite with your lady, 
1 think. 

Mrs P, Favonrite* There are strange doingn 
in this world ' — Staid, I know not Jiow long, after 
every body else was gone 

Lap What' alone with yonr lady ? 

Mrs P Alone, with my ladi. 

Lap fndeid* Was Mrs Modely at the rootf 
*Mrs P, Yes. But, don't ask me any queigiOM; 
It B impossible I shoold say ten words mm: Fam 
talking in my sleep/now. When I get in, in the 
morning, (tliat is, about tbrno o'elhek in the efleiN> 
noon,)l 11 tell you all. Soi coedmfjjhjh 
Lm. A wonderful change in a shoit t|SM * Lady 
Morden, young, handsome, and fhit was, 

not a month ago, reserved in her fond of 

her husband, contented with homtyih«aiiii, Meed, 
a mirscnlous kind of exception among wives of 
quality , whereas, now, she has suddenly turned fan- 
tastical in dress, cHprimous in temper, free of 
speech, and, what we half-bred folks shonld osil» 
light of carriage. She gamoa with the women, co- 
quettes with the men , anioeems, in every re sp e ot ^ 
ambitious to become a woman of fashion, fra fov 
my lord, why, ho Is O—Wian of fashion 
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Enter OSNSRAL BORkANB. 

OeneraL Is yoar lady up, Mr. Lapelle? 

Lap. Yes, sir ; I belieTe she has never been in bed. 

General, ^bol what do y 9 tt mean? , 

Liip. My lady had a rout last night. * 

OeneraL A root! and never in bed'. Impossime. 

Lap, Yes; but it*s Very troe/sir. 

Oeneral, Lafly Morden! sht whom, but a few 
weeks since, 1 left so singular, so eminent an el- 
ample of sinmiicity and purity of manners. 

Lap, Sir Frederick Fashion was here. ^ 

Cfeneral, Sir Frederick Fabhion ! 

Lap, He staid after every body else had retired. * 

OeneraL What ! alone with liady Morden 1 

Zap. So her ladyship’s woman, who is scsroely 
yet undressed, informed me. 

General, Why, then, all hopes of goodness, in 
this world, are vanished ! Go ; bid my daughter, 
my EmUy, to come to me. 

Zsp. Vhe is not stirring, \ fancy, sir. 

GenerifL But 1 fancy she is, sir; I am sure she 
is. Whi.t, sir, she had not a root to keep her up 
all night r 

L^, She was of my lady’s party, I believe, sir. 

General, Go, go ; pray, go, and do as I bid you. 

[Exit Leslie, 

What wWI this town, this world, come to! The I 
only perfectly anfiable, the only enchantingly vir- 
tuous woman I knew, fascinated, at last, and sink- 
ing into the gulph of depravity ' She will drag 
down my Emily, too. No; I'll hide her in a fo- 
rest, seclude her in a cave, rather than builer her 
to be infected 1^ the pestiferous breath of this eon- 
^gions town. But is she not already -tainted 7 Of 
my lady's party ! she that I left her with as a pat- 
tern; commanded her to observe, to study, to imi- 
tate, in dll things ! 

Ee-enter Lapclle. 

Well, where is mv daughter .* 

Lap, I have oalled her womai, and she will call 
Miss Emily. 

General. I’ll call her myself ; and it shall be the 
mos^ nngentle call she has long beard from me. [Ex. 


Enter Harriet, disguised. 

Lap, Who comes here? Some foreign sharper, 
I dare say; one of my lord’s morning duns for last 
nif^t’s debts. 

Mar, ( With the brogue.) Hark re ! young mao, 
may I be asking you where 1 will find mj Lord 
Morden? 

Ltgt, He is not come down, sir. 

Mar, Obi that, 1 suppose, is becase he is not up. 

Lap, My lord told me be expected a gentleman or 
two would call: but he has had so many calls 
lately— 

Mar, That he is a little slow in answering. 

Lap.^ Rather. Riches, regularity, and roost 
b^ef* ^ill soon, I fear, take their leave of our house. 

Mar, Faidth! and that may viry will be; for 
they are all three become great vagabonds. Riches 
is tsme^ Amirican pedler; regularity a Prussian 
fi<enadieb ; and, as ror roast beef, why, the Frinob 
ipre now so fond' of good onld English fifthions, that 
lllpor roast beef is transported alive to Paris. 
k^Lap, My lord, 1 beljevc, is a little out of cash, 
^ wesent 

Her. Will, now, that is viry prudent of him to 
BW it out ; for, whin a man finds be can’t keep his 
himself, he is viry right to lit odtber people 
ltdiBit forhim. 

Nay, then, I don’t know a more careful 
fbtlemtn. 

' -Arar. Careful! Why, sure, always whin a man 

F ilf spirit begins to take «ago of bis money, ’tis be- 
) has none. / 

Well, sir, if you will plsMe to leave your 


cpard, bis lordship, I suppose, will know who has 
oalled. • 

Mar, Indeed, and he won’t. 

Lap, How so, pray, sir? 

Mar, Faidth, for a viry good raishn,— he niver 
saw me in his life. 

Lap. Who, then, shall I say ? 

Mar. And is it my name } on would know ? * 

Lap. If you please. 

Mar. Let me see : what the white divie is my 
pame, now ? Ob ! Char-les Phelim O’Fireaway : 
an Irishman by accident; a gintleman by polio v ; 
and a captain of Croats in the Austrian aarvis, by 
deaigC. Do ^n understand that riddle, now ? 

L^. Not clearly. 

Mar, {Aside.) 1 did not intend yon should.— 
What lime can I see my lord? 

Lap. Most likely, about one. 

^ Mar, Will, then, give him this litter, and inform 
hie lordship 1 will take the liberty of oalhng, this 
afternoon, to bid him a good-morrow. [Exit. 

Enter Lord Morden. 

Lord M. (^Speaking a« he enters.) Lapelle ' 
f,Lap. (Aside.) So, here be comes already.— My 
lord t 

Lord M, What time is it? 

Lap, Eleven o’clock, my lord. 

Lord M. What a d — d night have I passed! Is 
my coflee ready ? 

Lap, I’ll go and see, my lord. [Exit. 

Lord M. ( Throws himself on the sofa, ) This 
head-ache! — No rest' — Oh' for half an hour'a 
sleep ! A cursed, silly course of mine ' But, 
there is no accounting in the morning for the con- 
duct of overnight. 

Ee~enter Lapelle, with cojee. 

This is not half strong enough. Get roe some as 
strong as possible. — Any message? (Riser.) 

Xfop. This letter, my lord. 

Lord M. From Lady Westbrook, I see.— 
(Reads.) IJm — ** A young lady in disguise — Um — ' 
will relate her own story. — Urn, um — Rely on your 
honour to keep her secret, and serve her cause.— 
Would have addressed myself to Lady Morden, but 
Jor reasons which you shall know hereajter.** 

Enter Lapelle, with more coffee. 

Who brought this letter? 

Lap. An Irish gentleman, in a foreign dress. 

Lord M, A gentleman I 

Lap, Said he would call about one o’clock, my 
lord. 

LordM, Shew him into my robm, and inform 
me the instant be comes. 

Lop. General Borland ia here. 

Lord M, (Aside.) General Borland I Zounds! 
Lap, Came to town late last night, my lord. 

Lord M, Tell him I am oome down. 

[Exit Lapelle, 

Must not let him see the Msent temper of my 
mind. My guardian once, ub*is determined ne- 
ver to tbiuk me of age* I need not his reproof 
to incre,Hse my present ohagrin ; my owji follies, 
and Lady Morden’s unexpeoted* onaoconntable re- 
verse of conduct, are sufficient. He will lay it 
all to me ; and, perhaps, with reason. Heigho ! 
Here he comes. ^ Really, one of these very pru- 
dent, plain-speaking friends, is a very ^agreMble 
person, in these our moments of mlly. Wml, I 
roust assume a cheerfulness I don’t feel, and ward 
off his wisdom with raillery. 

Enter General Burlan1>. 

OeneraL Good morrow, my lord* 

Lord M, General, good morrow. 

GemraL You seem scarctly awske. 



SEDUCTION. 


t 


SCINB 1.] 

L&rd Af. (Stritehii^.) Slept ill; troabled eritir 
the night-mare. • 

Oenfrdl. Your tronblea, I am afraid, are rapidlj 
inoreasing. 

LordM, How so, General? 

Geaerai. Lady Mordeo had a root laat night 
Lord Af. Oh ! and foreot to aend yoa a card, I 
euppose. Is that my faint? 

wnernL Yon are merrv, my lord ; bat, he who 
drinks poison, oat of a frolic, will soon be glad 
to send for a physician, out of fear ; and the 
chances are, the doctor will come loo late. * 
Lord Af. Trope and figure ! 

Genertd. My lord, my lord! this levItySs nn- 
seasoiiable > blushes and shame wdhld belter be- 
come ^n. 

I^rdM, They are oat of fashion. 

* General. Yes, yoa leave your friends to blush 
for your faalts. 

Lordjd. My friends are very good; nay, in- 
deed, generous ; for, v 9 ere they but to spare a sin- 

E le'blush for each of their own faults, they would 
ave none to bestow on mitfh. 

General. Fie 1 The mirth of a madman is spoit* 
only to boys. I was your guardian, I wished to 
prove myself 3'oar friend. "J'wns I first disdb- 
vered that, then, angelic woman, who .is, now. 
Lady Morden ; 1 was the cause of her union with 
you ; and I am, therefore, accountable to myself, 
to her, and to society, for her conduct. . 

Lord Af. That is, you are a kind of second- 
hand sponsor ; godfather-iu-law, as it were. 

General. Very well, sir, proceed. Despise re- 
proof ; ridicule advice. 

LordM. Nay, good doctor, yon reallv wrong 
me ; ’tis not theuidvice, but the physic, 1 hate : at 
least, I hate the form under which it is adminis- 
tered. — But, pray, tell me: when last yuii saw . 
Lady Morden, did you perceive any symptoms of 
that degeneracy in her ladyship, you now com- 
plain so loudly of? 

General. None : 1 thought it impossible. 

LordM. And is it not rather extiaordinary, 
then, that my example should, so suddenly sub- | 
due what, within this month, seemed so invulne- , 
rable? ] 

General. ( With great surprise and energy.') It is 
extraordinary, my lord ; most extraordinary ! but, 
not less true; and, had you any sense of your duty 
to yourself, your family, or society, the truth of it 
would make you tremble. 

LordM. i^e how differently different people 
understand things. My acquaintance are, every 
day, wishing me joy of her ladyship’s reforma- 
tion, and telling me how surprisingly she has re- 
trieved her character in the world. 

General. Aod Sir Frederick Fashion, 110 doubt, 
among the rest ! 

Lord Af. {Endeavouring to conceal his feelings.) 
Hem!-v-yes— yes. He is one of our very first 
men, you know ; and he is quite in raptures with 
her: swears she was born to lead and outshine 
as all. 1 

General. (Withnemtinued irony.) The approba- 
tion of so great an adept must give you vast 
pleasare! • 

Itord Af. Hem ! — a — infinite ! — Not bat this sad- 
den change has rather surprised me. 

General. How so ? 

LordM. Jast as you left town, her ladyship’s 
nejmnolioly seemed increasing ; wandering over 
the house, like a perturbed spirit, as the play 
says, moamfqlly clanking her chains, and fright- 
ening the gentle smiles and pleasures from Tier, 
she seemed to way-lay me ; and, with moving look 
and melting eye, entreat compassion ; .till, egad ! 1 
really, at last, began to pity her. 

Oeuerai. Yoa did? 

LordM* Yes. Bat, suddenly forsaking the 


penseroso, she broke in upon me, one morning, 
and, with an air of levity and good humour, 
and a small tincture of reproach, then and there 
read a ve^ wife-like remonstrance. 

Genertd. To wbiqb yon listened with a truly' 
pioktooth insensibility. 

Lord Af. Yes, you knowjny way. 

GeneraL And w||at was the subject of her dis- 
gourse? 

LordM. Why, chapter the first was a reca- 
pitulation of my agreeable follies, and her own 
pervefse virtues. She was no partaker in my 
pleasure ; I had forgotten every endearment. She 
• was left to dine, sup, and sleep, by herself; 1 
dined, supped, and slept, nobody knew where. 
She more recluse than the abbess of a convent ; I 
more uncertain than the price of stocks, or the 
place of prime minister. 

General. ( With earnest concern.) And what did 
you say to this? n 

LordM. (Aside.) I most face it — Say! 
What could I say to sneb a simple woumn? 

General. You did not attempt to %eny the 
charge, then? ^ 

Lord Af. What should I deny? .’Twas every 
syllable true ; arid every syllablA in my praise. 

General. Humph! — Then you oo not think the 
sweAs of affection ought, sometimes, td alleviate 
the bitterness of neglect. 

LordM. Sweets! Psha! they are too cloying 
to the stomach, and ought to be taken sparingh. 

I am fond of sweet music, but too much of it sets 
me 0^0 sleep. Besides, a wife, like a barrelled 
orfan, canpniy play one set of tones. 

General. (Sighs.) Well, sir, but the coneli^ 
aion. 

Lord Af. A very unexpected one, I assure yoa. 

» [ ini.sunderstood this for a declaration of war ; 
and, with a smile, was very obligingly about to 
entrdat her ladyshijg would hatch her melancholy 
into mischief her own way ; when, taming short 
upon me, she dtirtsied, seemed abashed, began 
to apologize, applaud my conduct, rididble the sil- 
liness of her own, and promised to become as 
fashionable a lady as I, or any lord in Christen^ 
dom, could wish. 

General. Your increase of happiness is, then, 
prodigious? 

LordM. Hem! — a — unspeakable. Lady Mor- 
den, 1 own, was, certainly, a kind of demi-angel, 
though my wife ; but, then, her — her goodness 
seemed to throw one at such a distance, so muoli 
in the back-ground, that there was only one figure 
noticed in the picture. 

General. Tis well, sir, yoa are so perfectly 
sati-sfied. 

Lord Af. Nay, General, I will own I have often 
felt a kind of inclination, a sor^of wish, as it 
were, to become very prudent, and wise, and — 
and all that; but, really, one baa so* much to do, 
that one does not know where to begin. Besides, 
von very good kind of people, you— upon my 
honour, you are, in *many respects, the most 
queer, precise, particular species of bmn^*and 
have such notions !,' Instead of taking Ine a plen- 
sare, and %oing just what one likes best, wnioh, 
yoa know, is so iiataral, one mast live for the 
good of one’s coaqtry, love one’s wife and ohil- 
dren, pay tradesmen, look over aeoonnts, reward 
merit, and a thousand other of the— the most ri- 
diculous whims; and what nobody— absolutely, 
lobody does. 

General. Intolerable pFoflincy ! I have listened 
to you, my lord, with grieL vexation, astonish- 
ment, and pity ! Year mhid is degraded ; sod the 
more dangerously so, Mljiase you believe foor 
worst vices to be yoar|||ipitest merits. You hate 
bad honour, bappiness?mM pleasure, of the Uost 
perfect kiod, wilnin yoor power; and you hive re- 
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fected them, to clasp their shadows ! To merit pitjr 
Dj inisoonduot is horoiliating ; bnt, bj misconaaot 
to incor contempt, is, to a manly spirit, insup- 
portable ; and the latter will, I fear, ne sadde^ly 
yonr lordship’s fate. Did not the remembrance m 
your noble father affect me, I should look opbn 
your approaching puAishment ^ith anatliy ; be- 
oanse you wilfully have plunged to peroition ; bnt, 
for your lady, if 1 cannot retrieve, if 1 cannot savo 
her, I shall mourn, indeed ! 

liordM. ’Faith! this good general is, ^ike a 
ODckoo, always in a tune. {Sighs.) He has rea- 
son. I have laboured to laugh at mv own follies : 
bnt the farce is over, the forced jest lorgotten, ana | 
the sorceress reoolleoUon conjures up the ugly phan- 
tom disgust. Why, what a child am 1! Oh! 
Lady Morden — Psha! absurd! I will not make 
myself the butt, and by-word, of my acquaint- 
ance. I— T — I will laugh — ha, ha, ha I — laugh at 
mj^ lad^ gallantries. I jealous I I ! that nave 
dully ma^. jealousy a standing jest; the criterion 
of an ill/ired, vulgar mind' — No, no, no.— {Sees 
Lady Morden and Sir Frederick Fashion coming, 
and i^seized wiih a suspicious anxiety, which he en- 
deavours to conceal. ) 

f 

EntH" Lady Morden tn an undress, followed hy 
Sir Frederick Fashion. 

Lady JIf. {Speaking as she enters.) No, no; Sir 
Frederick, you are partial. 

Sir F. Not in the least, madam. 

Ladg M. Yes, you are — Good morrow to your 
lordslup — Yes, you are. I feel, I still relh \7 a 
Acaven of former silly prejudices ; bnt, a little eol- 
Tision, among you people of superior fashion, will 
soon wear these asperities smooth, and bring them 
to bear a proper polish. 

Sir F. Ah f madam, you have a leaven of some-'i 
thing celestial, which we inferior people wonder 
at, but cannot imitate. 

Lord M.^ {Aside.) So ' 

liody Ml ( Taps Sir Frederick Fashion with her 
^ 1 .) Fie, flatterer! But, you are always saying 
civillbings ; and that, I fancy, makes you so agree- 
•»able. 

Sir F. No, Lady Morden, you wrong me ; my 
tongue is forced to give utterance to the eflusions 
of my heart. By heaven, you are an angel ! and 
1 am, involuntarily, obliged to repeat, and re- 
peat, and repeat, that you are an angel! You 
must not be angry with me, for I cannot help it. 

Lady M. No, no; angry! no. Though, 1 really 
believe, I do improve— don’t I, my lord ! 

Lord M. Certainly, madam, certainly ! 

Lady Yet*, I have discovered that one of my 
most ciwital errors, formerly, was being too sen- 
sible of my own defects. 1 Hnd that to wear, on 
one’s connlenance, an open and avowed conscious- 
ness that one possesses every grace and perfec- 
tion, is the grand secret of really possessing them ; 
or, at" least, of persuading the world one really 
does, which is the same thing. • 

Sir 'F. Yonr ladyship is very right ; nothing can 
put a fa^4 of real fashion out of countenance : the 
placid features »re all fixed. ’ 

Lady M. Oh! immoveable. Like the owners’ 
names, out in brass, and nailed to their doors. 

Sir F, Ha, ha, ha ! Charming ! 

Lady M. Do bnt observe one of our well-bred 
beaux, at a public assembly, and you will see him 
4Wter, plant himself in a spot, elevate his eye- 
j gows, fix his eyes, half open his mouth, and stand 
':ltk4 an automaton, with its head turning on a 
.pvot (Mimickina.) . 

, A^tr Ha, ha, ha! Charming, charming ! 
r Lord Jf. {Smiling.) But, don't you thinx this a 
little tending to the ridtd^us, madam ? 

Ob dear ! no. Nothing can be ridiool- 
ena that’s fksbionable. 


^ Sir F. Oh ! no ; impossible ! 

Lady M. Formerly, I shoold have blushed, if 
stared at; bnt, now, I find, the only way is to 
stare again, without looking — that ia, without 
betraying the least indication of knowing whether 
one is looking towards the man, or the wall': — 
thof. . 

Lord M. {With foi'ced pleasantry.) Ha, ha, ha! 
Your ladyship is very right: modesty — modesty 
is an obsolete bugbear. 

• Lady M. Yes ; and, like the — the ghost in the 
tragedy, has been stared out of doors. 

Sir F. Oh! the very Quakers despise it, at 
presertt. J 

Lady M. Yes ; ’tis a shabby fellow, wb'^se ac- 
quaintance every .body wishes to drop. To be 
sure, 1 was a most absurd creature, — was not I, 
my lord ? 

Lord M. I — upon my hononr, madam, I — you — 
no, no ; not absurd — no. «> 

Lady M. Oh, fie! not absnrd ! Why, do you 
know, Sir Frederick. — ha, ha, ha! — I — ha, ha, 
ha I I was downright in love with his lordship. 

Sir F. Ha, ha, ha! In love with his lordship! 

,Lady M. Ha, ha, ha ! Upon my honour, ’tis 
true, is it not, my lord? 

LordM. Ha, ha, ha! Ye— ye — ^yes, madam, 
yes. 

Lady M. Thonght him the most charming man 

the whole world ! 

AtV F. ila, ha, ha I Is that possible? 

Lady M. Why, it — it is scarcely credible ; but 
such is the fact. Nay, I doated on him, and con- 
tinually reproached myself for wanting power and 
attractions to obtain my lord’s aflection. For I 
never blamed him — ha, ha, haf^I — ha, ha, ha! — 
1 used to sit whole nights, while my lord was out, 
watching and weeping ; and whole days studying 
which way I onnid regain his love. 

Sir F. Regain, Ladjr Morden ! Why, was his 
lordship ever so unfashionable as — as — 

Lady M. As to love his wifel Why, yes, really, 
I — I do believe he was so singular, for — for a 
whole fortnight. 

Sir F. Why, — ha, ha, ha! — Why, were yon. 
Lord Morden? 

LordM. Ha, ha, ha! — I — I — I don’t know, air, 
what I was. { With chagrin.) 

Lady M. Nay, don’t be oot of countenance, my 
lord! You hear I have tbe justice to relate my 
own foibles, as well as your lordship’s; and mine — 
mine were infinitely the greater. It is exceed- 
ingly strange, but so fascinated was I, that — hd, 
ha, ha! — I — ha, ha, ha ! — {Suddenly becoming very 
serious.) I am verily persuaded, 1 could have died 
with pleasure to have insured his aflection. 

LordM. Ha, ha, ha! {Aside.) 1 cannot bear 
it. 

iS^cV F. Ha, ha, ha! These things are anaoooont- 
able. 

Lady M. {Resuming her levity.) one won- 
ders how one could be so weak ! — Oh ! Sir Fre- 
derick, 1 am going to CbnM|ie’B. There ia u 
painting I have a mind to purchase : they tell me 
Tis vei^fine. 

Sir Fl What is the story, madam ? 

Lady M. The Metamorphosis of Actason. 

Sir F. Ha, ha, ha! A fashionable subject. 

Lady M. Yes ! that — that— that is the very rea- 
son 1 wish to have it. Poor Actaeon is taken at 
the precise moment when the — the obange 'rfe 
takingplaoe. 

Sir F. In his forehead ? 

Lady M. Yes. I am going down 
Will you go with me, Sir Frederick? 

Sir F. with pleasure, madam. llU| "be,.lfiil 
Poor Actseon! . 

LadyM. Ay, poor Aoteon !— Adi6i;!.M lord! 

I [Hvtf MiiWiftr F. 
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Lord M, Madam! (Folhwmg, itopt skort,)-^ 
*Sdeath ! what am I about ? Shall I, at lael, tin# 
into one of the valgar, and become jealous'! — 
Wretched about a— oh, no! Actmon! {Strikmg 
his foreheoiLX Save t all men are idiots, and never 
knoyv the value of that most inestimable jewel, a 
lovelj^ and a lojral wife, till in danger of having it 
purloined. , . 

ACT II. 

Scene I.— same. 

Lapellb discovered conung from the door of the 
antichamber, as if he Mid been luiening^ 

Lttp,"So, Mr. Irishman by accident ! A lady 
in dyiguise ! That’s the riddle, is it? But, bush ! 

Enter Lord Morden and Harriet. 

Lordhf, {To Lapelte.) Leave (he room. [iJjnV 
Lapelle.] I am sorry we were disturbed. Your 
story, madam, has interested me deeply. Though 
too reprehensible for the irregularities of my own 
conduct, I cannot but condemn tlie licentious^li * 
bertiniam of this Sir Frederick. Indeed, I — I 
have reason, perh^s, to dread it. * 

Har» A man ot honour, among men, the ruin 
of woman he thinks as necessary to his fame as to 
his pleasure; and, like too many others of your 
cruel sex. holds it no crime to make war upoi% 
those who cannot defend themselves. 

Lord M. But, what do you propose by this dis- 
guise, madam ? 

Har. There is a contract, which I, indeed, re- 
fused, but which he forced upon me, to demon- 
strate, as he saMf the purity of his intentions, 
wherein he bound himself in a penalty of ten thou- 
sand pounds, to marry me within a month f for, in 
his fictitious raptures, he protested no sum, no 
proofs, could sufficiently express the ardour and 
sanctitv of his aflection. 

Lora M. And have you (his contract? 

Uar. Oh ! no. The day preceding that on which 
it was my good fortune to discover his real de- 
signs, he asdeed to sec, and artfully exchanged it 
for a counterfeit copy. 

Lord M. This contract you wish to regain ? 

Har, If possible ; or some other unequivocal 
means of detection. 

Lord M. And force him to marry you ? 

Har. Oh I no. To own the truth, I have a ge- 
nerous and a constant lover, who, perhaps, has 
been a little ill used. 

Lord M. As most generous and constant lovers 
are. 

Har. ’Tis too true. To avenge him, and hum- 
ble the pride, of one who thinks himself too cun- 
nihg for oiir whole sex, is my determination. 

Lord iff. Well, madam, ours is a common cause; 
but, as we have both been imprudent, and invited 
misfortune, we must both endeavour to conceal 
our true feelings, mask our suspicions, and — 
Hush! here he cogjes; and with him a lady, 
whose principles ate as free as his own ; but who 
has had the art so well to conceal her intrigues, 
and preserve appearances, that she is evef^ where 
received in society. I will introduce you in your 
assumed character. 

Har. Not now; let os withdraw; when he is 
alone. The fewer eyes that are on me, the less 
liable 1 shall be to a discovery. 

Enter Mrs. Modely and SlR FREDERICK 
Fashion. 

Mrs, M. Really, Sir Frederick, there is no ac- 
counting for the strangeness of your present taste. 
I pity J foresee the downfall of your repota- 
tioo. Whit, you who have vanquished so many 


elennt coquette! , and driven so many happy tovers 
mad . you who were the very soul of oor first so- 
cieties, and whose presence made palpitate the 
hearts of belles and beaux, — the first with hope 
and delight, the latter with ^ear and envy; you 
sigtiing at the feet of a prude,«id become the rival 
ol% husband! . 

Sir F. (Laughing.) Depldirable! 

Mrs. M. Have ilbt you, for this month past, 
bhried yourself in Ijadly Morden's sober society, 
and dossed over crown whist with her, night after 
night Nay, have not you attended her even to 
church ; and there, with a twang, joined the amen 
chorus of charity-children, paupers, and parish- 
clerks ; sitting with your face drawn as long as its 
shadow at sun-set; and a look as demure and 
dismal — 

Sir F. As poor Doctor Faustus, waiting for 
(he devil to come and fetch him ! Ha, ha, ha! — 
Granted. 

Mrs. M. And what do yon think has Jmen said 
of you, meanwhile, in the polite circlenou have 
abandoned? Your very best friends bav^een the 
ve^ first to condemn you. 

Sir F. That’s natural. When we are gufity of 
any follj , our vet;y best friends are always the very 
first to condemn us ; to shew the^ neither a^ise 
nor ceniitenance us. • 

Mrs. M. 1 thought the gay, ^oung beauty, be- 
sieged bv pleasures, surrounded by flalteries, who 
believes'herHelf the goddess she is painted, to fix 
her wandering fancy, to humble and bring her to a 
sense of frailty ; or, to supplant the happy, the 
adq^d lover, while yet the breath is warm that 
vows eterndl constancy ; these I imagined wer^ 
the only achievements worthy Sir Frederick Fa- 
shion I 

Sir F. These have their ^clat. But, t? initiate 
*a youthful, beauteous wife, who, from berchild- 
ho'od« ha.s been accustomed to say her prayers, 
believe in trirtue, ihd rank conjugal infidelity 
among (he most l)#inous of the seven deadly sins ; 
to teach her to doubt, fear, wish, trdbble, and 
venture, to be a witness, afterwards, of her re- 
pentance; her tears involuntarily falling, her*eye8 
motionless, her form fixed, and the severe saint* 
transformed to a statue of weeping sin; to read 
her fall in the public papers ; be praised, re- 
proached, admired, and cursed, in every family in 
England; in short, to be for ever immortalized iu 
the annals of gallantry, and the hero of the tea- 
table fora whole month, — for this will be no com- 
mon vulgar wonder, — this were glory e^ual to my 
ambition ! And, (his glory 1 am determined to ac- ‘ 
uire ; nay, it is already within my grasp. This 
ay, or, rather, this night, shall I gain the greatest 
of all my victories! 

Mrs. Af. Insulting! 

Sir F. Nay, my dear Mrs. Mo^ly, you know 
my enthusiasm, and must not take exceptions; nor 
can I, surely, be blamed. Lady Morden is a con- 
cealed hoard of native sweets, that deligfits the 
senses : while the made-up beauties we commonly 
meet, like artificial ilowers, are all shew, and* no 
fragrance. • # 

Mrs. M. sRapl ur€?k ! • 

Sir F. Inferior to her, in form and perfection, 
as the Venus of a Dutch image-hawker to the ge- 
nuine Grecian antique ! 

Mrs. M. It matters not wasting your rhetoric on 
this topic, for I will not give my consent to your 
pursuing this aflair any further. Sir Frederick. 

Sir F. You will not? . 

Mrs. M. 1 will not. 

Sir F. Ha, lia, ha! Doa’t provoke me, iny dear 
Mrs. Modely ; don’t provoke me ! 

Mrs. M. Nay, no toreatening. 

Sir F. Ha, ha, ha! Wall, to arms, tben^lfiiur 
is the word. 
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Mrs. M, The oboioe ramaiDf wilb joa. ' 

Sir F. Ha, ha, ha! 

Mrs. M._ Ladjr MpMen is mjr relation ; and, 
thoogh I deapisp pruderj, and know th^ world, — 
Sir F. (Aside.) 1W yoa 6o, indeed. * ^ 
Mrs.M. Yetf^od’ihn hardlj suppose I willci- 
lentlr acquiesce in behruin. 

Sir F. ha, ha! You — forget yourself, 
dear madam : these qnalma would do vastly wel^ 
in some places but, to me — 

Mrs. M. And, why not to yon, sir ? Thongh I 
do allow myself a little liberty of conscience#, — 

Sir F. (Aside.) Not a little. 

Mrs. M. And, though you — yon know I do, 
must I — In short, I have another favourite pro* 
jeot, which 1 am determined not to give up. 

Sir F. (Aside.) Oh, ho ! But, it will be best to 
avoid a rupture. — May 1 ask what this favourite 
prmeot may he? 

inrs. j(T.‘ You know the^publio affront General 
Borland ^ve me, last winter; and you cannot sup* 
pose I ha'e forgotten it. 

Sir FI (Asi£.) No; I know vou better. — Oh! 
the General is an eccentric mortal; licensed to say 
anything; and, instead of being listened to, is 
laughed at. , * 

M. Yes; but I am determined be shall be 
punished* « * 

Sir F. Which way? 

Mrs. M. His daughter Emily is a pretty, simple 
girl ; I mean, untutored in the world. 

Sir F. ( Conceiving her design.) True. 

Mrs. M. To see her married to a man of fasjjiion, 
would, at least, break his heart. , ** 

Sir F. (Laughs.) Infallibly! 

^ Mrs.M. Your fortune, I believe, Sir Frederick, 
like^ouL' familjjr seat, begins to want repairs; and 
she IS a rich heiress, with twenty thousand pounds, 
at her own disposal, besides the Geiierars estate, 
which mast be hers — Why dp you laugh so? ^ 

Sir F. Oh ! the delights of anticipation ! 

Mrs. Ms An — an>*anticipatioiii 
Sir F. (Still laughing.) It is a part of my plan 
to oacry her off', — mean, to let her carry me off* 
r^this very night. 

Mrs.M. Who, Emily? 

Sir F. Emily. 

Mrs.M. To-night? [tiight! 

Sir F. This active, this important, this blissful 
Mrs. M. Lend me your eau de luce, you divel ! 
Sir F. Ha, ha, lia! This surprise from you, | 
Mrs. Modely, is the supreme of panegyric. 

Mrs. M. And have ipa made any advances to I 
Emily? ^ 

Sir F. Yes, yes, — ha, ha, ha I — I made advances 
to her, and she made advances to me. The con- 
quest was too easy. Were it not for the circum- 
stance of the elopement, which will give the sauce 
U flavour the food wants, it would scarcely invite 
my appetite. 

Mrs, M, But, Lady Morden — 

Sir F. Is mine, whenever I please to make ipy 
final attack. I am no bad brator, in general ; bnt, 
in comply with her, I seen} inspired ; am, abso- 
lutely, aslonishpd at my own eloquepce; nay, I 
have several times spoken with such energy, enthu- 
siasm, and momentary conviction, in praise of vir- 
tue, that I have, actually, been in imminent dan- 
ger of making a convert of myself. 

Mrs. fif,>iln praise of virtue? 

Sir F. In praise of virtue. There is no making 
one of these virtuous visionaries rational, but by 
flatten^ their bigotry; and pretending to adore . 
their idol; by pursuing which method, I have 
iliftred her to, and madblier as familiar with, what 

S f otlled vice and vicious sentiments, as 
her own thoughts. 

Yes, yes, vile rake!— But, remember, 
oonoern in this alTair. 1— 


« Sir F. Ob, pooh !— Ay, that Is anderitood. 

You wink, ana know nothing of the matter. 

Mrs. M. Nay, bat, I here pablioly protest 
against yonr proceedings. — 

SirF. (Aside.) And will privateljrdo your ut- 
most to promote them. 

Mrs. M, 1 exclaim against socb licentionsness. 

Sir F.'\ know you do. But, if you are thus 
tender of her ladyship’s reputation, you vyill feel 
DO repugnance at assisting me to irritate his lord- 
ship’s sensibility. 

Mrs. M. What do yon mean? 

Sir F. To confess the truth, I am a little piqued 
at Lod Mordeei’a want of feeling. I wish I coold 
make him jeafons. 

Mrs. M. Jealous ! Fie ! be is too well-bred. 

Sir F. That’s unfortunate. The antics of a jea- 
lous husband add highly to the enioyment as wdl 
as the reputation of an amour, be poor man U 
so injured, so enraged, so distressed, so jndustri- 
ous to publish his calamity, and is so sincerely 
pitied and laughed at — must, positively , rouse my 
lord to a sense of hif misfortone, or it will want 
poignancy : a turtle-feast without French wines ! 

Mrs. M. Well, should I find any opportunity of 
afiling yon — 

Sir F. Ay, ay ; I have no donbt of 3 oar zeal in 
the cause. 


^ Mrs. M. Nay, but, don’t mistake me: I only 
^ean as far as teasing his lordship is concerned. 

Sir F. Oh ! certainly, certainly. 

Mrs. M. If his lordship had any real cause for 
jealousy, I should, for Lady Morden’s sake, be 
the — the — the— the most miserable creature upon 

Sir F. To he sure. [earth. 

Mrs. M. But, you seem mighty secure of your 
conquest. 

Str F, I am no novice ; I can tell when a wo- 
man’s time is come. Besides, her ladyship baa 
granted me a rendezvous. 

Mrs.M. When? 

Sir F. Why, this very eveuiug, to be sure. 

Mrs. M. Where? 

Sir F. Here, in this very house. 

Mrs. M. Since you are so very certain, how 
came you not to take advantage of being alone with 
her, after the rout? 

Sir F. I did : that is, should have done, had we 
not been interrupted. 

Mrs. M. By whom 7 

Sir F. A new footman ; an odd kind of— Oh ! 
here the very fellow conies. 


Enter Gabriel, loitering and leering. 

Mrs. M. What does the rude lout leer at? 

SirF. Country curiosity. 

Gah. ( A ttempting to go once or twire, then jpaiiaMw 
and turning back.) Pid — did — did your ladyships 
honour call? 


Mrs. M. No. 

Qab. I— thought, mayhap, you wanted i^y lord. 

Mrs. M, What should I want yon for, think yoa» 
friend ? I 

Gab. Nay, marry, that’s iflon) nor I can tell. 

Sir F. What is your name ? 

Gab. /Gabriel, an’t please you. In my last place, 
they used to call me the Sly Simpleton. 

Mrs. M< And who did yon live with last? 

Gah, Why, you an’ heard of my lady’a brother, 
the rioh nabob, that be just come over fro* the 
Eastern Indies? 

Sir F. Mr. Wilmot? 

Gab. Ees ; I do come fro’ bin estate, out o* Staf- 
fordshire. 

Sir F. You are part of the live stock? 

Gab, Anan! 

Mrs. M. Were you in his service ? 

Qab. N— e— ees. 

Mrs. M. How long? 
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ChA. Better nnr a week. 

SirF, Whatiortoramaniihel • 

Gab. Humph!* A be well enbogh when a*§ 
pleased; though I oanno* sajr as 1 do like him 
much for a measter. 

J4rs.M, Why so? 

(M. Becase a'll neither let a servant tell lies nor 
take money. 

Sir F. Indeed! 

Gab. No, a wo'not; whereof, here, I 6nd, 1 can 
no* please my ladj, if I do no* tell lies; and, I am 
sure, I canno’ please myself if 1 do no* take money* 

Sir F, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mrs. M. Ha, ha, ha! So, be did not suit you ? 

Gab. No; a’s too high flown, di *twere, in's 
notions^ 

Sir F. Which way? 

.Gftb. A makes a great case o' whatu calls friend- 
ship, and honour, and honesty, and such like ; and, 
yon know, if a poor sarvant gi’s heed to that there 
sort o’ stuff, a’s not likely to get rich. 

Mrs. M. Upon my word I 

Sir F. So, Mr. Wilmot’s hpad is full of such non- 
sense, is it? ^ 

Gab. Oh! a’s brimful o’ such nonsense, andsso 
were I, while 1 lived wi’ he ; which wur the reasog, 
as 1 do suppose, that they called me a simpleton ; 
hut 1 am not so simple as folk think me. 

Sir F. ( To Mrs. M. ) My dear Mrs. Modely, 
leave me for a moment with this fellow. You’ll be 
upon the watch, to throw in any hints or aids youaj 
happen to see necessary, and apropos. 

Mrs. M. Yes, yes ; that is, for Emily and the 
elo|ier.ient : but lie cautious; a defeat would turn 
the tables upon us. and make us the jest of the whole 
town, friends and enemies. 

Sir F. How caV^ou fear if? 

Mrs. M. Nay, I do not; 1 know my se]i, and 1 
know you. 

Sir F. Gabriel is your name, you say? 

Gab. Ees. 

SirF. You seem a sharp kind of fellow, and one 
that understands his own interest. 

Gab. Ees ; I understand my own interest. 

Sir F. Are yon, if occasion should ofler, willing 
to do me a piece of service? 

Gab. Humph! What will you gi’ me? 

Sir F. 1 see you are a sensible fellow, and come 
to the point at once. 

Gab. Ees ; I love to come to the point. 

SirF. And you would not betray me to anybody? 

Gab. Why, not unless somebody were to pay me 
better. 

Sir F. Upon my honour, thou art the honestest 
rogue I ever met with. 

Gab. Ees, thfd 1 be. 

SirF. Here, here is money for thee; and, ob- 
serve, as thoir heemest perfectly to understand a 
bargain, thou shall have more ih proportion to thy 
fidelity and capacity ; and, moreover — Canst thou 
read and Vrite? 

Gab. Ees. 

Sir F. Well, then, be faithful, and I will get 
thee a place in the excise : and now, observe, 1— >I 
have a very great respect and friendsliip for your 
lady. 

Gab. Ees, ees ; as we sen i’tbe country, ydu have 
more nor a month’s mind to her. 

Sir F. How, sirrah I Dare you suppose have ? 

Gab. Nay, now, belike you think me a simpleton, 
too. Your great folk supposen a sarvant has neither 
ears mff eyes ; but, lord! they are mistaken : ecod ! 
their ears are often plaguy long. What, mun, 1 wur 
no* so fast asleep as you thought me, i'the passage, 
this morning. 

Sir F. (if aids.) The rascal 1 

Gab. Belike, becase I be a country lad, you 
reokoD 1 should think it strange, like, that one ^n* 
tleman ibotild leak a liking to another gentleman's 


wife 

here, 


I ; bnt, lordl I know well enough that's nought 
I ha’ learned a little o* whai^ what. 

SirFm Nay, friend Gahrielt 1 am more and more 
oonvinced thou art a clever, acute fellow. 

(rob. Lord! mon, vour worship need no* be so 
shv, like ; you do know,- ydhajba^ promised me a 

E laoe; an' places that areno* TOugbtone way, moo 
e bought another * 

Sir F, Well saidf friend Gabriel ! ■ 

• Gab. An' as for keeping o’ family secrets, do no* 
you fear me ; becase why, 1 do find they be a sar- 
vant’s Jmst parkisites ; for, an' it wur no^ for family , 
secrets, bow should so many poor country Johns so 
vey soon become gentlemen? 

Sir F. This fellow's thoughts run all in one chan- 
nel ; his rnling passion is money; the love of that 
sharpens his intellects, and opens his eves and 
ears. {Aside.) Well, Gabriel, you shall find me ge- 
nerous as a prince, provided — ^liere’s somehody 
coming— go into the next room ; I'll speak with you 
presently. J 

Gab. Ees ; bnt I do hope your honourw worship 
wunna' forget the place, like? \ 

A’fr Never fear. lExuGabrieL 

.Enter Emily.. 

My angel ! my life ! — * • 

EntUy. Hush! Mv papa is coining, andnranis to 
take me away with him nome. 

Sir F. Away ! 

Emily. Yes ; hush ! take no notice. 

^ Ea/er Gem-RAL BuRLAND. 

{General. Qome, Emily, are you ready? . 

Emily. I am always ready and happy to obey tny* 
dear pnpa , but surely, sir, you will not let me leave 
Lady Morden without so much as bidding her adieu? 

• General, i'll write a card of tlianks to her lady- 
ship, with your respects, and as many compliments 
as vod please. ^ . 

Emily. Nay, buL dear sir, consider ; it will seem 
too abrupt. Lady nlorden is so good, sw kind! I 
would not give her a moment's pain for tne world. 
Besides, I have ao many obli^tiona to her lady- 
ship. . 

General. I begin to be afraid, child, lest you 
should have too many obligations to her ladyship. 

Emily. Let me only stay to-night, and to-morrow 
morning I will go with aH my heart, and as early 
as you please, if you desire me. 

SirF. 1 protest she is bantering him. Ob! the 
charming, inalicions little angel! (Aside.) Ay, 
General, let Emily stay to-g|gbt; I will answer for 
her she will go to-morrow morning, as soon as you 
please, if you desire her. 

General. You will answer for her! 

Sir F. Tes : won’t you permit me,* Emily ? 

Emily. My dear papa knows i nelTer attempt to 
break my word. 

General. Yes, mj child, I do know you have, 
hitherto, been unspotted and pare as the morn- 
bloiprn lily ; and my anxic^ that you should remain 
NO makes me thus desirous of your quitting th|a 
house. When I brouglit you here, these d^ra did 
not so easily^/ open«t tlie approa^ of such fine, 
such accomplished gentlemen as Sir Frederick 
Fashion. 

SirF. (Asid^.) By heavens, he antioipates bis 
misfortunes ! 

Emily. (Takes the General's hand.) Do, mv dear 
papa, consent only for to-day; I don’t ask any 
loliger. 

Sir F. (Aside.) I oonld hog the charming hy- 
pocrite! 

General. Well, well. EmmV ; vou know I never 
deny you anything; lor, indeed, you never yel 
asked anything that oonld give the moat anxiooc 
and affectionate father a moment’s pain. 
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EmUy, {Kisses hishaiid,) I thtnk yeu, d«tr, dear 
air ; TOO have made me Happy. 

Su’ F, Bt mj lifeilE ahall find this a much more 
ameable affair tbaff I hoped. (Aside.) Yea, Geoe- 
rai, TOO — TOO are a very eoeid papa. 

.Yoii tbi# 80 ? 

Sir F. Yea, I do, i^on my aeol ! 

Creoeral. Then 1 am what yon, I am afraid, will 
never be. " [Bail with Emily. 

Sir F. Ha, ha, taa ! He does not snapect we are 
io BOOH to be ao nearly related. Ha, ha. ha! I 
>‘ahoald like to be present when he first hears the 
news. He— he wtll foam and bonnoe like a cork 
from a bottle of champagne. 

Enter Lord Morden. 

Xord M. Well, Sir Fiederiok, is her ladyship 
tetorned ? 

Sir F. Yes ; she is dressing for dinner. She 
bonght the Actaeon. 

Lor^^. She did? 

Sir Ff-Oh I yes. She is a charming woman ! the 
eyes of fSe whole room were upon her. There were 
some smart things said : one observed a likeness 
betwueri me and Actaeon ; another thought it bm-e 
a far greatef resemblance to yvour lordship. 

LordM. Ha, ha, ha! About the head, no doubt? 

Sir Ft For my part, I said I thought the li^'eness 
was very capable of being improved. 

Lord M. You were very kind. 

Sir F. Oh ! pray, have you heard that Sir Peter 
Pry is going to sue for a bill of divorce? 

LordM. wo. 

Sir F. very true. I should not hnvt\sos* 
^peoted Sir Peter of such vulgar revenge; but, I 
iind, onr married men of fashion are far less liberal 
in their sentiments than the ladies. 

LordM. Ha, ha, ha! Yes; they often want a 
woman’s philosophy in these matters. * 

Sir F. Yes; they are wasps that fly and feed 
wherever they caiuiind hoRs^, but retain a sting 
Isr any marauder that shall approach their nests. 

LordM. Somewhat selfish, I own. 

Sir F. Mqch more liable to be jealous than the 
woftien ; and jealousy, your lordship knows, is the 
^ mo.Bt ridiculous, ill-bred, contemptible thing in 
nature. 

LordM. Ha, ha, ha! Yes, yea. Ha, ha, ha! 
Perfectly despicable. 

Sir F. Oh ! nothing so laughable as the vagaries 
of a jealous husband : no creature suflfers so much, 
or is |(itied so little. 

Lord M. Ha, ha, ha! Ay, the thefts of love are 
applauded, not punisiwd. 

Sir F. Yes; and the poor, robbed husband, 
walchinan-like, twirls his rattle, alarms the neigh- 
bourhood, and collects assistants, who never fail to 
aid the thief, hnd laugh at him and his loss. 

■ Lord M. Yfe’— ye — yes. — Ha, ha, ha ! — A husband 
is a very strange, ignominious animal. 

Sir F. A jealous husband ! 

Lord M. A paltry, inechanioal — ■ 

Sir F. Without an idn of life or manners! r 

LordM. Ha, ha, lia! Very true. But come with 
me ; tl|ore’s a young gentleman in the antichamber, 
of a good fan'ily, who wishes to berntroduoed to' 
you. A very pretty fellow ! Has an ambition to do 
something which shall give him dc/af, and is, there- 
fore, desirons of being known to ns men of the 
world. 

SvrF. Well, I am yonr’s for a few raiootcs; bot 
, 1 mast attend Lady Morden at her toilette presently. 
^ lEmnmt. 

■■ ACT III.-SlcEHB I.— TAs some. 

|x>BD Morden, and Gabriel tnfrocbioo^ 
General Burland. 

' 'GesHiwI. WMl, mV lord, ik Lady Mofden to be 



Oab. Oil! ees, yoor worship, bur will bo, anon; 
Tor yondpris $ir Frederick, nelpilig the maid to 
dress her ladvkhip. 

General. Helping to dress her ladyship ? 

Oab. Ees : they sent me for somenmilk of roses, 
here; (shews the phial) and, would yon believe it? 

I war sioh nn oaf, 1 had never heard before that 
roses gave milk. 

General. Ah! you are some half-tanght ooontry 
booby. 

O^. Why, so I do find ; for, in the coantry, the 
folk do only clear-starch their aprons and raffles ; 
but here, ecod ! they clear starch their faces. 

Gn^eru/. ^eil, go,, carry in your milk; and 
inform her ladyship I am waiting her. leisure. 
(Laughing within.) 

Gab. Ecod! here they all come, your honour; 
and rare and merry th^ be! but your Londoners 
do lead a rare ranting life ! [Exit. 

Enter Sir Frederick Fashion, Lady Morden, 
and Mrs. Model y. 

Lodv JIf. Ha, ha. In! Oh! you whimsical toad, 
.jon! Ha, ha, ha! You hove half-killed me! I am 

f itid to see you in town. General. We have been 
rawing the characters of our acquaintance ; and 
Mrs. Modely and Sir Frederick Fashion have been 
so droll and so satiricnl ! 

General. Ah ! no doubt. 

Laify M. I could not have thought there was so 
I'^much satisfaction in remembering the failings of 
' one’s friends. 

Mrs. M. Oti ! it makes one so cheerfal I 
Sir F. And keeps one so charmingly in counte- 
nance ! 

General. (Aside.) Which yo,n.stand in very great 
need of. 

Sir F. I assure yonr ladyship, you have an ex- 
quisite turn for satire; }ou cut with excessive 
keenness, and yet, with a dexterity that makes the 
very patient tingle with pleasure. 

Lady M. You are partial. 

Lord M. I think you had not much company last 
night. 

Lady M. Your lordship was so well-bred, and 
made your visit so short, else yon would have 
found a great deal. 

Mrs. M. Ob ! yes, they poured in from all 
quarters. 

Sir F. Sir Nathan Neaptide, the yellow admiral, 
came. 

Lord M. An agreeable guest ! 

Lady M. Oh ! rude as his own boatswain. 

Mrs, M» That makes him so moch respected. 
Lady M. Yes', like a chimney -sweeper in a crowd, 
be makes his way by being dirty. ‘ 

Sir F. 1 protest, your ladyship, is prodigiously 
brilliant to-auy. 

LaduM, No, no; though I am a vast admirer of 
wit. A person of wit lias one very peculiar and en- 
viable advantage. 

LordM, W hat is tbgt, madam? 

Lady M. Long life. 

LordM. Longlife! * « 

Lady M. Yes ; a wit has more ideas, consequently 
lives longer, in one hour, than a fool in seven years. 

Sir F. For which reason, vonr ladyship is al- 
ready three times the age of old Parr. 

Lady M. Dear Sir Frederick, that is so gallant! 
Mrs. M. And so new I 

Gmerid. Why, yes ; this is the first time I ever 
beard a lady told she was old, and receive H as t 
compliment. 

IwrdM* Bat, yoor visitors— Who had yon next? 
Mrs. M. There was Sir Jeremy Still-life. ’ 

Lady M. And his bonqiiet. He primmed bimself 
up in one comer, and seemed to think that, like the 
image nf a saint on a holyday, he waapoWdbM and 
painted on pnrpoae to be ramd. - 
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Mr9» Jf. He was not singular in that. 

LadyM, Ob ! np ; there was awhile row of themr 
tliat, like jars and mandarins on a mantel-pieoe, 
looked raiitl^ ornamental, and served oharmingljp 
to fill up vacancies. 

OetwruL Everv trifle has its ose. 

Mra.M. Lord Index came, and stalked round the 
rooms, as if he bad been loaded with the wisdom of 
his whole librsvgr. 

Lady Af. Yes, he looked as solemn as a monkey 
after mischief. 

Sir F* ( Mimicking.) And drew op his face in fomr, 
like a writ of inqniry into damages, with a ** Take 
notice'* engrossed in front. ^ 

Lord M, fie would not stay late, for his lordship 
is as ca'Kful of his health as he is vain of his under- 
Standing. 

• JCadyM. And yet, be is but a kind of rosh-oandle ; 
he may glimmer a long while, but will never give 
muoh light. 

LtndM. ft seems strange that your people who 
have acquired a little knowledge, always think t^ey 
possess an infinite deal ; while those who are the 
nest informed appear continually conscious of want««| 
ing more. * 

General. Not strange at all, my lord. Amassiog 
knowledge is like viewing the sun through a tele- j 
scope f you enlarge the object, but yon destroy the ' 
glare. 

Mrn. M. Did not yon observe that, notwithstand- : 
ing the pearl-powder, my Lady Bloom's neck lookeck | 
remarkably sallow 7 I 

Lord M. Oh ! as a Jew’s face under a green nm- ; 
brella. 

Sir F* The widow Twinkle, as nsual, talked a < 
vast deal about tH^ntation. 

Lady M. One is apt to admire a thing one wants. 

Lord M. She always takes infinite pains.to place | 
her reputation, like broken china in a beaufet, with 
the best side outward. 

Lady M. She may plaster and cement, but will 
never bring it to bear handling. 

Mra. M. Mr Pensive, the poet, came in, too. 

Shr F. Yes ; but as nobody look any notice of 
him, he presently went out again. 

General* A great proof of his good sense. 

iSiir F. Y our poets and sherifls'-oflicers are a kind 
of people everybody has heard of, but that nobody 
chooses to know. 

LadyM. Or, if you are under the necessity of re- 
ceiving a private call from them, now and then, it 
would be quite disgraceful to be seen with them in 
public. 

Lord M. Your ladyship used to be vqry partial 
to Mr. Pensive. 

General. Yeir; her ladyship used to have many 
singular partialities. She was once partial to merit 
aoo virtue wflerever Nbe found them; she had a 
partiality for order, economy, 'and domestic duties, 
likewise; nay, she even went so far as to cherish a 
partialit*y for your lordship. 

LadyM. Ha, ha, ha I Odious partialities! 

SirF. and Mrs. M. Ha, ha, ha! 

Lord M. Me — iga-*madam! Odious? 

Lady M. Ha. ha, ha! To be sore, sir: is it not 
odious to be uiifashionable? 

Mrs. M. Certainly. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir F. Ha, ha, ha! 1 protest. General, you are 
too severe. 

General. Am 1 7 

Sir F. Ha, ha, ha! Yon are, really. 

Mrs.M. Ha, ha! .Yes, yon are, indeed. General. 

Lady M. Ha, ha !• Yea, yes ; you absolotely are. 

General. Humph I >Vby don’t you laugh, my lord? 

LordM. 1 do. Ha, ha, ha! 1— I do. General: 
though, as to severity, I own I— I don’t see it in 
GSmrM. Nol ftfaat light. 

hirdM* No; I cannot aooasemyssiroraoy fault} 
'Mbjsa the love of pleasure he Stoe. 


OenerajL Hal Aadyour catalegae oTplMMires, 

I fancy, is pretty extensive. 

Lord Jf. Not half so extensive as one conld 
wish. 

General. A dioe-bpx, for instanoe, is one. 

Jj^rd M. A very principal one. 

Lady M. My short experience hardly entitles me 
to venture an opinion, but f find a wonderful simi- 
larity between gandng and a cold bath : you have a 
•^a tremor, 0 r~a hesitation, at first; but, having 
onoe plunged in, yon are thrown into the most de- 
lightfiil glow ! 

Lord M. Oh ! an ardent tingling — 

General. Beware, sir, that a shivering fit does not 
succeed. ( Mra. M. and Lady M. Uaagh.) 

SirF. Ha, ha. ha! Yon really have no mercy. 
General. You hit^ often, and so bard, egad ! 

Lord Jf. I’m vastly happy to seeyon all so merry, 
though, upon my soul, I can’t find out the jest. 

^ Genertu. That is strange, when you yonraelf make 

Lady Jf. Not in the least : there is ifipy a pro- 
fessed joker who does not understand hil^wn wit. 

General. I am tired, disgusted with this mixture 
of folly and wickedness. (Aside.) May I intfhde so 
far upon your ladyship as to obtain nalf-an-bonr’s 
private conversation? * • 

Ixady Jf. Whv, upon my word. General, I — I 
have so many anairs on band tfl-day, that I most 
beg you to excuse me : to-morrow you may com- 
mand me, for as long as you please. 

Sir F. Ay, do, General, have the complaisance 
to wait till to-morrow, when my lady will be more 
at^snre. 

General, ^ell, madam, f did not not use to hi 
thought an intruder by your ladyship, and will not 
begin now ; but since I cannot have the honour to 
tell you privately, 1 still think myself bhund to do 
'my duty, and inform you publicly, you are in the 
hand# of sharpers, ** who will filch from yon your 
good name;” nay, p^haps, you are on the very eve 
of destruction. Qn, guile!— Can it be? — Myneil^ 
is full ! — 1 — Lady Morden, I have no uttlranee; but 
if there be such a thing as sympathy, some small 
portion of the horror 1 now feel will communicate 
Itself to you. 

Lady M. The — the General has the strangest way 
of aflecting and harrowing— Has not be, my lord? 

LordM. Ye — yes; upon my honour, he — be— 1 
don’t know how — (Putting hia hand to his heart.) 

Str F. Ha, ha, Ira ! The General — the General is 
a true Don Quixote. He first creates giants, and 
then kills them. 

Lady M. Yes. Ha, ha, ha! His bead is foil of 
— of windmills to grind moral sentiments. But, 
come, Mrs. Modely, yon have not seen my oew 
purchase. 

Mrs. Jf . Oh ! what, the ActmonJ^ 

Sir F. Is it come home ? 

Lady Jf . Oh I yes ; I could not rest till I had iL. 

Mrs. Jf. Come, my lord; I long to see it. 

Lady Jf. The tints are charming! * 

•Mrs. Jf. So I bear. The grouping excellent ! 

LadyF. Oh, delightful ! 

Lordand Lady Jf. andMfrs^Mm. 

* Hnfrr Harriet.* 

Har. Hist! Sir Frederick ! 

Sir F. ( Turning back.) Oh ! well, sir, how ptw- 
ceeds your aroonr? 1 thought yon had been busied 
in schemes about that aftkir. 

Mar. Faith ! and I am so ; but I don’t believe I 
can succeed withoot your^assistance. 

Sir F. Perhaps you are a little aornpalons about 
the means. 

Mar. Me! Indeed, and you have mistaken your 
I man. Why, yon don’t think. Sir Frederick, I re- 

r rd the oompiainta og team of women? Yon tmA 
. sure, seek onr own grnSfieation, not dieir Inf- 
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piotfs ; for, if tbp loft.of mon lon^t only tbe hip- 

S ineis of womio; ’foith 1 there wonld be nothing bat 
nil mirriigeB, fond hoBbinde, and legitimate chil- 
dren ; and we sboaM lose all the satisfaction of se- 
dnoing wiYCSt raining daughters, and of bringing so 
manj fine, sweet, innocent craters npon the town. 

SptF, Oh ! it would strangely reverse the order 
of things. ** ^ 

Har. Order! ’Faith! and it would occasion a 
blessed confusion in Doctors' Commons. * 

F, For my part, present pleasure is my pur- 
euit; I never disturb roy imagination with ^ismal 
oomeotnres on fntnre consequences. 

Juar, 'Faith I hnd you are right : for, as yon say, 
it would^ be dismal enough to trace these conse- 
iraenoes into— Into streets, and hospitals, and places 
that the imagination sickens at. 

Shr F, Marriage, you say, is not your object ? 
Hot, Oh ! no j 1 don't like that said matrimony 
mnaio. 

Sir mortgaged rent-roll, only, can make it 
Bopporta^. A wife is like a child's whistle, which 
every br/ath can play upon, but which no art can 
make melodious. 

'Faith! and you have viry proper notions 
about wives.' So,^hin the dare qrater gave a mar- 
riagf^ hint, whyv I told her a dale of bolster, con- 
sarning old cross father, and being under age, 
and that I could^'not marry these three months. 
For, you know, one does not stand for a good double 
handful of oaths and lies, whin one wants to ruin a 
sweet, kind angel that one loves. 

SirF. Ha, ha, ha! Suppose you were to make a 
sham marriage. 

^ Har. A sham marriage! 'Faith! and I would 
make that, if there were nut a parcel of low rascals 
that make halters. 

Sir P: ' Psha ! That 'a a paltry , mechanical fear. 
Har. But you — you were telling me, you know,* 
of a scheme — ^ 

Sir F. Oh ! the contract. «r 
.<Mar. Ay, 'faith! the contraqf,. You said you 
would shg<rr it me. 

SirF. I will ; I have brought it for that purpose. 
I lately found it an elTicacious expedient. 

.. JETf/r. And succissful? [accident. 

SirF, Would have been, but for an unlucky 
Har. But there is one small impidimint. 

Sir F. What is that ? 

'Ffar. Westmioster-hall. 

Sir F, Psha ! A house of cards. 

Har. Oh! and that it isf for 'tis supported by 
knaves, and full of tricks. 

Sir F. Here — here is tbe very contract I myself 
gave. (Producing it.) 

Har. Ay \ 

Sir F, And here a counterfeit copy, with a few 


Har. Ay! 

F. An 

alight, but essential, alterations. 
Har. I - - 


unde^stand : — to put the change npon her, 
( With an anxious eye continually toward the contract . ) 

Sir F. Which you may easily take, or make, an 
opportunity to do. 

Har, W^ill, thin, lind jjiem both to me; and, 
’fahhljyoa shall see fine divarsion. 

5tr/^.^No, I — I'll have them copied for you. 
This is signed aid sealed. > « 

Hot. Arrah ! what of that? Ha, ha, ha! Sure, 
you are not afraid you would be obliged to marry a 
manl 

Sir F. No ; the only danger in trusting them to 
you is that of losing them. And even then, there 
eonld be no ill conseqnence, except by falling into 
the bands of one who is far enough from Lond^on. 

* Har, Ay, ay ; lit me have them. I give you my 
honour to make a proper use of them. 

Sir F, Ha, ha, ha ! You are a promising youth, 
jmmI it would be a pity auob talents shodid be 
bMlked, so, here— here. 

At* Fromifjog! Ob, 'faith 1 and I hope to 


surpriae even you, yonrailf. You ihall priaently hear 
< 0 f the aoooeaa of your schaimes. ^ [£nf. 

Enter Gabriel. 

€htb. {Looking after Harriet,) There a* goes! 
Hop, step, and jump ! Eood ! she does it featly ! 

Sir F, She ! What’s that you say 1 

(rob. How a’ skipped into the carriage! There 1 
Off it drives ! W bur ! Rattling aH^y ! 

Sir F, What does the fellow mean t 'Sdealh !— 
Sure — Who are you talking of? 

' Gab, Why, of that Irish gentleman-like lady. 

Sir F, Lady ! 

Ga^, I war coming straight to tell you. There if 
a plot, man, against you. 

Sir F. A plot! (fctins toward the door.)* 

Gab. Nay, you are too late; a's gone; tfiraa 
streets off by this. 

Sir F. Confusion ! 

Gab. Ees ; she means to breed a coiifusion. 

*VirF. Who? 

frah. Miss Harriet. 

Sir F. Harriet! By heavens, 'tis she! 

1*^. Gab. Ees, 'tis she. 

Sir F. Secure fool ! Ineffable idiot ! And, yet, 
im that disguise, Lucifer himself could not have 
discovered her. And who told you? 

Gab. Why, bis worship's gentleman, Mr. La- 
pel le ; a' o'erheard her tell my lord aw her plot. 

Str F. What course shall I take? 

* Gab. Suppose I wur to watch, and, when she 
comes back, let your worship know ? 

Sir F. Do So; but be very careful, and be very 
secret. 

Gab. Ees, ees ; I remember the place, mun. 

Sir F. Away; be watchful,^ Vid be rewarded. 
rjEhrif GabrieL] This is a thunder-stroke ! Lord 
Morden in the plot, too! It will come to Lady 
Morden's ears ; I shall be blown, alt my plans dis- 
concerted, myself laughed nt, and my reputation 
eternally ruined. ( Walke about.) Ha! There irone 
way to prevent the mischief yet : — by heavens, it 
cannot fail! — I will go to fjady Morden, and, with 
feigned penitence, tell her every circnmslance my- 
self; only making her believe I knew Harriet when 
I returned the contract. She will admire roy can- 
dour, think my contrition real, and thus will I turn 
this seeming disaster to excellent aocouiit, by 
making it an additional proof of sincerity and affec- 
tion for her ladyship. Dear wit, I thank thee! thou 
never forsakest me at a crisis I Indeed, my lord, 
and my young lady I Ah, ha! But yon shall find 
one, perhaps, who can plot, as deeply as yourselves. 

[Exit. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — The same* ' 

Enter Lord Morden and Lapclle. 

Lord M. Into what an abyss of evils have I 
plunged tliroogh inexperience, want of reflection, 
and an absurd imitation of fashionable follies! 
— Lapelle ! * 

Lap. My lord? 

LordJE. Is the young — young gentleman returned? 

Lap. No, roy lord. 

LordM. 1 am on tbe rack! The liberties in which 
Lady Morden permits this Sir Frederick are insup- 
portable ! Unable to be silent, and ashamed to com- 
plain, 1 am tortured by contending passions. (Asitfs.) 
LApelle, let me know the iuslant tbe — the young 
gentleman comes back. 

Lapmi^Toet my lord. (Gotim.) 

Lora M. Stay ! — What if I were to inform Lady 
Morden of this affair? Surely, she could not shut 
her eyes againat soofa a palpable, aueb on iinpria* 
cipled attempt at aaduotioo ! {Aside.) Go, and teH 
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Toar ladf 1 beg to ipeak with hen rnomeDt* TExU 


Zapelle.] What an absurd being is 

L-f ■ _J|_ 1U J 


fortnight ago. Lady Morden was totally indifferent 
to me ; and now 1 am in danger of losing her, I find 
1 love her — to^istraction love her. Yet to sink into 
a civil, sober, domestic man ; to become the stand* 
ing jest of all those high-spirited companions whose 
society I have courted, whose maxims 1 have pre- 
tended to admiUph- 

Enf/er Lady Morden. 

^ Lady M. So, my lord, in melancholy contempla-* 
tion ; and at home, too ! 

Lord M» Yea, madam. 

Lady M, j^od ! 1 wonder how yooivlordship can 
endure lAme ! Of all planes in the world, home is, 
certiynly, the moat disagreeable. 

Lord M. Did not your ladyship meet Lapelle? 

Lady M, Lapelle! No. 

Lora ilf. I — I wished to see your ladyship. 

Ladu JE. To see me! • What can your lordship 
possibly want with me? 

LordM. To speak to you.* [mV 


Not off tract? 


LordM, But, madan, did ho meatloD tfaeoDo- 


Lady M. To be sure : and the counterfeit copy ; 
with the nnerous manner in which he, just now, 
returned Harriet the original ; though she thought 
he did not know her. 

Lord M. T am petrified ! Lady Morden, I per* 
eeive I have lost ypnr affectibns. 

Lath M, My lortf, 1 am above dissimulation. 
Y%b,1 own I have a passion, too pennament to be 
shaken ; and the satisfaction of a self-assuranco 
that liepvho, at present, possesses my heart, will 
not, so soon be weary of me as be who had it 
before. ' 

iMrdM. Yon cut me to the soul ! Did you know 
what I feel — 

Lady M. Feel, my lord! Ha, ha, ha! Ob, fie! 
Your lordship is a man of fashion, not of feeling. 

Lord ilf. Hovering mischief, madam, has quick- 
ened benumbed nature in me. {Kneels and takes ker 
hand.) Oh! let me conjure you. Lady fddfdtn, to 
reflect on your present situation ! I have effndnoted 
you to the horrid precipice of guilt and %estrao- 
Lady Af. Speak to me! You perfectly surprise ^tiun! Oh! suffer me to save, to snatch jmu from 


Lord M. On a subject which I — I scarcely kndw 
bow to begin. • 

Lady M. Ha, ha, ha ! What can have made yonr 
lordship so serious? Ha, ha, ha ! I declare, I never 
saw you look so grave before. This must be some 
very important secret, that can occasion your lord- 
ship to look so very dismal. I vow, I am quite im- 
patient. Come, niy lord, why don’t you proceed? 

Lord Af . I — I begin to find 1 have been very 
foolish. 

Lady Af. Ha, ha, ha ! Is that the secret? 

Lord Af. 1 — I 1 have been to blame. 

Lady M. To blame, my lord! How? Which 
way ? Or, if yon have, how does it concern me? 

Lord Af. Your ladyship used to think our inte- 
rests inswarablp. 

LadyM. For which your lordship always laughed 
at me ; and, 1 freely own, 1 was a very silly, out- 
of-the-way woman. 

Lord Af. Perhaps not, madam. 

Lady Af. How, my lord! not? Your lordship is 
very polite, but you know very well I was. 

LordAf. Lady Morden, yon once loved me. Yon 
yoiir|ielf, not long since, kindly owned you did. 

La^M, \ery true, my lord; but why— -why, 
now, ^lould you reproach me with my follies? 

LoidM. 1 feel the severity of your reproof; it 
is no more than 1 merit. 

Lady Af. {Affecting surprise.) I really don’t un- 
derslatid your lordship ; I — I meant no reproof. We 
loved each other as long as it was agreeable to us, 
and if my passicai happened to outlast your lord- 
ship’s, that was none of your fault. These are the 
principles of all rational people, you know, my lord. 

Lord Af. They aie principles, madam, that from 
my soul I widh I had never beard. 

Lady M. Upon my honour, you astonish me. 
Have not 1 learnt them from yourself? 

LordM. Unjustifiable, madam, as my conduct 
may have been, I it^vor carried them to the same 
excess as Sir Frederick Fashion. 

Lady Af.' Sir Frederick Fashion, may, perhaps, 
be as capable of reformation as yonr lordsbl(>. 

Lord M. Your ladyship mav — may be partial. 

Lady Af. Partial! 

LordM. Who so great a libertine as this Sir 
Frederick ? 

Lady Af. Has been. He has candour enough to 
confess it. • 

Lord Af. Has been ! Madam, there exists apre- 
seot proof of deliberate seduction : an injured laay — 

Lady M. Oh ! what, the^tbe croat? 

LordM. Madam! I 

Lady M, What’s your suprise, my lord? Don t i 
I tell yon be baa eonfessed ul his follies to me ? I 


danger. {Lady Af. laughs.) 

Enter Sir Frederick f^AgHioN. 
Ha, ha, ha! How no^, my load! 


Ha, 


ha, ha! Making love to your wife^ 

Lady Af. Ha, ha, ha! Oh ! Sir Frederick, if yoa 
had but come a little sooner, you would have heard 
the most delightful morality. 

Sir^F. Ha, ha, ha! Morality from my lord? 

Lord Af. Yes, sir, morality from my lord. 

Lady Af. Ha, ha, ha! Nay, I assure you, be is«. 
quite serious. ( Retires coquetting withrSir F.) 

Lord M. Rejected, ridicMiled, despise^ their 
sport, their scorn ! their subject for operiVarcasin, 
faughter, and contempt ! Oh. insupportable! [Bjrtf. 

Lady Af. Ha, ha, lia! My lord lias a mind to &I1 
in love with me once fhore. 

Sir F. Nobody but my lord, madam, lyinldever 
have ceased a moment to love you. • 

Lady Af. Well, Sir Frederick, and may I, then, 
at last, flatter myself I have found that sympathy 
of soul for which I have so long sighed? 

SirF. Alas! madam, 1 dare not rank myselfyoor 
equal ; no, I dare not. There is such inbnitude of 
lierfection in your every thought, look, and expres- 
sion, that to merit you, were to be, as you are^ 
something celestial. Yet, such virtue os mere hu- 
manity may arrive at, I will exhaust nature with 
endeavours, and weary heaven with prayers, to 
acquire. 

Lady Af. There is, surely, some secret charm in 
your words. 

Sir F. Did T think the gratification of any sinister 
passion inOuenced my present conduct ; were it not 
my hope to remove you from the c^d embrace of 
satiated apathy, to the sweet and endless transports 
of love, founded on, permit me to say, on a conge- 
niality of soul and sentiment ; did I not feel an ibiiato 
conVictioD that there already subsists between ns a 
tie of the most indissoluble nature, an immaculate 
tie, a marriage of the nfind, superior infinitely to all 
hnnian institutions ; did I not think itnd feel thus, I 
would instantly, dreadful as the image is to thonght, 
renounce that heaven which 1 have bad the pre- 
sumption to contemplate, nay, aspire to possess. 

Lady M. And if, after all this, you should prove 
false, Sir Frederick ? 

Sir F. False, madam ! Oh ! let me DoiyDre yon 
to inflict any punishment on.me, rather than that of 
scspecting my sincerity. Thus, kneelia^, oR this 
aitgelio hand, I vow — 

EMer LORD MORDEN. 

LordM. I cannot reiiit the impulse wbiflb** 

Ho w» Sir Frederick! 
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[Act IV. 


Sir F. {Bumg.) Mj loid? 

Lord M. So, madam— 

LadgM, So, air! 

Loru If. Yoa oan liateo to monlitj from others, 
madam, if not from me. 

Lady M. Oh ! I — I havelio dislike to a sermon 
when I admire the preacher. * 

Lord M» Madam, ff joo have no respect for mjr 
lionoar, jon might have some (hr m v feeimEs, and — 
Lad^ M. A — a — hold, hold, mjlord! You fre 
beginning jonr discourse again *, but I am in a hurry, 
and will near you draw your conclusions sopie other 
opportunity. 
iLord ilf. Madam — 

Lady M. Nay, I will, npon my honour. [Exii, 
Lord Mm Hold! sir, a word with you, if you 
please. 

Sir F, With me, my lord 1 
Lord M. With yon. 

Sir F, Willingly. Your lordship seems in so 
pleasad^ humour — 

XiordfY. Sir, I am in a humour neither to be 
trifl^ jAth nor sneered at. 

Sir F". Ha, ha. lial I can.iusnre ;|roor — Ha, ba,^ 
ha your lordship, no man is happier to see yon 
in your present temper than I am. 

J^ord M. LrDk you ! Sir Frederick, you iind I 
have be,en too long of the same school for hk! to be 
ignorant of your principles ; but I begin to detest 
them. {Sir P. laughs.) They are now, at this very 
moment, rending mv heart. They have planted a 
nest of adders in my bosom. In short, sir, you must 
forbear your visits to Lady Morden. 

Sir F. M V lord- 

^ Xord M . I am serious — determined. 

Sir F. Ha, ba, ha ! When her ladyship gives me 
this advice, it may, perhaps, be followed. 

X^ro^' It must and shall be followed, sir, when 
I give it. {Sir F. laughs.) Ridiculous as it maV 
appear to you, and such as you, I feel and will 
assert a husband’s rights. 

Sir Fm Ha, ha, ha! I congratulate your lordship 
on the keenness and delicacy of your feelings \ they 
give me great pleasure-, infinite pleasure, upon my 
loitl. Ha, ha, ha! As to a husband’s rights, I have 
no doubt you will very shortly be in full possession 
of them ail. 

Lord M. Sir, I will have you know, I am, at 
present, in full possession of them all. 

Sir F. May be so, egad ! 

Lord M. And oan no longer forbear telling you 
1 Believe you to be a villain. 

Sir F. Ah ! now your lordship is perfectly ex- 
plicit. ( They draw am fight.) 

Enter Gabriel, who runs fearlessfy between thetUf 
and loqks first at one, then at the other. 

Lord M. Hbw now, sirrah! How dare you take 
this liberty? 

Qdb. Nay, ecod ! there do seem to be some 
danger in it ; an’ I had not dared to dare, but that 
I-tbonght your lordship ^ould na stick I. 

Lord M. Begone, sirrah ! 

G«6^Nay, but my lady sent me, and would be 
glad to speak wi* your honour’s wora^iip. 

Lord AT. With me? 

Oab, Ob! no; not wi’ your lordship’s honour’s 
worship ; but wi’ his worship’s honour. Sir Fred- 
erick Fashion. 

<S>ir F. This is no place, my lord ; we’ll settle 
Ihis business to-morrow. To-morrow, mjr lord, to- 
morrow. [Exit, 

Lord M. D nl— Tortore! To-morrow !— He 

bu some concealed, meaning. How now, sirrah ! 
What do you stand gaping at? How ^re yon 
come between us? 

•GoB. Why, eoodi I knew <kat, wi’ ns, i’th* 
oot^y, mnrder woold have been against the oom- 


maodements; and I had forgotten that here, in 
flown, yon have no commandements. 

Lord M. (Aside.) This fool can see the excesses 
of passion in their tree light. 

Oab. I’m sorry *at I angered ypur lordship’s 
worship ; becase as why, I wur determined to do 
like the rest of my neighbours; for, sartinly, wnr 
a body .to keep the ooiiimandemenls, while every- 
body else is breaking them — a’dJ|to a pour devil, 
indeed. ( Lord Mordm walks about.) Belike, your 
lordship be a bit jealousy, like? 

Lori M. How, sirrah ! 

Gab. Nay, I should no* a* wondered an yon war, 
an ^ had no| been told that yonr Londoneers be 
never jealousy, like. 

Lord M. Should not have wondered ! Why not, 
sirrah? 

GoB. Nay, ecod ! I manna tell. ' • 

Lord Af. Tell what? 

Oab. Nay, that’s it. As I said, I monna tell. 
Lord Af. ( Puts his hand to kis noord.)* Speak all 
yon know, instantly, or — 

Gab. ( With half s^ious and half sulky reproof.) 
Nay, nay, donna be in a passion, your worship : I 
bCf no goose, yon monna apit me. 

' Lord Af. Speak, I say ; I'll have your secret, or 
yonr soul. 

Gab. Ecod ! believe, your worship will be 

C UKsled to find either — though that Sir Frederick 
e an old fox, a’s used to steal chicken. 

Lord Mm Be explicit. What has he done ? 

Gab. Done ! Oh ! a’a — 

LordM. What? 

Gab. Promised me a place. 

Lord Af. Zounds ! 

Gab. And, moreover, a’ a parse ; which 
is better still: for, your worship’s grace do know 
that an egg in hand is better nur a hen in expeota- 
tion. 

Lord Af . Suppose, sirrah, I give you my pmne, 
too. 

Gab. Nay, ecod ! an yon gi’ it me, I b’lieve, I 
shall — I shall take it. 

Lord Af . There, sir. 

Gab. Thank your worship’s lordship. {Gabriel 
puts up the pursst and walks leisurely off.) 

Enter Harriet. ^ 

LordM, {Following Gabriel.) Why, hark you, 
sirrah! — Come back ! — Why, rascal? 

Har* (Calling.) Hist! My lord! My lord ! 

Lord M. (Looking back to Harriet, and then 
recollecting Gabriel.) Astonishing eflVontery ! 

Hdr. Mylord! ' ^ 

Lord Af. {Returning.) Oh! madam, I am dis- 
tracted, 

Har. Have patience, but for c«ie quarter of an 
hour, and I hope to rid you of all your fears, end 
infiict that punishment, on the author of them, 
which he dreads most. 

Lord Af. How, madam ? 

Har, By exposing him; making him whal he 
delights to make others — a subject of langfater and 
contempt. 

Lord Af . Which way, madam 7 
HircK. We may be overheard. Step with me into 
the antichamber, and I’ll inform you. IBxU. 

Enter Gabriel. 

Gab. ( Peeping after Lord Morden and Harrialf 
and then calUnq) Sir Frederick ! Sir Frederick! 

Sir F, Well, what’a the-matter? How oameat 
thou off with bit lordship? 

Oab. Off!— Ecod! 1 — wish yon may come off 
as well. 

Sir F. I ? 

Oabm Eea. Why, mno, there be the bailifia, 
below. ^ 
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If 


Sir F, Bailiffs 1 

Oab* Eea ; sent By the Irish gentleman,— lady I 
mean, a'ier your wonhip. Eeod! hnr is deter- 
mined to ha* yao, safe. 

Sir,F. The oiBvil! What's to be donel Is she 
with them ? 

Gab, No ; bur be come back, and is gone into 
the antiohamber wi’ my lord. 

Sir F. And has not seen them? 

Gab. Likely not. ^ 

Sir F, Here! quick, change clothes with me, 
and tell them you are Sir Frederick Fashion. 

Gtdf. Me! — Ecod! thank yon for that. No, no; 
I would na* be in vonr coat for fifty popnd. ^ 

Sir F, «Fool ! they dare not detain yon. 

Gab. I’ll take care they sha’n’t. 

Sir*F. ’Sdealh ! What’s to be done ? 

Gab. Ecod I Suppose — suppose I wur to go, and 
tell the Irish gentleman somebody wanted hnr ; 
and so make ’em arrest she? 

Sir F. Ha ' exquisite fellow, I conceive. Away, 
send her instantly. ^ 

Enter two Bailiffs. s 

Bailiff. Ts your name Sir Frederick Fashion, sirl. 

Sir F. No, sir: but Sir Frederick will be here, 
directly : if you have any business with him. 

Bailiff. (Asi^e to bis companion.) Have your 
handkerchief ready, should he make any noise, for 
fear of a rescue. This is a very serious affair. — 
(7*0 Sir Frederick.) Pray, sir, what kind of person 
is Sir Frederick ? 

Sir /«'. Urn — a handsoftie — agreeable little gen- 
tleman, and very youna* 

Bailiff. May I a||f:<^ir, how he is dressed? 

Sir F. (Aside.) Gad! well remember’d. — (To 
the Bailiffs.) Dressed! — Oh! he is dressed lor*— 
for Urn masquerade. Here he comes. (The Bailiffs 
rffdm a little upon the watch.) 

Enter HARRIET. 

(To Harriet.) Well, Sir Frederick ! Ha, ha, ha ! 
How goes your scheme? 

Har. Oh, ho ! Faidth ! and are you so jocular? 

Sir I have been thinking this is a dangerous 
business, and would advise you not to give the 
girl th0t contract ; it may bring you into trouble. 

Bailiff. (Aside to his companion.) You hear. 

Har. Oh ! faidth ! and she has it safe enough. 

Bailiff. (Advances.) Sir Frederick Fashion, — 
(Touches Harriet on the shoulder.) — you are my 
prisoner, sir. I have a special writ against you. ■ 

Har. Ha, ha, ha! Against me! Arrahy frind, 
but you are makiiig a bit of a bull, here. 

MaBiff. We know what we are about, sir. My 
carriage is belows; you shall be treated like a gen- 
tlemlm ; but we must beg you to go with us in- 
stantly, and without a noise. 

Har. ( Manned and forgetting the brogue.) I tell 
you, friend, you mistake the person. 

Enter Gadriel. 

Gab. (Goes up to Harriett Here, Sir Frederick, 
here be card from Colonel Castoff, wi’ his compli- 
ments. * 

Hot. Sirrah ! Me ! 

Gab. ( With pretended aatonishment.) Ees, to be 
sure. 

Bailiff. Sir, we must be gone. 

Har. This is a concerted trick. Here! 

[As aponSaa Harriet begins to Mif, the 
Bailiffs clap the handkerchief over 
her mouthf and hurry off uiith her. 

Chb. Did not I do it rarely ? 

Sir F. Do ! I could wonder and worship thee. 
In half a year, thou wonldst make an ass of 
Maebiavel. Oh! that I could but retrieve that 
^ eursed oootracL 


rs. M. sayi wuy, to-morrow morning, the 
e town will be in a flame. a 

rttVy. Well, that will be pure! tf 
rs. Af. Oh! .Sir Frederick — V. 

^ F. (Runs to Emily. ) My life ! my atMl ! mj 


§ Gab. I do think I oould get it. 
p Sir F. Ay ! Nay, 1 do. almost, be|d" ^ believe 
in miracles. Which way? 

Gab. No matter for that. What will gi’ me? 

Sir F. Whatever tIlOo canst wiidi: a hundred 
goinbas — 

Gab. And the place in the eacise? 

Sir F. Any thing, *ererything! — Ron, tiy, fly I — 
Think, ancoeed, and I’ll make an emperor of thee. 
Gab. Ees ; I’ll be emperor of excise-men. [Exil* 
Sir F. The shrewdness and abililies of tbia 
fellow, at-e amazing. 

Enter Mrs. Modely .followed by Emily. 

^ Mrs. M. (Shaking as she enters. ) Yes, my sweet 
little Emily, the greatest beauty in London would 
be envied, had she made such a conquest. 

Emily. Ah ! you say so. 

Mrs. M. Say! Why, to-morrow morning, the 
whole town will be in a flame. 

Emily. 

Mrs. ■ 

Sir F. 
transport! 

Emily. ( 7'o Mrs. Modely.) What sweet wo^s ! 
Mrs. M. You afe very much o^^iged to me, 

1 asBurp you. I have been speaking to swdbt, 
dear, little Emily here in your bebalT. 

Sir F*. Then, madam, I am inexpressibly obliged 
,to you. 

Emily. Yes; Mrs. Modely is very much your 
friend, and very much mv friend — a’n’t vou, Mrs. 
Models? 

Mbs. M. Yrs, my little dear, I am, indeed, very 
much your friend : and, if I had not the best opinion * 
in the world of Sir Frederick, would not have 
spoken as I have. 

*Emihf, Well, Sir Frederick, have you ordered 
the chaise and four? 

Sir F. (Pretending Ao he afraid Mrs. Modely 
should overhear.) Yes. Hush! 

Emily, Nay, you^may say anything be^re Mra* 
Modely. I have told her all; for, you know, she 
is my friend. s 

Mrs. M. Yes, yes, Sir Frederick; be assured I 
will not betray any secret, the keeping of which 
will make my dear Emily so happy. 

Emily, Yes, we shall be so happy! You know. 
Sir Frederick, you swear to marry me. 

Sir F. Solemnly. (AU thronyh the scene he looks 
anxiously round, at intervals, fearful of being siir- 
prised.') 

Emily, Well, bat, swear it again ; now, before 
Mrs. Modely. 

Sir F. By all the saints — 

Emily. Saints ! Psha ! you should swear by— 
by my bright eyes that dim the stars. * 

Sir F, Oh ! By those bright eyes^lbat dim the 
blazing sun. 

Emily, And — and, my beauties that edipae the 
blnsbii^ moon ! • 

Sv^F, Ay, by those, and all your bnminf 
charms, 1 swear. 

Emily. To marry me the moment we qome tn 
Scotland? 

Sir F. The moment we come to Scotland. 

Emily. And, if we be pursued — 

Sir F. To fight for yon! die for you ! 

Emily. Oh! that will be delightful. 

Sir F. (Aside.) The devil it will ! 

EmUy, Come, let ns set off! My band-box is 
ready. 

Sir F\ That is impossible, my angel. 

Bmih. Impossible! 

SirF. 1 have not ordered[ the ohaise till ten 
o’clock. 

Emily. Oh, dear! What, two whole hours 
loogerf 

Sir F. They are two ages, I grant. (Loekmp 
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roMMf.) Forgire mj femri, mj dearatt Emilj ; bot, 
thoaj|[h tbe pleaaore of joar oompanj is the inoi»t 
precioas tliini; on enrtli— ^e — a~yet — 

Emily* Whet, yoo went me gone? 

Sir F* Rather than jon ehould think lo unkihdlj, 
I will ron the hazard of being sarprised, and eter- 
nally aeparated fronryon. 

EmUy* Will yon? I am Borftyoa don’t love me, 
then. However, I’ll go. You will be sore toebe 
readj, the moment the olock atrikea ten. [£jnl. 

Sir F. Time ia precioua. Here have been anch 
plota againat me. ” 

Mrs, M. Plota ! 

Sir F, Oh ! I have eacaped Soylla and Charyb- 
dia: but wind and tide are now both with me. 
Lady Morden ia to meet me here in half an hour. 
Throogh that door ia her chamber. 

Mrs, M, Oh ! you vile creature. 

Sir F, What prude, to-m<frrow, will dare pre- 
tend t'^at woman and education are a match for 
man adj! nature ? 

MrsfM, And ao you will peraiat in your wioked- 
neaa, K^apite of my perauaaiona. 

S'* F, Lady Morden has still all the rhodomon^ 
fade of love in her brain : think a of nothing bat 
cooing-conata^^cy, and eternal ifaptnrea. 

Mrs, M, Simple woman I 

Sir F, Except, indeed, tormenting her husband; 
which seems to give the ain a double sweetness. 
Mrs, M. Or alie would be no wife. 

Sir F» So, as soon as I am gone oft’ with Emily, 
1 will have a consolatory epistle delivered to her. 
Mrs, M, Compassionate toad ! 

Sir F, Here it is, ready written ; and, if I don’t 
flatter myself, a master-piece. 

Mrs. M, Let me see! let me seel 
SirF No, you shall hear. (/Zeaib.) ** Dear 
madam, — Though you are an angel, if there he oth^r 
dMeb, am / to hlameV « 

Sirs, M. Certainly not. ^ 

Sir F, (Reads.) ** If man is naturally inconstant, 
susdif I^im a man, am I to bleJke?’* 

Mrs. M. Certainly not. 

Sir F. (Reads.) ** If nature has made variety the 
highest enjoyment, am I to blame?** 

Mrs, M, Certainly not. 

Sir F. (Reads,') ** If, since happiness is the pur- 
suit of us all, I am happy as often as I can, am I to 
hlamer* 

Mrs. M. Certainly not. 

Sir F. ( Reads,) ** Farewell, madam; sir cum- 
stances, as you will find, force me, thus suddenly, 
from yoiur arms, in which, I own, I found heaven 
centered: but, if you should call me cruel, perjured, 
and ungrateful, because I act naturally, and thwefore 
rationallu, am I to blame?** 

Mrs, M, Certainly noU Well, aa I live, this is 
a master-strike ! Perfectly as I thought 1 knew 
yon, you have aatoiiiahed me. 

Sir F, Yes ; ’tis the true Socratic mode. But, 
low, my dear Mrs. Modely, go yoa to Enaly, 
prevent her disturbing us, and keep her in readiness. 

Mrs, M. Well ! — remember, everything ia at 
stake i^^d be yourself. 

SirF. Fegir me not; that pres^.ience, which, 
they say, is the forerunner or all great events, 
gives me a happy assurance of success ; a confi- 
dence, that makes success certain. [Edeunt, 
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' turhs mv imagination; and, I fear, with reason, 
y The miJignaot joy, the smothered exult, the ob- 
scure, ironical, satire, which ran through the dis- 
course of that Sir Frederick, were not without a 
meaning. I wish 1 had not consented to let Emily 
stay. He sneered, I remember, at the momenta nay, 
it seemed the sneer of triumph. I wish she were 
safe, af iiiy own house. Poor Lady Morden! And, 
is it possible? Such rectitude of heart, such purity 
of sentiment! 1 wish Emily were at home. Should 
my child, my darling full, 1 were a wretch indeed 1 

Enter Lord Mordrn. 

Lord M.'I am miserable! distracted! racked! 
The thunderbolt has struck before 1 heard it! Oh ! 
that its exterminating power had been final ! But it 
has maimed, and deformed, and left a full feeling of 
wretchedness. 

General. How now, my lord? 

Lord M. General, I am* a wretch ! an irretriev- 
able, eternal wretch ! 

General. What ! “knd are you come to a sense of 
J this, now it is too late? 

Lord M, There's the misery ! — The curse is ac- 
complished, and hope is fled! 

General, Why, ay; such is the infatuation of 
folly and vice, they will not believe vengeance has 
an arm, till its fatal gripe is felt! 

Lord M, I cannot support these tortures ! — Oh ! 
that it were possible-^ 

General, What? 

Lord M, To reclaim Lady Morden. 

General. What, then? Another month and Sir 
Frederick Fashion, or any other libertine of fashion, 
might take her. 

Lord M, Never, never! Were her alTections 
once again mine, the stroke of death only liMMild 
separate us. ^ Jte? 

General. Well, my lord, if you are, at lasljlilli* 
vinced of the immensity of your loss, — I pity yCn! 

Lord M. Oh! would you could relieve ! 

General. Would I could! But, you were a wit- 
ness how ineflectual my endeavours were. How- 
ever, walk with me into the antichamber, and let 
us consult what is best to be done. Her principles, 
I fear, are shaken ; the only rock on whiob virtue 
can stand secure. # 

LordM. Sapped, destroyed I She avows'her in- 
tents; nnblushingly avows them! And recapitulat- 
ing my errors, my crimes, dares me to complain of 
or notice hers ! Scorns and contemns me, and justly ^ 
too, that such a thing as I should pretend to repeat, 
or respect, the word virtue. 

Generfd, It is what every husband, every father 
of a family must expect^ His smallest foibles will 
stand as precedents for a swarm afi follies ; and, if 
behave any vicesi they will propagate a bideoMi 
brood, that shall extirpate bis name from theharth, 
or overwhelm it with obloquy. LHstiml. 

Enter Gabriel and SIR Frederick. 

Gab, Come, man! — Your worship, come! 

Sir F, Are they gone? 

Gtd*. Ees. 

SWF. Well, what hast thou done? Where ia 
Harriet? 

Gab. Oh ! I ha* her safe. 

Sir F, Thou ! 

Chib, Ees, mun ; for, when tbe bailiffs fouiid out 
a war a woman, they wur parfitly ravenous. 

Sir F, And let her go? 

Gab, Ees. 

'Sdeath! 

Gab. But, I secured her. 

SWF. Se.cared! Impossible! How? 

I Oabm Nay, never do you mind how; I teiroe, 1 
1 ha’ her safe. 



Scene !•] SBDUGTIOK* 

Sir F. Bat where ore the btilifllii? 

. Oab. In this honee. 

Sir F. The devil they ere ! 

Oab. Ees, they be ; waiting for yoor wonhip. 

Sir F. Deatll and destrnction ! 

Odb. But what o’tbat 1 I ha* got the oontraet, 
mon. 

Sur F. Host thoa ? 

Gab. Ees, here it is. 

Sir F. Precious fellow! I coaid worship thee! — 

Give it me. 

Gab. Nay, hold there : I wanna do that. 

Sir F. Won*tl 

Gab. No, I wonna. a 

Sir F. J’sha! make no words, but deliver it ; — 
and, here — here is — 

Gak. Nay, put up your paper; for 1 wunna part 
wi'‘mioe. 

Sir F. ’Sdeath, fellow I 

Gab. liay, be mild tempered! — Stand wherti 
you be ; for an you stir Another step. I'll call the 
bailifl’s. • 

Sir F. Cunning scdbndrel ! He bas me 
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Lady M. Sir Frederiofc, this is a trying, m dnoi- 
' sive moment! 1 am going to be either the most bap* 
py or the most wrelohed of women ! You tell me, 
it is your wish, your resolution, be no longer 
that general lover, tbaUmanof the world, yoa have, 
hitherto, been thoogbt. 

Sir F. Say not, dear lady,»it is either my wish 
or resolution ! Heawen can testify, I have not the 
poper to be anything but what it shall please yon 
to make me ! 

Lady M. I have owned to you, that the levity I 
have lately affected is not natural to me! that my 
heart sighs for an acquaintance, a mate, that, like 
itself, is Hubjeot to all the sweet emotions of sensi- 
bility ! — Yes, it was the 6rst wish of my soul to 6nd 
this correspondent heart. A heart beating with the 
the same ardour, vibrating to the same sensations, 
panting for the same pleasures, shrinking from the 
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Sir F. I am poor in proofs of sincerity a , 1 have 
none to offer! My former errors are preseiiLAunish- 
in bis power, and time presses. — Well, Gabriel, jemeiits ! To deny or even palliate them would igpply 
faithful, and. depend on’t, I’ll make thee a clever I intentional deceit; and this is a moment in whicn I 
fellow. • 

Gaht Why, ecod! I think I am like a Mon- 
mouth-street coat — ready made. 

Sir F. Thou rememberest the instructions I gave 
thee? 

Gab. Parfitly. 

Sir F. The chaise is to wait at the corner of the 
street. 

Gab. Ees. 

SirF. Thou art to convey Emily’s bandbox away, 
privately ; and, ifwaiy questions be asked, to say 
It is Lady Morden’s. • 

Oab. Ees. 

Hast thou taken care of the letter I gave 

Oab. Care ! Ees, ees ; I a’ ta’en good care on’t. 

Sir F. Observe, thou art to deliver it to Lady 
Morden, half an hour after we are departed. 

Gob. Half' an hour before you are departed? 

Sir F. Zounds ! No, half an hour after, man. 

Gab. Oh ! Ees, ees ; half an hour after. 

Sir F. Now begone. 

Gabr But — but how will your worship get by the 
bailiffs 7 

Sir F. ’Sdeath, that’s true ! — Is there no disguise? 

Gab. W hy— ees — there be a long great-coat i'th 
hall. 

Sir F. Ay, true.— Bring it me. 

Gab. Nay, nay ; I’ll put it on first, and let ’em 
see me ; so, then, when they see you. they'll think 
it be I. 

Sir F. ExcelUnt! Where are Lord Morden and 
the General ? 

Gab. I'th' t 'other chamber. 

Sir F. Unlucky ! I wish they were anywhere else. 

Gab. Oh ! an that be all, I’ll soon make ’em budge. 

SirF. How? 


Gab. Nay ; lord, )Ou’re so quisitive! — I tellyoo, 
’ll do’t. I’ll saunter Ibrough this door, look it, and 
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send ’em packing through t’other. 

Sir F. Thou art the prince of plotters, 
be vigilant. 

Goo. Oh I never do you fear me! 


Away! 

[Exit. 


Enter Lady Morden. 

Sir F. This fellow would outwit a whole con- 
clave of cardinals ! • 

Lady M. Well, Sir ^Frederick, here I am, you 
see; punctual to my promise. 

F. [With vast insinuation, seeming sineerity, 
and humble rapture, all throi^h the scene . ) Oh ! ma- 
dam, bow oan 1 repay this bounty iT-this conde- 
scension!— Never! — my life were a poor sacrifice, 
to sneh sweetness and snob charms I 


would wish for memand gods to b^v^tnesses of my 
troth! 1 have had, I must own, mostiibertine opin- 
ions of ^our gentle sex ; but these |, now, sEleraiify 
renounce ! Had I, before, met with a Lady Morden, 

I should, before, have made this renunciation ! But, 
perhaps, the women it bas been iny inisfortune to 
I know, deserved, in part, the light esteem in which I 
' held tl|pm. Never, till now, did I find one who 
couIcNmutuallv inspire such passion and respect! 
Such agitated, Durning hopes! Such excruciating* 
fears, or thoughts so sanctified, as those I, this mo- 
ment, feel ! 

^Lady M. Yet, Sir Frederick, I cannoTiielp ob- 
serving your conversation, in society, seems still 
tinged avitb the impurUy of your former libertine 
principles. 

Sir F. 1 own, La^ Morden, with contagion own, 

I have not hitherto had the courage, or, pefhaps, I 
have wanted strength to stem the torrent : but, aidpd 
by you, I feel, I dare promise any thing! 

Lady M. I confess. Sir Frederick, the mind finds 
some difficulty in rooting out fears, planted in it by 
reiterated accusations. The stories the world tells 
of you are dreadful. And, yet, there is such heart- 
felt conviction attends your present words that, to 
me, it is impossible to listen and retain a doubt. 

Sir F. This generous confidence transports mo, 
fills me with gratitude, and inspires rapturous hope! 
{Clasps her round the Waisf.) Ob, gently suffer me to 
conduct you, where love lies, in panting, breathless 
eostacy — 

Fnfer Gabriel, abruptly, in a greaficoai, stands 
fixed, and staring. 

{Sternly.) How now ! 

Gak. {Deliberately.) Belike, yon dnnna prank 
Compaq ? 

Sir F. No, sir. • 

Gab. I thought as much. 

Sir F. {Lamng hold of him.) Begone, inAkntly ! 

Gab. Nay I'^ands off! ( Throws him from him.) 

I sha’n’t stir till I have delivered my message. 

SirF. What message? What have you to aay Y 

Gab. (Aloud.) Why the chaise aodfoorbe oome. 

Sir F. How ? 

Gab. {Still louder.) The bandbox ready. 

Sir F. Infernal boohy ! 

Go^. Miss Emily waiting.* 

Sir F. { Violently.) Begone, I say. 

Gab. Gone! Nay, sartiiily; you would no’ ha* 

I run away wi* her. 

Lady M. { With contempt.) Ha, ba, ha! 

Sir F. Lady Morden ! 

LadyM, Ha, ha, ba!— Why, surely, you— dliff 
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never feiling Viotor, tbe fertile-brtiDed Sir Frede- 
rick Fashion, who knows not defeat, and who never, 
jet, was at a loss for stratagems ! — tbongh joo are 
taken somewhat unawares, jon oaunot want inven- 
tion ! t 

Sir F, Yoa*ll pardon me, madam, if I want un- 
derstanding to oompcebend jonr meaning. 

Lmfy if. Indeed I — Well, , if von be so doU of 
uprehension — ** am 1 to blamel^ « 

Madam! 

LadfiJA, Oh I — Do yon reoolleot this letter? 

Sir F, How ! — FaitnJess fiend! ((Tost io ommomU 
€Ubriel, who throws back his great-coat and egppears 
dressed as a gentleman,) 

6a6. Keep off, or dread the ohaatisement I am 
prompted, instantaneonsly, to inflict ! 

Sir F, Chastisement 1-^ W hat is this ? Who are 
jon? 

Odb, A man 1 — You are^ 

Ladf» M, For heaven’s sake, brother — 

SirM,, Brother! 

€rab} Oabriel Wilmot ; whose head is so full of 
the noMsense of friendship, honour, and honesU. — ' 

Sir F, I'll be revengea, however. (Attaeie 
motagmn,) 

♦ r 

JQista' L ordIHorden and General Burland. 

Lord M. Turn, wretch, and receive your punish- 
ment from this arm ! {Sir Frederick turns on Lord 
Morden,) c 

General, {Beating down their swords,) Oh ! for 
shame ! — L(mk to the lady. 

Ladu M, Oh, general !— Oh ! my lord! (9«ms to 
^ Jjord aiorden ana faUs on his neck,y 

JLord M, My life ! my ecstasy ! my saviour ! 

ISnter Mrs. Modely and Emily. 

Mrs, M, Bless me, what uproar ! Heyday ! — 
{Aside.) So, so ! Here is a very pretty denouement 
to our plot, indeed ! — {Aloud,) i see,'* good folks, 

f 1 ii_j i. j _ - 


door.) 

General, Pray, madam, stay, and receive the 
compliments of the company : mine, and your friend 
Emily's in particular. 

Mrs, M, Oh, with pleasure! 

Lord M, JMr. Wilmot! My best brother; though 
you have, in part, acquainted me with what is past, 
yet, it is so sudden — and you, ray dearest lady, to 
nod yon still the same is joy unspeakable. 

Ladg M, The task of making you suppose 1 bad 
effeetnally become what 1 seeim, was, indeed, 
most painful ; but the loss of your afieotion were 
not pain — 'twere horror ! I told you my passion was 
too permane it to be shaken. — Ah ! how could you 
imagine I meant another 1 Or, think it possible I ever 
oonld forget that chaste, that ardent, that eternal 
love, I have so repeatedly vowed? 

Lord M* Oh ! mr words ! — I am all love, ^grati- 
tude, rapture, and amdlsement ! 

Ges^al And so is Sir. Frederick, apparently ; 
nayi 9V0D ypn, madam, seem a little surprised. 
iSoMrs,Mbdelg,) ^ 

Mrs, M, Mel Oh, dear! no. 

* Lady M, {To Sir Frederiok,) Dear sir, though 


[Act V. 

you are a deep and excellent plotter, if there have 
been counterplots — •• am 1 to Uaine?” {Curtsies,) 

Mrs. M, (With ejected candour,) Certainly not. 

Ladg M, If man is sometimes vain, presumptu- 
ous and unprincipled, and if yon SM a man — am 
I to blame?" 

Mrs, M, Certainly not. 

WU.' Ill asNuraed a mean disguise, that 1 might 
md a sister to detect and expose the mean machina- 
tions of seduotion— ** am 1 to blame I" 

JIfrr. JIf. Certainly not. 

Emilg, If, following the advice of this dear lady, 
(to Lady Morden) simplicity has made conning 
ootrit itself, ** am I to blame?" (Curtsying first 
to Sir Fredtriek, and then to Mrs. Modely,) 

General, (With vast pleasure,) Certaimy not. . 

Lady M, If, since happiness is the pursui.* df ns 
all, I wish to be as happy as possible — (Moste^ev 
^na/e^ taking Lord Morden's hand.) ** am I to 

Omnes, Certainly not.' 

' Sir F, ( With afieeted ease.) Certainly not— So, 
the csAeobism being ended, the scholars may depart. 

^ Wil. Certainly not. 

Sir F, Sir I 

IF i7. You forget the bailiffs. 

Lady M, Besides, Sir Frederick, before yon go, 
you must give me leave to introduce you to— 

Enter Harriet in woman's clothes, presented by 
Lady Morden. 

—This lady. 

SirF, Harriet! 

Har, Yes, sir ; that Harriet, whom, hearing she 
had happiness in view, and proportloningyoor ideal 
triompn to the' weight of mip'‘i^' you might entail, 
you raised heaven and earth to bring to wretched- 
ness and ruin. 

Mrs. M, Upon my honour, yon — you are a sad 
man. Sir Frederick! — A very sad man ! ( Theaeas- 
pany by their looks shew they understand Mrs. Mode- 
ly' s real oharacter.) 

Har. But your vanity is bumbled ; yon, now, 
stand detected ; and, instead of envied, you will be 
sneered at by the depraved, pitied by the good, and 
henceforth, avoided by the credulous young crea- 
tures yon, so manfully, have delighted to involve 
in guilt and destruction ! 

Mrs. M. A very dangerous man, indeed. Sir 
Frederiok I 

General, (Ironically.) Ay, beware of him, madam. 

Mrs, M, Ob I 1— I will. 

Har. Yes, sir, the finger of scorn points where 
it ought: you are exposed, and my resentment is 
appeased. 

Sir F, Then, madam — the — the contract — 

Har, There it is, sir. (Eetums it») I never meant 
to make any other use of it than what has been bet- 
ter effected, by different means. ( Curtsying to Lady 
Morden and Mr. WUmot.) - 

SirF. Madam!— 

Har. No thanks, sir. 

General. No ; they would sit a little awkwardly. 

Lady M, And now. Sir F.ederiok, if, after this 
lesson, yon should still retainyonr former princi- 
ples and practices, and, hereafter, receive a still 
severer pnnisbment, I hope you will ac|(nowledge 
— we are ** not to blame." [Eommt. 
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ACT I. 

• SCKNi-: 1 . — A Room of state. 

The curtain rises slowhj to soft music. Almkria 
mmoumit^, and huoNORAf discovered. Almeria 
rises and comes forward. 

Almeria. Mooic has obarms to sooth a savage 
breast. 

To soften rockf, or bend a knotted oak. 

I've read that things inanimate have mov'd, 

And, as with living souls, have been inform'd 
By magib numbers and persuasive sound. 

What then am I ? Am 1 more senseless grown 
Than trees or flint ? Oh ! force of constant woe ! 
*Tis not in harmony tosoalm my griefs. 

Anselmo sleeps, and is at peace : last night. 

The silent tomb receiv'd the good old king^^ 

He and his sorrows now are safely lodg’d^ 
Within its cold, but hospitable bosom. 

Why am not I at peace? 

liomora. Dear madam, cease, 

Or moderate your grief. There is no cause — 
Almeria. No cause ! Peace, peace ! there is eter- 
nal cause, m 

And misery eternal will succeed. 

Thou oanst tell ; thou bast, indeed, no cause. 
Aeeiiora. Believe me, madam, 1 lament An- 



And always did compassionate his fortune; 

Have often wept, to see how cruelly 
Your father kept in chains his fellow king : 

And oft at nii;ht, when nil have been retir’d, 

Have stol'n from bed, and to his prison orej^, 
Where, while his gaoler slept, I, through the 
R^ate, 

Have softly whisper'd, and inquir'd his health; 
Sent in my sighs and pray’rs for his deliv’ranoe; 
For sighs and pray’rN were all that T could oiler. 
Almeria. Indeed, thou hast a soft and gentle na< 
lure. 

That thus could melt to see a strangbr's wrongs. 
Oh ! Leonora, hadst thou known Anselmo, 

How would thy heart have bled to see bis suiT'r- 
ings ! ^ ^ 

Then hadst no cause hul^general compiassion. 
Leonora. Love of my royal mistress gave me 
cause ; ^ 

My love of non begot my grief for him ; 

For I had heard, that when the„ chance of 
war 

Had hless’d Anselmo's arms with victory, 

And the rich spoil of all the field, and yon. 

The glory of toe whole, were made the prey 
Of his snooesB, 

f e did endear himself to your affection, 
y all the worthy and indulgent ways 
IDs most indnstriouB goodness could invent; 
Proposing, by a match between Alphonse, 

His son, the brave Valenciao prince, and yon, 
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To end tlioioBg diffeiiiion« ud milto 
The jarring crowns. 

^onerio. Whj wm 1 carried to^ Anselmo*s 
court? 

Or there, why was I us’d so tenderly? 

]g^y not ill-treated like an ehemv? 

rbr, so my father would bare us’d his child. * 

Ob! Alpbonso, Alpbdbso! 

Derouruiff seas have wash’d thee from my sight; 
No time snail rase thee from my memory : • 

No, I will lire to be thy monument : 

The cruel ocean is no more thy tomb ; 

But, in my heart thou art injtjpn’d; *there, 
there. 

Thy dear resemblance is for ever fix’d ; 

My love, my lord, my husband still, though 
lost! 

Letmora, Husband! Oh, heav’ns! 

Ahneria. Alas ! what have I said? 

My grief has hurried me beyond all thought: 

I wonld^ave kept that secret; though I xnow 
Thy lovf. and faith to me deserve all confi- 
dence. 

Leonth a. Witness these tears ! 

The qiemory of that brave prince stands fair 
In all report-; 

And I have heard; imperfectly, his loss ; 

But, fearful to renew your troubles past, 

I never did presume to ask the story. 

Almeria, If for my swelling heart I can. I’ll tell 
thee : — 

I was a welcome captive in Valencia, 

Ev’n on the day when Manuel, my father, 

Bed on his conqu’ring troops, high as the gates 
Of king Anselmo’s palace ; which, in rage, 

And heat of war, and dire revenge, he fir’d. 

The good king, flying to avoid the flames. 

Started ■midst his foes, and made captivity 
His fatal refuge. Would that 1 bad fall’ll 
Amidst those flames ! but, ’twas not so decreed. 
Alpbonso, who foresaw my father’s cruelly, • 

Had borne the queen and me'bn board a snip 
Ready to i|pil; and, when this news was brought. 
We put to sea; but, being betray’d by some 
Wb^ knew our flight, we dosely were pursu’d. 
And' almost taken ; when a sudden storm 
' Drove us, and those that follow’d, on the coast 
Of Afric ; there our vessel struck the shore, 

And, bulging ’gainst a rook, was dash’d in pieces ! 
But, heav’n spar’d me for yet much more afllic- 
tioii ! 

Conducting them who follow’d us, to shun 
The shoal, and save me floating on the waves. 
While the good queeu and my Alpbonso pe- 
rislrd. 

Leonora, Alas ! Were you, then, wedded to Al- 
phonso? 

Almeria, That day, that fatal day, our hands were 
join’d*! 

For, when my ford beheld the ship pursuing. 

And saw her rate so far exceeding ours, 

He came to me, and begg’d me, by my love, 

I would consent the priest should make us one ; 
That, whether death or victory ensu’d, 

I might be his, beyond the pow’r of fate: 

The quee;;, too, did assist his suit ; I granted ; 

And, in one day/ was wedded and a widow. 
Leonora, Indeed, ’twas mournful. 

Almeria, ’Twas as I have told thee ; 

For which 1 mourn, and will for ever mourn ; 

Nor will 1 change these black and dismal robes, 

^ ever dry these swoln and wat’ry eyes ; 
wj^er taste content, or peace of heart,^ 
wliile I have life and thought of my Alphouso. 

(Bora shottfs.) 

Ltomora, Hark ! 

The distant shouts proclaim your father’s tri- 
(SHinas al a dutanee,) 


Oh! cease— for beavVs sake, aasnaffe a little 
This terrent of your grief ; for, much I fear, 
’Twill urge his wrath to see you drown’d in 
tears. 

When joy appears in ev’ry other faof. 

Almeria, And joy he brings to ev’ry other 
heart, 

Bnt double, double weight of woe to mine ; 

For, with him Garcia comes ; Garcia, to whom 
I must be sacrific’d, and all the vows 
I gave my dear Alpbonso basely broken. 

No, it shall never be ; for I will die 
First, — die ten thousand deaths 1 Look down, 
look down, 

Alphimso, hqar tho sacred vow I make; 

And thou. Anselmo, if yet thou art arriv’d, 
Tbrongb all impediments of purging fire, ^ * 

To that bright neav’n where my Al|monso reigns, 
^bold thou also, and attest my vow : — 

Jfever I do yield, or give consent. 

By any action, word, or thought, to wed 
Another lord, — may|, then, just heav’n show’r 
down 

Un|ieard-of curses on me, greater far 
(If such there be in angry neav’n's vengeance) 
Tnan any I have yet endur’d.—- And now {Rises.) 
Myr heart has some relief; having so well 
Discharg’d this debt, incumbent on my love. 

Yet, one thing more I would engage from thee. 
Leonora. My heart, my life, and will, are only 
yrours. 

Almeria. I thank thee. ’Tis bnt this:— anon, 
when all 

Are wrapp’d and busied in the general joy. 

Thou wilt withdraw, and privately with me 
Steal forth to visit good Anselc-oS tomb. 

Leonora. Alas! I fear some fatal resolution. 
Almeria. No, on my life, my faith, I mean no 
ill. 

Nor violence! I feel myself more light. 

And more at large, since I made have this vow. 
Perhaps 1 would repeat it there more solemnly. 
’Tis that, or some much melancholy thought ; 

Upon my word, no more. 

Leonora. 1 will attend you. 

Enier Alonzo. 

Alonzo. The lord Gonsalez comes to tell your 
highness 

The king is just arriv’d. 

Almeria. Conduct him in. \^ExU Alonzo, 

That’s his pretence : his errand is, I Know, 

To fill my. ears with Garcia’s valiant deeds. 

And gild and magnify his son’s exploits. 

But 1 am arm’d with ice around m)^ heart. 

Not to be warm’d with words’or idle eloquence. 

Enter Gonsalez. 

Oonsalez. Be ev’ry day of your long life like 
this! 

The sun, bright conquest, and your brighter 
eyes, , 

Have all conspir’d to blaze promiscuous light. 

And ble^ this day with most unequal lustre. 

Your royal father, my victorious lord. 

Laden with spoils, and ever-living laurel. 

Is ent’ring now, in martial pomp, the palace. 

Five hnndred moles precede bis solemn march. 
Which groan beneath the weight of Moorish 
wealth ; 

Chariots of war, adorn’d with ^^itt’ring gems. 
Succeed ; and next, a hundred neighing steeds. 
White as the fleecy rain on Alpine hillii^ 

That bound and foam, and ohamp the golden bit, 

As they disdain’d the victory they grace. 
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prisonen of war, in ibining fettars, follow; 

And oaptaios of noblest blood of Afrio | 

Sweat bjr bis ohariot-wheels ; 

The swarming popnlaoe spre^ every wall ; 

While you alone retire, and sbon this sight ; 

This sight, which is indeed not seen (thopgh 
twice 

The mulUtade should gaze) in absence, of your 
eyes. 

Almeria. My lord, mine eyes nngratefolly be- 
hold 

The gilded trophies of exterior honours; • 

Nor will my ears be charm'd with sounding 
woras. 

Or pompons, phrase, — the pamntry of sonlaf 
But, that my father is returned in safety, 

I bend to heav'n with thanks. 

.Cfonsahz. Excellent princess! 

But, 'tis a task unfit for my weak age, 

With dying words to offer at your praise : 

Garcia, thy son, your beauty's lowest slave. 

Has better done, in proving with bis sword 
The force and inflnenoe of ycgir matchless ohannk. 
Almeria. 1 doubt not of the worth of Garcia'iL 
deeds, a ^ 

Which had been brave, though 1 had ne’er begn 
born. 

Leonora, Madam, the king. 

Symphony of voarVke music. Enter the Kino, at- 
tended hy Garcia and several Officers. FUet^ 
of Prisoners in chains ^ and Cruards. Almeria 
meets the King t and kneels; afterwards^ Gonsales 
kneels and kisses the Kite's hand, while Gcacia 
does tlw same to Almeria, 

King, A1nieri9| iWe ; my best Gonsalez, rise.— 
What, tears, my good old friend ! 

Gonsalez. But, tears of joy. < 

Believe me, sir, to see you thus, has fill'd 
Mine eyes with more delight than they can hold. 
King, By heav’n, thou lov'st roe! and I am 
pleas’d thou dost. 

Take it for thanks, old man, that I rejoice 
To see thee weep on this occasion : some 
Here are, who seem to mourn at our success. 

Why is't, Almeria, that you meet our eyes. 

Upon this solemn day, in these sad weeds? 

In opposition to my brightness, you 
And^ours are all like daughters of affliction. 

Almeria. Forgive me, sir, if I in this offend : 

The year, which I have vow'd to pay to heav'n, 

In' mourning and strict life, for my deliv’rance 
From wreck and death, wants yet to be ex- 
pir'd. • 

King. Your goal to heav'n is great, so is your 
debt ; 

Yet, something, too,' is due to me who gave 
That life which heav'n preserv'd. A day be- 
stow'd 

In filial idaty, had aton'd and given 
A dispensation to your vow. No more ; 

'Twas weak and wilful, and a woman's error. 

Yet, upon thought, it ^oubly wounds my sight. 

To see that sable vforn upon the day 
Succeeding that in which our deadliest foe. 

Hated Anselmo I was interr'd. By heav'i ! 

It looks as thou didst mourn for him. Just so 
Thy senseless vow appear’d to bear its date. 

Not from that hour wherein thou wert preserv'd. 
But that wherein the curs’d Alpbonso perish'd. ■ 
Ha 1 What, thou dost not weep to think of 
that? 

Gonsalez. Have j^atienoe, royal sir; the princess 

To have yon. If fate decreed, I 

One pointed hour should be Alpbonso's loss 
And nor dellveranoe, is she to olame? 


King, I tell thee she's to blame, not to have 
feasted 

When my first fbe was laid in earth ; snoh en- 
mity, 

Snoh detestation bean my blood to his. 

Mv daughter should Bave revell’d at his death; ^ 
She should bave made these palace walls to shake, 
And all this highpnd aro plw roofto ring 
With her rejoicii%s. What, to moam and 
• weep ! 

Then, then to weep, and pray, and grieve 1 By 
^ heav’n. 

There's not ndfkve, a shackled slave of mine. 

But should have smil’d that hour, through all his 
care. 

And shook his chains in transport and rode har- 
mony ! 

Gonsalex. what she has done was in exoess of 
goodness; 

Betray'd by too much pieW, to seem 
As if she had offended. Sure, no more. 

King, To seem is to commit, at thin oonjnno- 
ture. 

I wo’ not have a seeming sorrow seen *1 
To-day. Retire, divest yourself with speed* 

Of that offensive J»lack ; on me l)p all * 

The violation of your vow ; for yoo, 

It shall be your excuse that I command i^ * 

Garcia. {Kneeling.) Yonrpaifion, sir, if 1 pre- 
sume so far, 

As to remind you of your gracious promise. 

King. Rise, Garcia; I forgot. Yet stay, Al- 
meria. 

^hneria. My boding heart 1 — What is your plea- 
sure, sir? 

King. Draw near, and give your hand; and? 
Garcia, yours: 

Receive this lord, as one whom I baveiMod 
•Worthy to be your husband and my son. 

Thus let me kneel to take— oh! not to 
take— • 

But to devote andyield myself for ever 
The slave and creature of my royal mistress. 

GonsaJez. Ob ! let me, prostrate, pay Ay worth- 
less thanks — ^ % 

King. No more : my promise long since pass'd,^ 
thy services. 

And Garoia^s well-try'd valour, all oblige me. 

This day we triumph : but, to-morrow's son, 
Garcia, shall shine to grace thy nuptials. 

Almeria. Oh! {Faints.} 

Garcia. She faints ! help to support her. 

Gonsalez. She recovers. 

King. A fit of bridal fear. How ia’t, Alme- 
ria? 

Almeria. A sudden chilluess seizes on my 
spirits. 

Yonr leave, air, to retire. • 

King. Garcia, conduct her. • 

[Garctif leads Almeria to the door, and 
returns. 

This idle vow bangs on her woman's fears. . 

I’y have a priest miall preach her from her faith. 
And make it sin not to Enounce that vow 
W’hich I'd have byoken. Now, what woold 
Alonzo ? . ^ 


Entftr Alonzo and Attendants. 

Alonzo. Your beauteous captive, Zara, is ar- 
riv’d. 

And with a train as if she still were wife 
To Albuoaoim, and the Moor bad conquer'd. 

King. It ia our will sbewshould be so attended. 
Bear hence these prisouers. Garcia, which ia 
be, 

Of whose mute valour yon relate snoh wonders? 

(Prisoners led of .) 
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Cfareia. OtinjB, who led the Moorish hane; 
hot he. 

Great sir, at her request, attends on Zara. 

King, He is your prisoner; as you please, dis- 
pose him. ^ 

^ Chreia. I would oblige faith, but be shuns my 
kindoM.; . . . ' 

And, with a baugbt mibB, and stern civility. 
Dnmbly declines all offers : if be-speak, 

Tis scarce above a word ; as he were born » 
Alone to do, and did disdain to talk ; 

At least to talk where he must not command. 

King, Such snllenness, and in a iiiii so brave. 
Must nave some other cause than hu captivity. 
Did Zara, then, request he might attend herl 
Gorrid. My lord, she did. 

That, join'd with his behaviour. 

Begets a^ doubt. I’d have ’em watch’d ; per- 

Her chains Ceng heavier on him than his own. 

Enter zlt.k and OSMYN, in chains, conducted bg 
Peruz and a Guard, attended by Selim and ee- 
veraiMvtee, 

King, What welcome and what honours, beau- 
teous !&fa, * 

A kiug and conqueror can give, are yours : 

A conquer, indeed, where you are won ; 

Who with such lustre strike admiring eyes. 

That had our pomp been with your presence 
grac'd, 

Th’ expecting crowd had been deceiv’d ; and 
seen .■ 

The monarch enter, not triumphant, hqt 
la pleasiim triumph led, your beauty's slave. 

Zara, u T on any terms could condescend 
To like oau^vity, or think (hose honours. 

Which conquerors, in courtesy, bestow. 

Of equal value with unborrow’d rule 
And native right, to arbitrary sway, 

I might be pleas’d, when 1 befiold this train 
With usual homage wait: but, When I feel 
These bonds, 1 lomt with loathing on myself ; 

And scorn vile slavery, though doubly bid 
Beneath mock praises and dissembled state. 

King. Those bonds! 'Twas my command you 
should be free. 

How durst you, Perez, disobey? 

Perez, Great sir. 

Your order was she should not wait your tri- 
umph^ 

But, at some distance follow, thus attended. 

King, 'Tis false! ’twas more I 1 bid she should 
be free ; 

If not in words, I bid it by my eyes. 

Her eyes did more than bid. Free her and hers 
With speed— Yet, stay! my bands alone can 
make ' 

Fit rMtitution ffere. Thus I release you, 

And,'by releasing yon, enslave myself. 

Zara, Such favours, so conferr’d, though when 
' unsought. 

Deserve acknowledgment f-om noble minds. ’ 
Such thanks, as one hating to be oblig’d. 

Yet, hatir^ more ingratitude, xian pay, 

I offer. '' 

King, Born to excel and to command ! 

As, by transcendent beauty to attract 
All eyes, so by pre-eminence of soul 
To role all hearts. 

Garoia, what’s he, who, with contraetett brow 

{BekolduM Osmgn, as they unbind him.) 
And sullen port, glooms downwards with his 
eyes; 

At onoe rejnirdless of his chains or liberty? 
Sarcuu.That, sir, is he of whom I spoke; that’s 
Oamyn. 


King. He answers well the character yon gave 
ft him. 

whence comes it, valiant Osmyn’.that a man 
So mat in arms as thou art said to be, 

So hardly can endure captivity, « 

The common chance of war? 

Oemyn. Becanse captivity 
Hu roub’d me of a dear and just revenge. 

King, t understand not that. 

Oemyn, 1 would not have yon. 

Zara, That gallant Moor in battle lost a friend. 
Whom more than life he lov’d ; and the regret 
Of not revenging on his foes that loas,^ 

Has caus'd this melancholy and despair. 

Kklb, She does exoue him : 'tis as I suspected. 

{Apart to Q^alez.) 
Oonsalez, That friend may be herself. Seem not 
to heed ^ " . 

His arrogant reply. She looks concern’d. 

(Apart to the King.) 
King. I’ll have inquiry maae: perhaps his 
friend 

Yet lives, and is a prisoner. His name? 

Zara. Heli. 

King, Garcia, that search shall be your care : 

It shall be mine to pay devotion here ; 

At this fair shrine to lay my laurels down. 

And raise love’s altar on the spoils of war. 
Conquest and triumph now are mine'no more. 

Nor will 1 victory in camps adore : 
fickle in fields, unsteadily she flies. 

But rules with settled sway in Zara’s eyes. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — The Aisle df ^Temple. 

Enter Almeria and LEONORA. 

Almeria. It was a fancied noise, for all is 
hush’d. 

Leonora. It bore the accent of a human voice. 
Almeria, It was thy fear, or else some transient 
wind 

Whistling through hollows of this vaulted aisle. 
We’ll listen. 

Leonora, Hark! 

Almeria. No; all is hush'd, and still as death. 
'Tis dreadful 1 

How rev’rend is the face of this tall pile. 

Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads. 

To bear aloft its arch and pond’rous roof. 

By its own weight made stedfut and immove- 
able. 

Looking tranquillity. It strikes ad awe 
And terror on my aching sighf: the .tombs 
And monumental caves of death look cold. 

And shoot a chill ness to my trembling heart. 

Give me thy hand, and let me bear thy voice ; 

Nay, quickly speak to me, and let me hear 
Thy voice; my own affrights me with its echoes. 
Leonora. Let os return : the horror of this 
place, • t 

And silence, will increue your melancholy. 
Almerw, It may my fears, but cannot add to 
lhat. 

No, I will on. Shew me Aiiselmo’s tomb ; 

Lead me o’er bones and skulls, and mouldering 
earth 

Of human bodies, for I’ll mix with them ; 

Or, wind me in the shroud of spme pale corse 
Yet green in earth, rather than«be tne bride 
Of G^oia’s more detested bed : that thought 
Exerts my spirit ; and my present feark. 

Are lost in dread of greater ill. Then shew me. 
Lead me, for I’m bolder grown : lead on 
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Where I may kneel, and pay my tows again 
To him, to hear’ii, and my Alphonvo’a aool. | 

[Bxmiit. 

Scene IL^A place of Tombs, A monwnent_ 

* frotiUng the view. 

Enter Heli. 

Hdi. 1 wander throngh this maae oT monn- 
menta. 

Yet cannot find him. Hark ! anre, ’tia the voice 
Of one complaining. . There it aonnda ; I’ll folloff 
it. [Bacif. 

EnSer Almbria and Leonora, e 

LeionAIra, Behold the aaored vault, within whoae 
• tomb 

The poor remains of good Anselmo reat, 

Yet rreab and unconanm’d by time or worms. 
Whatdc^l see? Oh, heav’n ! either my eyes 
Are false, or still the nflirble door remains 
Unclos’d ; the iron gates, that lead to death . 
Beneath, are still wide^stretoh’d upon their hinge, 
And staring on us with unfolded leaves. • 

Atmeria. Sore, ’tis the friendly yawn of dAtb 
for me ; • 

And that dumb mouth, significant in shew. 

Invites me to the bed, where I alone 
Shall rest; shews me the grave, where nature, 
weary 

And long oppress'd with woes and bending cares, • 
May lay the burden down, and sink in slumbers 
Of peace eternal. My father, then, • 

Will cease his tyranny ; and Garcia, too, 

Will fly my pale deformity with loathing. 

My soul, enlarged fjipm its vile bonds, will moout, 
And range the mrry orbs and milky ways 
To my Alplionso’s soul. Oh! joy too great! 

Oh ! ecstaoy of thought ! Help me, Anselmo! 
Help me, Alphonso! take me, reach thy hand ; 

To thee, to thee I call, to thee, Alphonso! • 

Oh, Alphonso ! 

Enter OsMYN from the tomb, 

Osmyn. Who calls that wretched thing that was 
Alphonso 1 

Atmeria, Angels, and all the host of heaven, sup- 
port me ! 

Oemyn. Whence is that voice, whose shrillness 
from the grave, 

And growing to bis father’s shroud, roots up 
Alphonso 1 

Atmeria. Mercy! Providence! Oh! speak, 
.Speak to it quickly, quickly ! speak to nm» 
Comfort me, help me, hold me, hide me, bide 
me, • 

Leoiiora, in tj\y bosdm, from the light. 

Add from my eyes. 

Osmyn, Amazement and illusion ! 

Rivet apd nail me where I stand, ye pow’rs ! 

( Coming forward,) 

That motionless I may be still deceiv’d : 

Let me not stir or breathe, lest I dissolve 
That tender, loveig fdfm of painted air, 

So like Almeria. Ha! it sinks, it falls ! 

I’ll catch it ere it goes, and grasp her shade. 

'Tis life ! ’tis warm ! ’tis she! ’tis shehenelf! 

Nor dead, nor shade, but breathing and alive ! 

It is Almeria, ’tis, it is my wife ! 

Bs-enfer Heli. 

Leonora, Alas! slie atirs not yet, nor lifis her 
eyes! 

fle, too, i^unting. Help me, help me, stranger^ 
Whoe'er tnou art, and lend thy hand to raise 
These bodies. , 


HelL Ha! ’tis be, and with Almeria ! 

Oh! miracle of happiness ! oh! joy 
Unhop’d for ! Does Almeria live? 

Osmyn, Where is shot 
Let Bie heboid and touch her, and be sure 
’Tis she. • 

LoSk op, Almeria, bless me with thy eyes; 

Look on thy love, thy lover,*and thy husbrad. 

Almeria, I’ve Aimm I’ll not wA Garcia: why 
• d’ye force met 
Is this a father 1 
Osmyn, Look on thy Alphonso. 

Thy father is not hdfe, my love, nor Garcia : 

Nor am I what I seem, but thy Alphonso. 

Am I so alter'd, or art thou so chang'd, 

That seeing my disguise, then seest not met 
Almeria, It is, it is Alphonso ! 'tis his face. 

His voice ; I know him now, f know him all. 

Oh! how hast thou return'd? bow bast thou 
charm'd 

The wildness of the waves and rooks to this ; 

That, thus relenting, they have giv’n the# back 
To earth, to light and life, to love and me ? 

Osmyn. Oh I I’ll not ask, nor an8wer||iow, or 
why, ^ 

We both have backward trod the paths of fate 
To meet again in life; to know Pqpve thee. 

Is kqpwing more than any circumstance • 

Or means by which I have tbee.« * 

To fold thee thus, to press thy balmy lips. 

And gaze upon thy eyes, is so much joy, 

I have no leisure to reflect or know. 

Or trifle time in thinking. 

A^neria. Stay awhile. 

Lef me lool^on thee yet a little more. 

Osmyn, And why! what dost thou mean? why 
dost thou gaze so ? 

Atmeria. 1 know not: ’tis to see ilu; face, I 
, think— 

It is loo much ; too much to bear, and live! 

To sde him thus aeain is such profusion 
Of joy, of bliss — I cfiinot bear— I most 
Be mad ; I caniiof be transported thus L , 

Oomyn, Thou ejcoellence, thou joy, tm>a heav’n 
of love ! ^ 

iifmerta. Where hast thou been? and how art 
thou alive ? • 

Sure, from thy father’s tomb thou didst arise ! 
Osmyn. I did ; and thou, my love, didst call me; 
thou I 

Atmeria, True. But, how cam’st thou there? 
wert thou alone? 

Osmyn. 1 was, aod lying on my father's lead. 
When broken echoes of a distant voice 
Disturb'd the sacred silence of the vault. 

In murmurs round my bead. I rose, and listen’d; 
And thought 1 heard thy spirit call Alphonso; 

I thought I saw thee too; but, oh! I thought 
not • 

That I, indeed, should be so Class’d to see 
thee — 

Atmeria. But, still how cam'st thou hither? how 
thus?- Ha! 

What's be who, like thypelf, is started here. 

Ere seen ? 

Osmyn. Where ? • Ha ! what do 1 gee ? An- 
tonio ! • 

I’m fortunate, indeed,— my friend, too, safe! 

Heli. Most happily in finding you thus Mess'd. 
Almeria. More miracles! Antonio, too, es- 
cap’d! 

Osmyn. And twice escap’d, both from the rage 
of seas 

And war; for, in the fight I saw him fall. 

Heli, But fall unhurt, a*pris*ner as yourself. 

And as yourself made free. Hither I came 
Impatiently to seek you, wliere I knew 
Tour grief would lead you to lament Anselmo. 
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Oamifn, meiDi the bomitj of aU-greoioof 
heav’o. 

That, perseveriDg itiU, with open hand 
It soatters good, aa in a waste of mercjr I 
‘Where will this end? Bat, hea?’n is infinite 
In all, and ean oontinne to bestow, 

Vv'hen scanty number shall be spent in telling* * 
Ltamora* Or I’m daoeiv’d, or I beheld the 
glimpse 0 ^ 

Of two in shining habits, cross the aisle ; • 

Who, by their pointing, seem'd to mark this 
place. 

AUimia. Sure, I hare dreamt, if we mult part 
so soon. 

OsmjfH. I wish, at least; oor parting were a 
dream. 

Or we could sleep till we again were met. 

HeK, Zara with Selim, sir; 1 saw and know 
'em : 

You must be quick, for love will lend her wings. 
Abneria* What love? who is she? why are yon 
ajarm'd? 

Omyn. She'a the reverse of thee ; she's my un- 
, happiness. 

Harbour no tnoaght that may disturb thy peace; 
I’ll thfnk how we m^ meet 
To part no more. My friend wilHell thee all ; 
How I escap'd, now 1 am here, and thus ; 

How I'm 'not call'd Alplionso now, but Osmyn, 
And he Heli. All, all he will unfold. 

Ere next we meet. 

Almeria. Sure, we shall meet again. 

Osmyn, We shall; we part not but to meet 
again. . 

Gladness and warmth of ever-kindling^Jove < 
Bwell with thee, and revive thy heart in absence. 

[Exeuni all hut Osmyn, 
Yet I behold her— yet — and now no more. 

Turn your light inwards, eyes, and view my 
thought, 

So shall you still behold her. 

. a Enier Zara and Selim. 

Zara, See where he stands, folded and fix'd to 
* ^ earth. 

Stiff 'ning in thought, a statue among statues ! 
Why, cruel Osmyn, dost thou fly me thus? 

Am 1 more loathsome to thee than the grave. 

That thou dost seek to shield thee there, and 
shun 

My love? Bat, to tlie grave I’ll follow thee. 

He looks not, minds not, hears not! Barb'rous 
man. 

Am I neglected thus? am I despis'd! 

Not heard ! ungrateful Osmyn ! 

Ossn^, Hal 'tisZara! 

Zara. Yes, traitor ! Zara, lost, abandon’d Zara, 
Is a regardless Suppliant now to Osmyn. 

The slave, the Wretch that she redeem'd from 
death. 

Disdains to listen now, or look, on Zara. 

Osmyn, Far be the guilt of such reproaches 
from me ; 

Lost in myself, and blinded by my thoughts, 

I saw you not till now. 

Zora. Now, tkeo, you see me : 

But, with such dumb and thankless eyes you 
look. 

Better I was unseen, than seen thus coldly. 

Osmyn, What would you from a wretch who 
came to mourn. 

And only for bis sorrows chose this solitude! 

Look round, joy is not here, nor cheerfulness. 
Yon^ve pursu'd misfortune to its dwelling, 
YftfpUc for gaiety and gladness there. 

Zlpdt Inhuman! why, why dost thou rack me 
thus. 


And, with perreraeDess, from the pwpose aii- 
s swer ! 

What is't to me this house of vAkarj ! 

What joy do I require? If thou dost moam. 

I come to mourn with thee; to share thv griefs. 
And give thee for 'em, in exchange, my love. 
Osmyn, Oh! that's the greatest grief; I am so 
poor, 

I have not wherewithal to give again. 

Zara, Thou hast a heart, though 'tls a savage 
one: 

ive it me as it is ; I ask no more 

or all I've done, and all 1 have endur’d : 

For saving thee, when I beheld thee first, 

DriveL by the tide upon my country's coast. 

Pale and expinng, drench’d in briny waves* 

Thou and tny friend, till my compassion found 
thee. 

Compassion! scarce will own that name; so soon. 
So quickly was it love ; for thou wert godlike^ 
Ev'n then. Kneeling on eaftb, I loos'd mj hair. 
And with it dried those wat’ry cheeks, then 
chaf’d 

Thy temples, till reviving blood arose, 

?ind, like the morn, vermilion’d o’er thy face. 

Oh, heaven ! how did iny heart rejoice and ache. 
When I beheld the day-break of th^ eyes. 

And felt the balm of thy respiring lips ! 

Oh ! why do 1 relate what 1 have done? 

What did I not ! Was’t not for you this war 
Commenc’d! Not knowing who you were, nor 
why 

You hated Manuel, I urg'd my husband 
To this invasion, where be late was lost. 

Where all is lost, and I am made a slave. 

Look on me now, from empire fall’n to slavery ; 
Think on my snff ’rings first, thci !* ok on me; 
Think on the cause of all, then view thyself: 
Hefleot on Osmyn, and then look on Zara, 

The fall'n, the lost, and now the captive Zara ; 
And now abandon'd— say, what then is Osmyn ! 
Osmyn, A fatal wretch — a huge stupendous 
ruin. 

That, tumbling on its prop, crush'd all beneath. 
And bore contiguous palaces to earth. 

Zara. Yet thus, thus fall'n, thus levell'd with 
the vilest. 

If I have gain’d thy love, 'tis glorious ruin ; 

Ruin ! 'tis still to reign, and to be more 
A queen ; for what are riobes, empire, pow'r, . 
But larger means to gratify the will ! 

The steps on which we tread, to rise and reach 
Oor wish; and that obtain'd, down with the 
scaffolding 

Of sceptres, crowns, and thrones; they have serv’d 
their end. 

And are, like lumber, to be left and scorn'd. 
Osmyn, Why was I made the instrument to 
throw 

In bonds the frame of this exalted mind ? 

Zara, We may be free : the conqueror is mine ! 
In chains, unseen, 1 hold him by the heart, ' 

And can unwind and strain him as I please. 

Give me thy love. I’ll give thee libertjr*' 

Osmyn, In vain you offer, imd in vain require 
What neither can bestow. Set free yourself, 

And leave a slave the wretch that would be so. 
Zara. Thou const not mean so poorly os tbon 
talk'st. 

Osmyn, Alas you know me not. 

Zara, Not who thou art : 

But what this last ingratitude deolares. 

This grov'ling baseness. Thou say'st true, I know 
Thee not, for what thou art yet*^wants a name : 

But something so unworthy and so vile. 

That to have lov’d thee maikes me yet irpre lost. 
Than all the malice of my other fate. 

Traitor, monster, cold and perfidious slave 1 
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T 


A iilBTe» not daring to bo froo! nor darof 
To loYO above biiii\, for 'tii dangeroof : i 

There, there’s thedieadfal sound, the king's thj 
rival I 

SeKm, Madam, the king is here, and ent’riog 
noar. 

Zara. As 1 eould wish j bj heav’n Til be re- 
veng’d. 

JEnier the King, Perez, and Aitendante. 

King. Why does the fairest of her kind wUb% 
draw 

Her shining from the d^, to gild this scene 
Of death and night? He! what diso|der*s tMs? 
Somewhat I Ijjsard of king and rival mention’d. 
What’s be that dares be rival to the king. 

Or lift bis eyes to like where 1 adore? 

Zara, There ! he, jonr pris’ner, and that was mj 
slave. 

King. How ! better ^an my hopes ! does she 
accuse him? {Aside.) 

Zara. Am 1 become so lo^ by my captivity, • 
And do your arms so lessen what they conquer. 
That Zara mast be made the siiort of slaves ? # ^ 

And shall the wretch, whom yester son beheld 
Waiting my nod, the creature of my pow’r, * 
Presume lo-day to plead audacious love, 

And build bold hones on my dejected fate ? 

King. Better for him to tempt the rage of 
heav’n, 

And wrench the bolt, red-hissing from the hand^ * 
Of him that thunders, than but think that in- 
solence. 

’Tis daring for a god. Hence to the wheel 
With that Ixion, who aspires to hold 
Divinity embraoM ;wto whips and prisons 
Drag him with speed, and rid me of his face. 

( Guards seise Osmgn . ) 

Zara. Compassion led me to bemoan his state. 
Whose former faith had merited much more :* 

And through iny hopes in you, 1 undertook 
He should be set at large: thence sprung his 
insolence; 

Aud what was charity he constru’d love. 

King. Enough: bis punishment be what yon 
please. 

But let me lead you from this place of sorrow. 

To one where young delights attend ; 

Where ev’ry hour shall roll in circling joys. 

And love shall wing the tedious-wasting day. 

Life without love is load, and time stands still : 
What we refuse to him, to death we give ; 

And then, then only, when we love, we live. 

.[Exsiinf. 

• ACT III. 

Scene I. — A Prison. 

OsMYN discovered alone, with a ptgger. 

Osmgn. But now, and 1 was closed within the 
tomb • 

That holds my fatlier’s ashes ; and but now 
Where be was pris’ner, I am too imprison’d. 

Sure ’tis the hand of heav’n that leads me^thus. 
And for some purpose points out these remem- 
brances. 

In a dark corner of my cell I found 
This paper ; what it is this light will shew. 

(Bsaas.) ** If mg Alpkcfsao'* Ha! 

** If mg A^honso Unjp, restore Aim, heaven! 

Give me more weight, crush mg declining gears 
With holts, with chains, imprisonMnent wsa want; 

But bless siy son! visit not him for me!** 

(It is his hand 1 this was his pray’r;— yet more) : 


Let ev*rg htdr,sMk sorrow hg the roots 
Tears from mg hoary and devotedhead. 

Be doubled m thu merdee to mg son! 

Not for mgself. Out him, hear me, att^adoue*^~^ 
’Tis. wanting what should follow— Heav’n should 
foltow, • 

Buf ’tis tom off! Why should that word alone 
Be torn from this petition? 4TwaB to beav’n. 

But heav’n was ddhS$ beav’n beard him not: but 
• thus. 

Thus as the name of beav’n from this is tom, 

So did it tear the ears of mercy from 
His voice, shutting the gates of pray’r against 
him! 

If piety be thns debarr’d access 
On high, and of good men the very best 
Is singled out to bleed, and bear the scourge. 
What is reward? or what is punishment? 

But who shall dare to tax. eterual Justice? 

Yet I may think — I ma^, I most : for thought 
Precedes the will to thmk, and error lives 
Ere reason can be born. 

What noise! Who’s there? My friend! powoam’st 
thou hither? 


Enter Helf. 

• • 


HeU. The time’s too precious ^o be spent ui 
• telling. ^ • 

The captain, influenc'd by Almem’s pow’r. 

Gave order to the guards for my admittance. 
Osmgn. How mses Almeria? But 1 know 
she is 

As ILam. Tell me, may I hope to see her? 

Jfe/i. You may: anon, at midnight, when the 
kin( • 

Is gone to rest, and Garcia is retir’d 
(Who takes the privilege to visit late. 

Presuming on a bridegroom’s right), come. 

* Osmgn. She’ll come! ’tis what I wish, yet what 
I • 1 fear. 

i She’ll come; but vriiither, and to whom? Ob, 

' heav’n ! • 

To a vile prison, and a captive wretch * 

1 To one, whom had she never known, she had 
Been happy. Why, why was that neav’nly Crea- 
ture « 

Abandon’d o’er to love what heav’n forsakes? 

Why does she follow, with unwearied steps. 

One who has tir’d misfortune with pursuing? 

Heli, Have hopes, and bear the voice of better 
fate. 

I’ve learn’d there are disorders ripe for mutiny 
Among the troops, who thought to share the 
plunder. 

Which Manuel to bis own use and avarice 
Converts. The news has reach’d Valeneia’a fron- 


tiers ; 

Where many of yoor snbjects, longmppress’d 
With tvranoy and grievous imposilions. 

Are ris^n in arms, and call for chiefs to bead 
And lead them to regain their rights and liberty. 
Osmgn. By heav’n, thou’st rous’d me fmm my 
• lethargy. 

The spirit, which was dbaf to my own wrongs. 
And tJie loud cries of my dead father’s blood— 
Ob, my Aq^ooio, I am all on fire ! ^ ^ 

My soul is up in arms, ready to charjge 
And bear amidst the foe with conq^uving troopg* 


I hear ’em call to lead ’em on to lioerty. 

To victory ; their shouts and olamonrs rend 
My ears, and reach the heav’ns ! Where is the 
king? 

Where is Alphonso ? Ha ! where, where udeed 1 
Oh! I ooidd tear and burst the strings of life. 

To break these chains! Off! oft! ye staiiiR af 
royalU ! 

Off, slavery! Ob, oarse! that I alone 
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[Act ni. 


Can beat and flatter in mj cage, when 1 
Would soar, and atoop at riotorjr beneath. 

JETeA. Zara, the cause of joar restraint, may be 
The means of liberty restor’d. That gain’d, 
Oocasion will not fail to point oat ways 
For yoar escape: meantimfl^ I’ve thought already 
‘'^'’‘With speed and safety to convey myself, 

Where not far off some malcontents hold ooanoil 
Nightly, who hate this tyranl^/aome, who love 
Anselmo's memory, and will, tar certain, • 
When they sbafl know who live, assist yoar 
oaase. 

Osutyn. My friend and counsellor, is thoa 
think’st fit. 

So do.^ I will with patience wait my fortune. 

JSTe/i. When Zara comes, abate of your aversion. 
Osmyn, I hate her not, nor can dissemble 
love: 

But as I may. I’ll do. Farewell, 

My friend, the good thou dost deserve attend thee. 

[Exit HelL 

I’ve been to blame, and question’d with impiety 
The care%f beav’n. Not so my father bore 
More atuiooB grief. This should have better 
taught me ; ‘ 

This tlis last legacy to me ; which here 
I’ll treasure os more worth than«diadems. 

Or all extended rule of regal pow’r. 

« 

Enter Zara, veiled. 

What brightness breaks upon me thus through 
shades. 

And promises a day to this dark dwellingl 
Is it my love ? — ' r 

Zara, Oh ! that thy heart had taught 

( Lifting her veil , ) 

Thy tongue that saying ! 

Osmyajiii^a ! I am betray’d by my surprise ! 

(Aside.)' 

Zara, What, does my face displease thee? 

That having seen it thou dosb'turo thy eyes 
Away, as from deformity and hqjrror T 
If so, tbis<rable curtain shall again 
Be drawh, and I will stand befere thee, seeing 
And unseen. * Is it my love?’ Ask again 
^Tbat question ; speak again in that soft voice ; 

And look again with wishes in thy eyes. 

Oh, no, thou const not; for thou seest me now. 

As she whose savage breast hath been the cause 
Of these thy wrongs; as she whose barb’rous 
rage 

Has loaded thee with chains and galling irons. 
Oemyn. You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to 
believe 

1 bear my fortunes with so low a mind. 

But destiny and inauspicious stars 
Have oast me down to this low being : or 
Granting you hgd, from you 1 have deserv’d it, 
Zara, Canst,i|.hoa forgive me, then? wilt thou 
believe 

So kindly of my fault, to call it madness ? 

Oh, give that madness yet a milder name. 

And cdll it passion ; then be still more kind, 

And call that passion love.« 

Oemyn, Give it a name. 

Or beingc.8 you please, such I will think it. 

Zara, OhJ tlToa dost wound me mo^e with this 
thy goodness, 

Than e’er thou oonldst with bitterest reproaches ; 
Thy anger eonld not pierce thus to my heart. 
Oemyn, Yet I could wish— 

Zara, Haste me to know it: what? 

Oemyn, That at this time 1 bad not been this 
thing. 

Mmm, What thing? 

^ This slave. 

Oh, heaven ! my fears interpret 


This thy silence ; somewhat of high concern, 

(Long fashioning within thy lab’fingmind, 

' And now just ripe for birth, my rage has ruin’d. 
Have I done this 7 Tell me, am I so curs’d? 
Oemyn, Time may have still one fated hour 
to come. 

Which, wing’d with liberty, might overtake 
Occasions past. 

Zara', Swift as occasion, I 
Myself will fly ; and earlier than the mom 
Wake thee to freedom. 

I, Oemyn, 1 have not merited this grace ; 

I Nor, should my secret purpose take efteot, 
j Can I repay, as you require, such benefits. 

ZMra. Tnqu oan’st not owe me more, nor have 1 
more « 

To give than I’ve already lost. But now. 

So docs the form of our engagements rest, ' 

Thou hast the wrong till I redeem thee hence; 

That done, I leave thy justioe to return 

My love. Adieu ! , * [Bxil. 

Oemyn, This woman has a soul 
Of godlike mould, intrepid and commanding. 

And challenges, in spite of me, my best 
oE^Ieem. 

But she has passions which outstrip the wind. 

And tear her virtues up, as tempests root 
The sea. I fear, when she shall know the truth. 
Some swift and dire event of her blind rage 
Will make all fatal. But behold she comes. 

For whom I fear, to shield me from my fears, 

’ The cause and comfort of my boding heart. 

Enter Almeria. 

My life, my health, my liberty, my all ! 

How shall I welcome thee to ^liirwad place ? 

How speak to thee the words of joy and tranB> 
port? 

How run into thy arms, withheld by fetters? 

Or take thee into mine, while 1 am thus ma- 
nacled 

I And pinion’d like a thief or murderer? 

Shall I not hurt or braise thy tender body. 

And stain thy bosom with the rust of these 
Rude irons ? Must I meet thee, thus, Almeria? 
Almeria, Thus, thus; we parted, thus to meet 
again. 

Thou toldTst me thou would’st think bow we 
might meet 

To part no more — now we will part no more j 
For these thy chains, or death, shall join us 
ever. 

Oemyn, Oh! Oh — 

Almeria, Give me that sigh. 

Why doili thou heave, and stifle in thy griefs? 

Thy heart will burst, thy eyes*, look red and 
start; 

Give thy soul way, and tell me thy dark thought. 
Oemyn, For this world’s rule, I would not 
wound thy breast 

With such a dagger as then struck my heart. 
Almeria, Why? why? To know it, cannot wounds 
me more. 

Than knowing thou hast felt^t. Tell it me— 

Thou giv’st me pain with too nfuch tenderness. 
Oemyn, And thy excessive love 'distracts my 
sense. 

Ob ! wonldst thou be less killing, soft, or kind, 
Grief could not double thus his darts against me. 
Almeria. Thou dost me wrong, ana grief too 
robs my heart, 

If there he shoot not ev’ry other shaft: 

Thy second self should feel each other wound, 

And woe should be in equal portions dealt. 

I am thy wife— - 

Oemyn. Oh ! thou hast searched too^eep 1 
There, there I bleed; there puU the cruel cords. 
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Thftt Mtnio 1115 oraoking nerres ; engines and 
wheels, , \ 

That pieoeineal grind, are beds of down and 
balm 

To that sonl-raoking thought. 

Almeria, Then I am cnrs’d 
Indeed, if that be so ; if I’m thy torment, 

Kill me, then kill me, dash me with thy chains. 
Tread on me : 

Am I, am I of all thy woes the worst? 

Osmun. My all of bliss, my everlasting life, 

Soal of my soni, and end of all my wishes, • 

Why dost thon thus unman me with thy words. 

And melt me down to mingle with thy weep- 
ings ? • * 

Why doet tbpu ask? Why dost thou talk thus 
piercingly? 

Thy Sorrows have disturb'd thy peace of mind. 

And thou dost speak of miseries impossible, 
ilfmerui. Didst not thou say that racks and wheels 
Were balm, • 

And beds of ease, to thinking me thy wife? 

Oamyn. No, no*, nor sho^d the subtlest paids 
that hell, 

Or hell-born malice can invent, extort a 

A wish or thought from me to have thee other. ^ 
But wilt thou know what barrows up my heart? 
Thou art my wife-nay, thon art yet my bride ; 

The sacred union of connubial love 
Yet unaooomplish’d. 

Is this dark cell a temple for that god ? 1 

Or this vile earth an altar for such off*rings? 

This den for slaves, this dungeon , damp’d with 
woes; 

Is this to call thee mine? Oh ! hold my heart ! 

To call thee mine I Yes ; thus, e’en thus to call 
Thee mine, weR oomfort, joy, extremest ecs- 
tasy. 

But, oh I thou art not mine, not e’en in misery ; 

And ’tie deny’d to me to be so bless'd. 

As to be wretched with thee. * 

Almeria. No, not that 

Th’ extremest malice of our fate can hinder : 

That still is left us, and on that we’ll feed, 

As on the leavings of calamity. 

There we will feast and smile on past distress. 

And hug, in scorn of it, our mutual ruin. 

Otmyn, Oh! thou dost talk, my love, as one re- 
solv’d, 

Because not knowing danger. But look for- 
ward; 

Think of to-morrow, when thon sbalt be torn 
From these weak, struggling, unextended arms: 
Think how my heart will heave, and eyes will 
strain, • 

grasp and reach what is deny’d my bands : 

Think Low I db, when thou shut wed with 
Garcia ! 

Then will I smear these walls with blood, dis- 
figure 

And dash my face, and rive my clotted hair ; 

Break onTthis flinty floor my throbbing breast. 

And grovel with gash’d hands to scratch a grave. 
And bury me alive. 

Almena. Heart-|M'eaking horror ! 

Otmifn. Then Garoia shall lie panting on thy 
bosom, 

liUzoTions, revelling amidst thy charms— 

Hell, bell! have I not oause to rage and rave? 
'What are all racks, and wheels, and whips to 
this? 

Oh, my Almeria ! 

What do the damn’d endure, but to despair; 

But knowing heav’n,Ao know it lost for ever? 
Almeria. Oh ! I am struck ; thy words are bolts 

Which, sbd^lnto my breast, now melt and obill 
me. 


Elder Zara, Perez, and Selim. 

Zara. Somewhat of weight to me requires bis 
freedom. 

Dare you dispute the king’s oommand? Behold 
The.roya] signet. {Aside to Peres.) 

Peree. I obey ; yet 1 i>eg 
Yodr majesty one moment to defer 
Your earring, till jhe princAs is return’d 
From visiting the nOble prisoner. {Aside to Zara.) 
*Zara. Hal 

What say’st thou? ([Aside to Peree.) 

OsiRjgi. We are lost, undone, discover’d! 

Speak of compassion, let her bear you speak 
Of interceding for me with the king ; 

Say something quickly to conceal onr loves. 

If possible. {Aside to A Imeria . ) 

Almeria. I cannot speak. {Aside to Osmyn.) 

Osmyn. Let me 

Conduct you forth, as not perceiving her. 

But till sne’s gone; then bless me thus again. 

{Aside to Almeria.) 
Zara. Trembling and weeping as beeleads her 
forth ! 

^Confusion in his face, and grief in hers! *’% 

’Tis plain I’ve been abus’d. • 

Perdition catch ’em both, and ruin part ’em! 

• • , {Aside.) 

Osnyfn. This charity to one unknown, and tflos 
(Aloud to Almeria, as she u going.) 
Distress’d, heaven will repay* all thanks are poor. 

lExit Almeria. 

Zara. Damn’d, damn’d dissembler! Yet I will 
be calm, 

ChoV# in my rage, and know the utmost depth 
Of this deem ver. (Aside.) You seem much sur- 
prised. 

Osmyn. At j'otr return so soon and nnex- 
pected ! 

^ Zara. And so nnwish’d, unwauted, too, it 
seems. 

ConftAion ! — Yet I will contain myself. 

You’re grown a favourite since last we parted : 
Perhaps I’m sauej^and intruding. • « 

Osmyn. Madam ! * 

Zara. I did not know the prinoess’ favourite : 
Your pardon, sir — mistake me not ; you think 
I’m angry ; you’re deceiv’d, 1 came to set * 

You free ; but shall return much better pleas’d 
To find yon have an interest superior. 

Osmyn, You do not come to mock my mi- 
series? 

Zara. I do. 

Osmyn. I could at this time spare your mirth. 
Zara. I know thon conldst; but I’m not often 
pleas’d. 

And will indulge it now. What miseries? 

Who would not be thus happily confin’d 
To be the egre of weeping majesty ? ^ 

To have contending queens, at deadbf night. 
Forsake their down, to‘ wake with wat’ry eyes. 

And watch, like tapers, o’er your hour of rest? 

Oh, curse ! — I cannot hold. 

Osmyn. Come, ’tis too much. 

Zara. Villain ! « 

Osmyn. How, madam? 

Zara. Thou shall die. % 

Osmyn. Isthank you. • 

Zara. Thon lies!, for now I know for whom 
tbou'dst live. 

Osmyn. Then you may know for whom I’d 
die. 

Zara. Hell, hell! 

Yet I’ll be calm — Dark and unknown betrayer! 

But now the dawn begins, and the^ slow hand 
Of fate is stretch’d to draw*the veil, and leave 
Thee bare, the naked mark of public view. 

Osm^. You may be still aeoeiv’d; ’tis in my 
power. 
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Chain’d aa I am, to flj from all mj wronga. 

And free ayaelf at once from miaerjr. 

And joa of me. 

Zara. Ha! aaj’at thoal Bat 111 prevent it. 
Who waita there? Aa yon will answer it, look, this 
slave • (To the Chiard.) 

iittempt no means to make himself away. * 
I’ve been deceiv’d. The pnblio safety cow 
Requires he should be more oohfin’d, and none, 
No, not the princess, snffer’d or to see « 

Or speak with him: III quit you to the king. 

Vile and ingrate I too late thou sbalt repent^ 

The base injustice thou hast done my love ; 

Yes, thou Shalt know, spite of thy past distress. 
And all those ills, which then so long hast 
mourn’d, 

Heav’n has no rage like love to hatred turn’d. 

Nor hell a fur^ like a woman scorn’d. [^Exeunt, 


ACT IV. 

^ Scene I.— A Boom of State. 

" Enter ZARA and Selim. 

V w 

Zara. Thou 'nast already rack’d me with thy 
‘■tay; , 

Therefore, require me not to ask thee twice : 

Reply at once to all. What is concluded? 

Selim. Your accusation highly has incens’d 
The king, and were alone enough to urge 
The fate of Osmyn ; but to that, fresh news , 

Hu since arriv’d, of more revolted troops. * 
<i7Tis certain Hell, too, is fled, and witli him 
(Which breeds amazement and distraction) some 
Who b ore h igh oflices of weight and trust. 

Both in Tfle state and army. This confirms 
The king in full belief of all you told him 
Concerning Osmyn, and his correspondence • 

With them who first began the mutiny. 

Wberefor^ a warrant for his deLtli is sign’d ; 

And order given for public execution. 

Zara. Ha ! haste thee ; fly, prevent his fate and 
mine ; 

* Find out the king, tell him I have of weight 
More than his crown t’impart, ere Osmyn die. 
Selim. It needs not, for the king will straight be 
here; 

And as to your revenge, not bis own int'rest. 
Pretend to sacrifice the life of Osmyn. 

Zara. What shall I say? Invent, contrive, 
advise 

Somewhat to blind the king, and save his life 
In whom I live. Devise the means to shun it, 
Quicloj or, by heav'n, this dagger drinks thy 
blood. 

Selim, My life is year’s, nor wish I to preserve 
it, 

But to serve you. I have already thought. 

Zara. Forgive luy rage ; I know thy love and 
^ truth. 

But s^, what’s to be donq? or when, or how 
Shall I prevent or stop the approaching danger? 
A'eliin.^oa must still seem most resolute and 
^x’d ^ 

On Osmyn’s death; too auick a change of mercy 
Might breed suspicion or the cause. Advise 
That execution may be done in private. 

Zara. On wbat pretence ? 

SeUm, Your own request’s enough. 

However, for a oolour, tell him you 
Have oanse to fear his guards may be corrupted. 
And tome of them bmight off to Osmyn’s inte- 
rest. 

Who, at the place of exeontion, will 
Attempt to force his way for an escape : 


The state of things will oountenanoe all aiisfl* 
cions. 

Then offer to the king to have him strangled 
In secret by your mutes : and get an order. 

That none but mutes may nave aadmittanoe id 
him. 

I can no more, the king is here. Obtain 
This grant, and I’ll acquaint you with the rest. 

[Eaff. 

Enter King, Gonzalez, and Perez. 

King. Bear to the dungeon those rebellious 
slaves : 

But for their leaders, Sanoho and Ramirez, 

Let V:m be Iftd away to present death. 

Perez, see it perform’d. • 

Gonsafex. Might I presume. 

Their execntiou'better were deferr’d, 

Till Osmyn die. Meantime, we may learn mora 
Of this conspiracy. 

King. Then be it so. , * 

Stay, soldier; they shall suffer with the Moor. 

A!^e none return’d of^tbose that follow’d Heli? 
Oonsalex. None, sir. Some papers have been 
0 since discover’d 
In Roderigo’s house, who fled with him. 

Which seem to intimate as if Alphonso 
Were still alive, and arming in Valencia: 

Which wears, indeed, this colour of a truth. 

They who have fled have that way bent their 
coarse. 

Of the same nature divers notes have been 
Dispers’d t’ amuse the people ; whereupon 
Some ready of belief, have rais’d this rnmour : 

That being sav’d upon the coast of Afric, 

He there disclos’d himself to Albucazim, 

And by a secret compact madw vririi him, 

Open’d and urg’d the way to this invasion; 

While he himself, returning to Valencia 
In private, undertook to raise this tumult. 

Zara. Ha! hear’st thou that? Is Osmyn, then, 
Alphonso? 

Oh ! certain death for him, as sure despair 
For me, if it be known. If not, what nope 
Have I ? Yet ’twere the lowest baseness, now 
To yield him up. No, 1 will still conceal him. 

And try the force of yet more obligations. 

(Aside.) 

Gonsalez. ’Tis not impossible. Yet it maj 
be 

That some impostor has usurp’d bis name. 

Your beauteous captive, Zara, can inform 
If such an one, so ^scaping, was receiv’d 
At any time in Albucazim^s court. 

Kii^. .Pardon, fair excellence, this long Mg- 
leot : 

An unforeseen, unwelcome hour tff business. 

Has thrust between us and our while of love ; 

But wearing now apace with ebbing sand. 

Will quickly waste and give again the day. 

Zara, You’re too secure : the danger is more im- 
minent 

Than your high courage suffers yon to see : 

While Osmyn lives, you are not safe. 

King. His doom • , 

Is pass’d : if you revoke it not, he dies. 

Zara. ’Tis well. By what I beard upon your 
* entrance, 

I find I can unfold what yet concerns 

You more. One who did call himself Alphotiso 

Was cast upon my coast, as is reported, ^ 

And oft bad private conference with the king; 

To what effect I knew not then : but he, 

Alphonso, secretly departed, ^st 
About the time our arms embark’d for Spain. 
What I know more is, that a triple 
Of strictest friendship was profess’d oltween 
Alphonso, Heli, and the traitor Osmyn. 
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Kmg* PoUio report ii ratified in thie. 

Zara, And Osmj^n’B death requir’d of atrong 
B'eoeNitr. 

King, Give order atraight (hat all the pria’oera 
die. • 

Zara. Forbear a moment, aomewhat more I 
have 

Worthy yoar private ear, and thia roar minister. 
King, Let ul, except Gonaalez, leave the room. 

lExewut Peres, ^e, 
Zara, 1 am yonr captive, and yoa’ve na’d me 
nobly; 

And in return of that, though otherwiae 
Your enemy, 

I think it fit to tell yon, that yonr gnar^^ * 

Are tainted: agipe among ’em have reaolv’d 
To reacue Oamyn at the place of death. 

Khi^, la treaaou, then, no near ua aa our 

S iardal 

oat certain; though my knowledge ia 
not yet • 

So ripe, to point at the partionlar men. 

King, What’a to be done? , * 

Zara, That, too, 1 will adviae. 

I have remaining in my train aoroe mutea, a 

A preaent once from the aultana qneen. 

In the grand aignior’a conrt. Theae from their in-* 
fancy 

Are practis’d in the trade of death ; and shall, 

^8 there the coatom ia,) in private, atrangle 
Oamyn. 

Gonsales, My lord, the queen advises well. 

King. What ofTring, or what recpmpense re- 
mains 

In me, that can be worthy ao great services? 

To cast beneath your feet the crown yoo’ve 

sav’d, ^ • 

Though on the head that wears it, were too 
litUe. 

Zara, Of that hereafter; but, meantime, ’tis 
fit 

You give strict charge that none may be ad- 
mitted 

To see the pris’ner, but such mutes aa 1 
Shall send. 

King. Who waits there? 

Enter Perez. 

On your life take heed 

That only Zara’s mutes, or such who bring 

Her warrant, have admittance to the Moor. 

Zara, other, not the princess’ 

Peres. Your majesty shall be obey’d. • 

King, Retire. [Exit Peres, 

Gonsates, ThatYnterdiotion ao particular. 
Pronounc’d wi^l^ vehemence against the princess. 
Should have more meaning than appears bare- 
fao’d. 

The king is blinded by his love, and heeds 
It not. {^eide,) Your majesty, sure, might have 
spar’d 

The last restraint ; you hardly can aumct 
The princess is conf^’rifte with the M!oor. 

Zara. I’ve heard her charity did once extend 
So far to visit him, at his request. . 

OoMofe.. H.! 

King, How? She visit Oamyn! What, my 
daughter? 

SeKm, Madam, take heed ; or you have rulu’d 
all. {Aside to Zara.) 

Zara, And after did solicit you on his 
Behalf. 

King, Never. You have been misinform’d. 
Zara. Indeld! Then ’twas a whisper spread by 
Bonrn 

Who wish’d it ao; a common art in courts. 


I will retire, and instantly prepare 
Instruction for my ministers of death. 

> lExitwUhSeUm, 

Oonsaks. There’s somewhat yet of mystery in 
. this: 

Her words and actions \ire obscure and double, ^ 
Sometimes concur and sometimes disagree : ^ 

I like it not. * (Aside,) 

Xing. What dost^hon think, Gonsalee; 

Are we not much indebted to this fair one? 

Gonst^s. I am a little slow of credit, sir. 

In the sincerity of women'H actions. 

Metbinks this lady’s hatred to the Moor 
Disquiets her too much ; which makes it seem 
As if she’d rather that she did not hate him. 

I wish her motes are meant to be employ’d 
As she pretends — I doubt it now — Your guards 
Corrupted! how? by whom? who told her so? 

I’ th’ evening, Oamyn was to die ; at midnight. 

She begg’d the royal signet to release him ; 

I’ Ih’ morning, he most die again ; ere noon. 

Her motes alone must strangle him, or he^l 
Escape. This pot together suits not well. 

King, Yet, that there’s truth in what she has 
** discover’d, 

Is manifest from every circumstance. 

This tumult, and thb lords who fled gitb Heli, 

Are confirmation ; that Alphonso lives, * 

Agrees expressly, too, with her report. * 
Gonsalez, I grant it, sir ; and doubt not, but in 
• rage 

Of jealousy, she has discover’d what 
She now repents. It may be I’m deceiv’d : 

Blit why that needless cantion of the princess? 

What if she^had seen Osmyn? though ’twere 
strange ; 

But if she had, what was’t to her? unless 
She fear’d her stronger charms might j^apse the 
, Moor’s 
Afiection to revolt. 

Kinp. I thank thee, &iend ; 

There’s reason in thy doubt, and I am warn’d. 

But tliink’st thou* that ray daughter ^a^r this 
Moor? • 

Cronsalex. If Osmyn be, as Zara has related, , 
Alphonso’s friend, ’tis not impossible 
But she might wish on his account to see him. 

King, Say’st thou? By heaven, thou hast rous’d 
a thought. 

That like a sudden earthquake shakes my frame. 
Confusion! then iny daughter’s an accomplice. 

And plots in private with this hellish Moor. 

GonsaUz. That were too hard a thought: but. 
Bee, she comes. 

’Twere not amiss to question her a little. 

And try, howe’er, if I’ve divin'd aright. 

If what 1 fear be true, she'll be concern’d 
For Osmyn’s death, as he’s Alphonsq’s friend: 

Urge that, to try if she’U solicit for h^in. 

Enter Almeria and Leonora. 

King, Your coming bos prevented me, Al- 
roeria ; 

I had determin’d to have fent for you. 

Let yonr attendant be dismiss’d ; 1 have 

[Leonort^retires. 

To talk with you. Come near; why dost thou 
shake? 

What mean those swoln and red-fleok’d eyes, that 
look 

As they had wept in blood, and worn the night 
In waking anguish? Why this, on the day 
Which was design’d to celebrate thy ni^tjalf ; 

But that the beams of ligh^are to be stain’d 
With reeking gore from traitors on the rack ? « 

Wherefore fhave deferr’d the marriage-rites; 

Nor shall the guilty horrors of this day 
Profane that jubilee. 
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Almma* All daji to me 

Henoeforth are eaual : this the daj of death, . f 
To-morrow, and tne neat; and each that follows, ^ 
Will andistingnish’d roll, and but prolong 
One hated line of more extended woe. . 

King, Whence is thy grief? Give me to know 
the oansei 

And look tbon afnswer m^ with troth; for, 
know, 

I am not nnacqaainted with thy falsehood. 

art thou mute? base and degenerate maid! 
wnsakg. Dear madam, speak, or yoo^ll incense 
the king. 

Almeria, What is’t to speak? or wherefore ahoold 
I speak? 

What mean these tears, bat anef onotterable? 
King. They are the damb confessions of thy 
mind: 

They mean thy goilt; and say tbon wert con- 
fed 'rate 

With damn’d conspirators to take my life. 

Oh ' impious parricide! now canst tlion speak? 
Almeria, On! earth, behold I kneel upon thy 
bosom, 

And bend my flowing eyes, to stream upon 

Thy face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield ; 

Open thy bowels of compassion, take 

In.o thy womb the last and most forlorn 

Of all Ihy raoe.< Hear me, thou common parent! — 

1 have no parent else — be thou a mother. 

And step between me and the curse of him 
Who was — who was, but is no more a father; 

But brands my innocence with horrid crimes. 

And for ;the tender names of child and daughter. 
Now calls me murderer and parricid/e. 

King, Rise, I command thee; and« if thou 
wouldst 

Acquit th^yseir of those detested names. 

Swear thou hast never seen that foreign dog. 

Now doom'd to die, that most accursed Osmyn. 

Almeria, Never, but as with innocence \ might. 
And free of all bad purposes : so heav’n’s 
My wjtn«*ss. 

Kin^: V'ile, eouivocating wretch ! 

With innocence! Oh! patience, hear: she owns 
it I 

Confesses it! By beav'n. I’ll have him rack’d. 
Torn, mangl'd, flay’d, impal’d ; all pains and tor- 
tures 

That wit of man and dire revenge can think. 

Shall he, accumulated, under-bear. 

Ahumria. Oh! 1 am lost; there fate begins to 
wound. 

J^my. Hear me; then, if thou const, reply: 
know, traitress, 

I’m not to learn that curs’d Alphonso lives ; 

Nor am I ignorant what Osmvn is. 

Almsna. Then all is ended, and we both must 
die. 

Since thoii’rt reveal’d, alone thou sbalt not die : 
And yet alone would 1 have died, heav’n knows. 
Repeated deaths, rather than have reveal’d thee. 
King, Hell, hell! do 1 hear this, and yet en- 
dure? • ' 

What, dar’st thou to my face avow thy goilt? 
HeDoe,(tere I curse; fly my just rage with 
speed; f 

Lest T forget us both and spurn thee from me. 
Almeria, And yet a father! think, 1 am your 
child. 

Turn not your eyes away : look on me kneeling; 
Now curse me Ir you can ; now spurn me oflT. 
lUd ever iither curse his kneeling child? 

,Never; for always blessings crown that posture. 

' '^hl hoar me, then, thha crawling on tbe earth — 
thou advis'd, and let me go, while 
jret 

The light impresaioo thou hast made remains. 


Almeria, No, never will I rise, nor loose this 
hold. 

Till you are mov'd, and grant that he may live. 
King, Ha ! who may five? take heed, no more 
of that; 

X or on my soul he dies, though thou aud I ' 
nd all should follow to psrt&e his doom. 

^ Away, oflT, let me go. Call her attendants. 

i 

Re-enter Leonora md Women, 

Almeria, Drag me, harrow the earth with my 
bare bosom, 

I'lljiot let go till you have spar’d my husband. 
King, Hji! husband! Wnicb? who? 

Almeria, He, he is my husband^ ' 

King*: Who ? 

Almeria, O-^ ^ {VainU,) 

Let me go, let me fall, sink deep— I'll dig, 

I'll dig a mve, and tear up death ; I will ; 

Yes, 1 will strip off life, and we will change: 

I will be death ; then, though you kill my hus- 
band, ^ 

He hIibH be mine still, and for ever mine. 

T King, What husband? whom dost thou mean? 

^ Gonsoiez. She raves! 

Almeria. Oh! that I did! Osmyn, he is my 
husband. 

King. Osmyn! 

Almeria, Not Osmyn, but Alphonso is my 
dear 

And wedded husband.' Heav’n, and air, and 
seajn. 

Ye winds and waves, I call ye all to witness! 

King, Wilder than winds or waves, thyself dost 
rave. 

Should I hear more, T, too, Jhoflid catch thy mad- 
ness. 

Watch her returning sense, and bring me word : 
And look that she attempt not on her life. 

[JEhrif. 

Almeria, Oh ! stay, yet stay ; bear me, I am not 
mad. 

I would to heaven I were! — he's gone. 

Gtmsalex. Have comfort. 

Almeria. Curs’d be that rogue that bids roe be 
of comfort! 

Curs’d my own tongue, that could not move his 
pity ! 

Curs'd these weak hands, that could not bold him 
here! 

For be is gone to doom Alphonse’s death. 

Gonsaiez, Your too excessive grief works on 
your fancy, 

And deludes your sense. Alphonso, if living. 

Is far from hence, beyond your father’s power. 
Almeria. Hence, thou detesTed, ill-tim’d flat- 
terer ! 

Source of my woes ! thou and thy race be 
curs’d ! ' 

But doubly thou, who couldst alone have policy 
And fraud to find the fatal secret out, • 

And know that Osmyn was Alphonso ! 

Gonsaiez. Ha! 

Almeria, Why dost thbu (tart? what dost thou 
see or near? ^ 

Is itt^e doleful bell, tolling for death? 

Or dying groans from my Alphonso’s breast? 

See, see ; look yonder, wliere a grizzled, pale. 

And ghastly head glares by, all smear’d with 
blood. 

Gasping as it would speak ; and after, see. 

Behold a damp dead band hu dropp’d a dagm : 

I’ll catch it — ^Hark ! a voice cries murder! ah! 

My father’s voice! hollow it sounds, and calb 
Me from the tomb— I’ll follow it ; fdMhere 
I shall again behold my dear AIphonM. 

[Exit unt/k Leonora, 
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OoiuahM, She's greatljf griev'd : nor am 1 less 
sarpris'd. 

OsiDjru Alpbonso! nd •, she over-rates 
My policy : I ne'er suspected it : 

Nor now liad kn^wn it, hut from her mistake. 

Her husband, too! Ha! where is Garcia, then? 
And where the crown that should descend on 
him. 

To grace the line of my posterity 1 
Hold, let me think : if I should tell the king — 
Things come to this extremity *, his daughter 
Wedded already — what if he should yield? 
Knowing no remedy for what is past ; 

And ur{f d by nature pleading for his child. 

With which he seems to be already shaken. « 
And thougibl ki^o w be hates, beyond tlih grave, 
Anselmo'b raceHyel, if— that if concludes me. 

To doubt, when I may be assur'd, is-folly. 

But how prevent the captive queen, who means 
To set him free? Ay, now 'tis plain : oh 1 well 
Invented tale ! He was AJphonso’s friend. 

This subtle woman will amuse the king. 

If I delay — 'twill do — or better so. 

One to my wish. Alonzo, thou'art welcome. 

JEnter Alonzo. 

Ahnua. The king expects your lordship. 
Gonsalez, 'Tis no matter ; 

I'm not i' th’ way at present, good Alonzo. 

Alonzo. Ift please your lordship. I’ll return and 
say 

I have not seen you. 

Oonatdez. Do, my beat Alonzo. 

Yet stay; I would — but go ; anon will serve — 

Yet I have that requires thy speedy help. 

I think thou woulObt iMt stop to do me service. 
Alonzo. 1 am your creature. 

Oonsalez, Say thou art my friend. 

I’ve seen thy &word do noble execution. 

Alonzo, All that it can your lordship shall com- 
mand. 

Oonsalez. Thanks ; and I take thee at thy word. 
Thou’st seen. 

Among the foil' were of the captive queen. 

Dumb men, who make their meaning known by 
signs. 

Alonzo. 1 have, my lord. 

Oonsalez. Couldst thou procure, with speed 
And privacy, the wearing garb of one 
Of those, though purchas’d by bis death, I'd 
give 

Thee such reward as should exceed thy wish. 
Alonzo. Conclude it done. Where shall 1 wait 
your lordship? 

Oonsabz. At m|^ apartment. Use thy utmost 
diligence ; 

And say I’ve notibeen seen : haste, good Alonzo. 

Afonso. 

So, this can hardly fail. Alphonso slain. 

The greatest obstacle is then remov'd. 

Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed ; 

And I yet fix the crown on Garcia's head. [Bzit, 

tj 

ACT V. 

Scene I.— A JRoom of State. 

Enter Kino, Perez, and Alonzo, 

King. Not to be fopndl In an ill hour he's 
absent. 

None, say you? none? what, not the fav’rite 
ennnob? 

Nor she herself, nor an^y of her mutes. 

Have yet requir'd admittance? 


Perez, None, my lord. 

. King, Is Osmyn so dispos'd as I commanded? 

U Perez, Fast bound in aonble chains, and at full 
length 

He lies supine on earth : with as much ease 
She might remove the contre of this earth. 

As loose the rivets of his bonds. 

King, Tis well. ^ 

[A MvJle appease, and seeing the King retires. 
Hal, stop and seize, that mote; Alonzo, follow 
him. 

Ent'ring he met m v eyes, and started back 
*Frightea,‘^d fumbling one hand in bis bosom. 

As to conceal tb' importance of bis errand. 

l^Alonzo follows Aim, and returns with a ptuter. 
Alonzo. A bloody proof of obstinate fidelity! 
King. What dost thou mean? 

Alonzo. Soon as I seiz'd the man. 

He snatch'd from out his bosom this; and 
strove 

With rash and greedy baste at once to cram 
The morsel down his throat. I caught his arm. 
And hardly wrench’d his hand to wring, it from 
him ; 

Which done, he drew a poniard from his sidey 
And on the instant plung’d it in his breast. 

King. Remove tne body tbencey pre' Zara zee 
it. 

Afonzfi. I’ll be so bold to borruw..bis attirt/; 
'Twill quit me from my promise to Gonsalez. 

[Aside and exit. 

-* King, How's this? my mortal foe beneath my 
roof! (Having read the letter,') 

Oh! give me patience, all ye powTs! no, rather 
Give uie new rage, implacable revenge. 

And trebled foi’y — Ha! who's there? 

Perez. My lord? 

King. Hence, slave! how dar'st thou hide, to 
watch and pry 

Into how poor a thing a king descends ; 

How like thyself, when passion treads him down ! 
Ha’ stir not, on thy life;' for thou wert fix'd 
And planted here to »ee me gorge this bait, 

And lash against the book. By beav’n, you're 
all 

Rank traitors ; thou art with the rest combin’d : ' 
Thou knew'st that Osmyn was Alpbonso, knew'st 
My daughter privately with him conferr'd, 

And wert the spy and pander to their meeting. 
Perez, By all that's holy. I'm amaz’d — 

King. Thon ly'st. 

Thou art accomplice, too, with Zara : here, 

Where she sets down — (Reads.) Still will I set 
thee free *’ — 

That somewhere is repeated. (Reads.) I have 
pow'r 

O’er them that are thy guards.” Mark that, thou 
traitor. 

Perez. It was your ^majesty's cpmmand, 1 
should * 

Ob^ her order. 

King, (Reads.) ** And still will I set 
Thee free, Alphonso.” Hell! curs'd, curs'd Al- 
phonso ! 

False ana perfidious Zara! Strumpet daughter! 
Away, begone, thon feeble boy, fond love, 

All nature, softness, piU, and compasAou; 

This boar I throw ye off, and entertain 
Fell hale within my breast, revenge, and gall. 

By heav'n, I'll meet and counterwork this trei- 
obery. 

Hark thee, villain, traitor! answer me, slave! 
Perez, My service has not merited tbdie titles. 
King, Dar'st thou reply? Take that. Thy ser- 
vice ! thine ! (Strikes him . ) 

What's thy whole life, thy soul, thy ul, to my 
One moment's ease? Hear my command; and 
look 
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That thov obey, or horror on tby head : 

Dreoeh me tby dagfger ia AIpboato'a heart. f 
Why dost thoa start? Resolve, or^ 

Psree. Sir, I will. 

King. 'Tis well : that when she comes to set him 
free, 

flis teeth may grin and mock at her remorse/ 

* (Pereg going.) 

Stay thee — ^I’ve farther thon^ht — ^T'll add to this. 
And give her eyes yet mater disappointment:'* 
When thou hast ended him, bring me his robe; 

And let the cell where she'll eipect to se^ him < 
Be darken'd, so as to amuse the sight. 

I’ll be oondncted thither — mark me well — 

There with bis turban, and his robe array’d. 

And laid along, as he now lies, supine, 

1 shall convict her, to her face, of falsehood. 

When for Alphonso’s she shall take my hand. 

And breathe her sighs upon my lips for his ; 

Sadden I’ll start, and dash her with her guilt. 

But see, she oomes! I’ll shnn th’ encounter: 
c thou 

Follow me, and give heed to my direction. 

; Bfiter Zara and Selim. 

Zara. Ilal/tlvas the king! * 

The king that passed lienoeT frowning he f^ent: 
Dost think he suw me? 

Selim. Yes ; but then, as if he thought 
His eyes had err’d, he hastily recall’d 
Th’ imperfect look, and sternly turn’d away. 

Zara. Shun me when seen ! I fear thou hast an- 
' done me. 

SeKm. Avert it, heav’n! that ycu should ever 
sufler 

For my defect; or that the means which I 
Devis’d Ip serve, should ruin your design! 
Prescience is heav’n’s alone, not giv’n to man. 

If 1 have fail’d In what, as being man 
I needs must fail, impute i^ot as a crime * 

My nature’s want, but punish nature in me ; 

I plead cot for a pardon and to live. 

But to 'ne punish ’a and forgiv’n. Here, strike; 

1 bare my breast to meet your just revenge. 

Zara. 1 have not leisure now to take so poor 
A forfeit as thy life : somewhat of high 
And more important fate requires my thought. 
Regard me well, and dare not to reply 
To what 1 give in charge; for I’m resolv’d. 

Give order that the two remaining mutes 
Attend me instantly, with each a bowl 
Of such ingredients mix’d, as will with speed 
Benumb the living faculties, and give 
Most easy and inevitable death. 

Yes, Osmyn, yes; be Osmyn or Alphonso, 

I’ll give thee freedom, if thou dar’st be free : 

Such liberty as I embrace m3 self. 

Thou sbalt partake. Since fates no more afford, 

I can but die with thee to keep my word. 

^Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A Prison. 

Enter Gonbalez, disauised Uke a Mute, with a 
^ dagger. 

OomalsB. *Kor senUnel, nor guald! the doors 
unbarr’d ! 

And all as still as at the noon of night! 

Sure, death already has been busyliere. 

There lies my way ; that door, too, uolodk'd ! 

{Looks in.) 

Ha! ■nre,lie sleeps ; all’s dark within, save what 
A lamp, that feebly lifts a sickly flame. 

By fits reveals — ^his face seems turn’d to favour 
Th’ attempt; I’ll steal and do it unperceiv’d. 

What noise? somebody coming? hist! Alonzo! 
Nobody. Sure, he’ll wait without. I would 


’Twere done* 1*11 erawl and sting him to the 
heart; 

Then oast my skin, and leave it there to answer it. 

[Goesm. 

Enter Garcia and ALbNZo. 

' Ctarcia. Where, where, Alonzo, where’s my 
father ? where 

The king? Confusion! all is on the rout ! 

All’s lost; all rain’d by surprise and treachery! 
Where, where is be? Why dost thou mislead 
me? 

Aloneo. My lord, he enter’d but a moment 
since. 

Ana conid not pass me nnperoeiv’d — What, bo! 
My lord, my lord! what, ho ! my !«”i Gonsalez. 

Re-enter Gonsalez, bloody, * . 

Gonsalez. Perdition choke your clamours ! whence 
this rudeness? ^ #. 

Garcia! 

Garciom Perdition, slavery, and death. 

Are ent’ring now '’our doors! Where is the 
, king? 

What means this blood? and why this face of 
horror ? 

GonsaUx. No matter : give me first to know the 
cause 

Of these your rash and ill-tim’d exclamations* 

Garda. The eastern gate is to the foe be- 
tray’d. 

Who, but for heaps of slain that ohoke the pas- 
sage. 

Had enter’d long ere now, and borne down all 
Before ’em to the palace walls. Unless 
The king in person animate Rorcrrao, 

Granadans lost; and to confirm this fear. 

The traitor Herez, and the captive Moor 
Are through a postern fled, and join the foe. 

Gonsahz. Would all were false as that ! for whom 
you call 

The Moor is dead. That Osmyn was Alphonso ; 

In whose heart’s blood this poniard yet is warm. 

Garcia. Impossible! for Osmyn was, while 
flying. 

Pronounc’d aloud by Perez for Alphonso. 

GonsaUx. Enter that chamber, and convine your 
eyes. 

How much report has wrong’d your easy faith. 

[ Garda goes in. 

Alonzo. My lord, for certain truth Perez is 
fled; 

And has declar’d the cause of his revolt 
Was to revenge a blow the king had giv’n him. 

Re-enter GarCiA. 

Garcid. Ruin and horror ! Oh I heart-wounding 
sight ! 

GonsaUx. What says my son? what ruin! ha! 
what horror? 

Garda. Blasted be my eyes, 'and spheohless be 
my tongue. 

Rather than to see, or to relate 

This deed! Oh ! dire mistaker! Oh ! fatal blow ! 

The king — 

Chvsalex and Alonzo. The king ! 

Garcia. Dead, welt’ring, drown’d in blood! 

See, see, attir’d like Osmyn, where he lies. 

{They lock in.) 

Oh! whence, or how, or wherefore was tliis 
done? 

But what imports the manner or the cause? 
Nothing remains to do, or td require. 

But that we all should turn our swords against 
Ourselves, and expiate, with our owk^ his blood. 
Chnatdex. Ob, wretch ! oh I oun'd ood nsb de- 
luded fool! 
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On ne, on me tarn yonr nTonging iwordf f 
I, wbo bare spilt mr royal master’s blood, 

Should make atonement by a death os horrid, 

And fall beneath the bond of my own son. 

Oarcia, Hal^wbst? atone this marder with a 
greater! 

Tbe horror of that thought bos damp’d my rage. * 
Oanaalez* Ob, my son ! from the nlind dotage 
Of a father’s fondness these ills arose : 

For thee I’ve been ambitions, base, and bloody ; 
For thee I've plung'd into this sea of sin ; 
Stemming the tide with only one weak band, 
While t’other bore the crown (to wreathe thy 
brow,) 

Whose weight has sunk me ere I reach’d tthe 
sl»re^^ * 

Oarcia, Fatf^lhbition ! Hark! the fo6 is en* 
• ter’d! 

The' shrillness of that shout speaks ’em at hand. 

(Shout,) 

Alonzo, Hv lord, I’ve fought how to conceal 
the body : 

Require me not to tell tbe means, till done, ' 
Lest you forbid what then you lhay approve. 

I Ooes itti 

Gonzalez, They shout again ! Whate’er he means 
to do, 

'Twere fit the soldiers were amus’d with hopes; 
And in the meantime fed with expectation 
To see the king in person at their head. 

Garcia, Were it a truth, I fear ^lis now too 
late: 

But I’ll omit no care nor haste ; and try 
Or to repel their force, or bravely die. ' 

Re-enter ALONZO. 

Gonzalez, WhafYiasf thou done, Alonzo? 
Alonzo, Such a deed, 

As but an hour ago I’d not have done. 

Though for the crown of universal empire. « 
But what ore kings reduc’d to common clayl 
Or who can wound the dead? I’ve from the 
body 

Sever’d the head, and in an obscure comer 
Dispos’d it, rouflled in the route’s attire. 

Leaving to view of them who enter next. 

Alone the nndistiriguisfaable trunk ; 

Which may be still mistaken by the guards 
For Osmyn, if in seeking for tbe king 
Tb^ chance to find it. 

Gonzalez, ’Twas an act of horror. 

And of a piece with this day’s dire misdeeds, 

But 'tis no time to ponder or repent. 

Haste thee, Alonzo, haste thee hence with 
speed 

To save my son. I’lJ follow with the lost 
Reserve, to reinforce his arms ; at least 
I shall make good and 'shelter his retreat. 

* [Exeunt, 

Enter Zara, followed by Selim, and two Bfutez 
i hearing the bowlz. 

Zara, Silence and solitude are everywhere 1 
Through all the gloomy wjiys and iron doors 
That hither lead, nor niinan face nor voice 
Is seen or heard. 

Let ’em set down tbe bowls, and warn Alphocno 
That 1 am here — so. [Mutez go in.] You return, 
and find 

The king; tell him what he requir’d I’ve done. 

And wau bis coming to approte the deed. 

Selim, 

Re-entsr Mutez, 

b 

What have you seen? Ha! wherefore stare you 
thus ’ 

With hoggardTeyes? Why are your arms across? 
Your heavy and desponding heou hung down? 


Why b’t you more than apeak in theoe ood 

k signs? 

iBive me more ample knowledge of this mournings 
(They go to the zeene, which typening, me 
pereemez the body,) 

Ha! prostrate! bloody !*beadless! Oh! I’m lost! 
Oh, osmyn! Ob, Alphonso! Cruel fate! ^ 

Cruel, cruel, oh! more than killing object! 

I came prepar’d to dtq» and see thee die : 

Nap, came prepar’d qivself to give thee death — 
But cannot bear to find thee thus, my Osmyn. 

.Oh! this accurs’d, this base, this treach’roue 
iring! 

Jie-enter SELIM. 

Selim, I’ve sought in vain ; for no where con 
the king 
Be found — 

Zara, Get thee to bell, and seek him there 1 

(Stdbz him.) 

His hellish rage bad wanted means to act. 

But for thv fatal and pernicious counsel. 

SeUm, Yon thought it better then — butel’m re- 
warded. 

'l]be mute you sent, by some miscbanc^ was 
seen, ^ . • 

And forc’d to yield your letter witk his life : 

I found the dead and bloody body stripp’d — 

My tonfpie faullers, and my voice fails — I sgik — ^ 
Drink not the poison — for Alphonsd is — (Dies.) 
Zara, As tuou art now — and I shall quickly 
be. 

*Tis not that he is dead ; for ’twas decreed 
We both should die. Nor is’t that I survive; 

I havg% certain remedy for that. 

But. oh ! he died unknowing in my heart. 

He knew I lov’d, but knew not to what height; 

Nor that I meant to fall before bis eyes, 

A martyr and a victim to my vows ; ^ * 

Iimensible of this last proof he’s gone : 

Then wj^erefore do I pause? Give me the bowl. 

(A Mute hneeUzand gives one of the bowls,) 
Hover a moment yeL thou gentle spirit. 

Soul of my soul, and 1 will wait thy flight.* , • 

This to our mutual bliss, when join’d above. 

(Drinks',) 

Oh! friendly draught! already in my heart. 

Cold, cold I my vmns are icicles and fiwst. 

I’ll creep into his bosom, lay roe there ; 

Cover ns close — or I shall chill his breast. 

And fright him from my arms. See, see! he 
slides 

Still further from me; look, he hides his face! 

I cannot feel it — quite beyond my reach. 

Ob ! now he's gone, and all is dark — 

(Dies, Mutes kneel and mourn over her,) 

Enter Almeria and Leonora. 

Almeria, Oh! let me seek him ip, this horrid 
cell; 

For in the tomb, or prison, I alone 
Must hope to find him. 

Leonora, Heav'ns ! what dismal scene 
Of de'ktb is this? ^ 

Almeria, Shew me, for I am come in search of 
death, ’h 

But want a (^ide, for tears have flimm’d my 
sight. 

Leonora, Alas! a little farther, and behold 
Zara all pale and dead; two frightful men. 

Who seem the murderers, kneel weeping by; 
Feeling remorse too late for what they’ve done. 

But oh ’ forbear — ^lift up your eyes no more, 

But baste away, fly from this fiital place. 

Where miseries are multiply ’d ; return. 

Return, and look not on, for there’s a dagger 
the sight, and moke your eyes 
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Atmeria, Ob I I foreknow, foresee that object, 
fs it at last then sol Is be then deadl 
I do not weep; the sprinss of tears are drj'd, ^ 
And of a sadden 1 am oalm, as if 
All thing^B were well; and yet my hnsband's mar- 
der’d! ■ 

.Yes, yes, I know to m«>arnl I'll slaioe this hcArt, 
The Booree of woe, i^id let the torrent loose. 

Those men have left to Wfep; they look on 
roe! * ^ 

I hope they innrder all on wh6m they look. 

Behold me well ; your bloody hands hare err'd. 
And wrongfallv hare slain those innocent^: 

I am the saorince design'd to bleed. 

And come prepar'd to yield my throat. They bow 
Their heads, in sign of grief and innooenoe, 

( They point at the bowl on ground.) 
And point— what mean they? Ha! a oup! oh! well 
1 understand what med'oine has been here. 

Oh \ noble thirst! yet greed; , to drink all — 

Oh ! for another draught of death I 

( They point to the other c^p.) 
Thanks tb the lib'ral band tnaUSU'd thee thus ; 

I'll drink my glad acknowledgment — 

Zm lora. Oh! hold 

For ,nercy*B sake ; upon my knee 1 beg — 

Abnerial WiMi thee the kneeling .world should 
^ beg fd rain. 

Seest thou not there? Behold who prostrate lies. 
And pleads against thee; who shall then prerail? 
Yet I will take a cold and parting leare, 

From his pale lips ; I'll kiss him ere 1 drink. 

Lest the rank juioe should blister on my mouth. 
And stain the colour of iny last adieu. 

Horror ! a headless trunk ' nor lips nor face, 

. {Coming near the body, atahs and lets fall 
the cup.) 

But 8|»oating reins and mangled flesh ! Ob, oh ! 

Enter Alphonso, Heli, Perez, Ouarda, and 
Attendoade; with Garcik, prisoner, 
Ahkonso, Away, stand *011 ! where is she? let 
me fly, 

• I 


Sare her from death, and snatch her to my heart 
A/iMria. Ob! 

A^thonso. Forbear! my arms ^one shall bold 
her up, 

'W arm her to life, and wake her into gladness. 

Gire a new birtli to thy long-shaded eies^ 

Then doable on the day refteoted light 
Almeria. Where ami? Hear’n! w|i^ does this 
' dream intend? 

Afyhonso. Oh ! mayst thou nerer dream of less 
delight. 

Nor ever wake to less substantial joys ! 

Almeria. Gif 'n me again from death ! Oh ! all ye 
pow'rs, 

Coijflrm this miracle ! Can I believe 
sight? * 

Tliis is Hiy lord, my life, my only kjsband: 

I have him now^ and we no more will part 
My father, too, shall have compassion — 

Alphonso, Oh! my heart's comfort! 'tis not 
giv'n to this 

Frail life to be entirely bless’d. E'en now, 

^n this extremest joy mv soul can taste. 

Vet 1 am dash'd to £liink that thou must weep : 

Thy father fell, where he design'd my death. 
Gonsalez and Alonzo, both of wounds 
Expiring, have with their last breath confess'd 
The just decrees ofheav’n, which on themselves 
Has turn'd their own most bloody pniposes. 

Nay, I must grant, 'tis fit you should to thus — 

{She weeps.) 

Ill-fated Zara! Ha! a cup! alas! 

Thy error, then, is plain; but I were fliqt 
Not to o’erflow in tribute to tby memory. 

Oh, Garcia! 

Whose virtue has renounc'd thy father's crimes. 
Seest thou bow just the hand, ofpeav'n has been? 
Let ns, who through our innooenoe survive. 

Still in the paths of honour persevere, 

And not from past or pibsent ills despair : 

For blessings ever wait on virtuous deeds. 

And though a late, a sure reward success. 

lExeunl. 
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Scene. — PolygloVa study, A door on sach side, 
eoudmetmg to other apartments. An opening to the 
garden, at the haele of the stage, Anotlur door 
leading to the interior of the house. Globes, books, 
nug^, are scattered about, 

Robin diseooered, turning a globe. 

Robin, ’Tis an extraordinary thing, that, do what 
I will, I can’t make myself gensible. I turn the 
world topsy-tar^ for hours together, as Lsee my 
young master, ]tfr. Charles, do ; like Mr. Ignatius 
Polyglot, bis tutid*, 1 sometimes look into a book 
full of Greek or Latin', but all to no purpose. Ah ! 
Mr« Polyglot mhst be in the right: be can’t bear 
the sight of a woman in the house, for fear Mr. 
Charles should fall in love, and neglect his Judies ; 
and, for i/iy part, I’m sure that if all the Greek I 
have got in mj pocket (shewing a book) were 
crammed into m v bead, one tliought of my sweet 
little Somersetshire lals, Molly Maggs, would 
drive it out again. 

Enter Molly Maggs, / roai the garded, 

Molhf. Hist, hist! Robin! 

Robin, What, my dear Molly I You may come in. 
Midtp. I’m afeard, Robin. 

Rohm. There’s nothing to be afraid of just now. 
MoUp. Where’s Mr^Ignoramas, the totorer, then? 
Rohm, Mr. Ignatius you mean. He’s out, taking 
his evening's walk. 

htoRu. BpRe? I hope he be gone down towards 
the little bridge. 

Why? 

HoHy, Tile' last time he went that way, he were 


so busy at wbat be called soldering a problem, tlml 
be stumbled over into the brook. If 1 had been in • 

f our place, Robin, before I pulled him out again 
’d ha’ made him promise to consent to onr mar- 
riage, or I’d ha’ let him bid there till doomsday. 
Robin. Molly, Molly, yon don’t like Mr. Polypot. 
MoUp. Why don’t he like me, then? 

Rohm, It is not you alone, but be would dislike 
any other young maiden about the honse the same. 

Molly. And wbat for? there’s no reason in that. 
Am I to blame? I'm sure *tis no fault of mine, 
Robin, that I’m a young maiden. Ha, ha, ha! A 
pretty to do there’d be if he should oatoh me bene ; 
in his own apartments, too! • 

Robin, So there would. 1 trembledo think of it; 
and so, Molly, von'd better — 

Molly, I donH oare : if be says anything to me. 
I’ll give him his own. Besides, our masten, old 
Ma#ter Eustace, will be home in a few days, and 
we’ll ask bis leave to be* married, in spite of. old 
totorer. _ 

Robin. N(^ no ; we most not displease film ; he’s 
steward as well as totorer, and— 

MoUy, He’ll discharge us? let him. I’m not 
afeard of wantiim a service. I liave rclationswho 
are op in the world. I’m first cousin to Sally Maggs, 
who n bead chambermaid at the Bell, at Winehes- 
ter — Chattering Sally, as they call her; and weU 
they may, for Ae is chatter, chatter, chatURp — 
whin. In that reapeot, Melly, you dooHdiegwee 
the relationship. »- 

Mbfhj. Oisohsrge us, indeed! the sooner. aho 
better; we may then get morriod when we nleneei. 
What does the foolish old moaophemb Uhiff 

folks to marry? 1 wifih4i|talrather hadl^WW 
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Miae siad, aad tHton Mr. tgaaranva woald not' 
liaf e been here to torment ne. 

Bobin, Well, well ; though be ie a little crabbed 
and eoiir, he’a a good old sonl at bottom. He'd go 
tbroagh fire and water to lerre voang Maxter 
' Charles. 

Malh. With a renffeance ! Poor young' gedtle- 
man ! he's grown as melancholy as a willow tree : 
and no wonder : at four'and-tiventj to be kept in 
leading-strings like a baby ! Bot no good will cotfle 
of it, see if there do; and I wish that Master 
Charles would give him the slip one of the^ days, 
on pnrpose to plague him. Oh! if I ooold but 
eatcli the old one doing anything amiss^ 

Rcbin, Think kindlier of him, Molly ; we'll wait 
till we find him in a good homoar, arc then, per- 
haps — 

Molly. If we wait till then, Robin, yon need be in 
no burry to buy the wedding-ring. Well, I’ll go. 

Robin, Du; for, after all, Hwould do no good to 
anger him. And, lord ! if he were to see us here to- 
getlier! — Well, good b’ye, my dear Molly. 

Molly, Good b’ye, Robin ! (Loitering,) Good b'ye, 
Robin U. ' 

Roku, (X,iseee her,) Bless yoor little heartj 

* , to 

Enter, from themarden, Ignatids Polyglot, with 
a book, Robin runs off, 

MoUy, Oh, erimini! 

Poly, What do 1 behold! Under my nose, my 
▼ery nose ! here, too, in my study, the sanctuary of 
soienoe and of learning! 

Molly, Well, if nothing worse was ever bearnt 
^here, Mr. Ignoramus — • ^ 

Poly, Ignatius. But what atonement can you 
make for 'tiiis? 

Molly,' A(f nnement ! fv e done nothing to atone for. 

Poly, Nothing ! Do you call that nothing? Did 
I not seel Did I not hear? Nothing! O tern — hut 
you don't understand Lntin.^^ * 

Molly. Latin^ indeed! no, nor Greek neither; 
and I'm yure 'tis all Greek you* are talking to me. 
What di^ you see? what did you bear? Yon heard 
Rpbin say good b’ye, that was all. 

Poly, Peace. Im a linguist ; and in none of the 
MTentaen’languages I'm acquainted with, does that 
moan good b’ye. 

MoUy, Then I wouldn't give seventeen figs to be 
as learned as yon are, and your seventeen languages 
are not worth talking. 

Poly, To what is the poor youth exposed ! Mis- 
ehief, serpent, woman ! 1 pity and tremble for the 
unfortunate lad. 

MoUy, 'Tis a misfortune not likely to happen to 
yon. 

Poly, But 'tis I alone who am to blame. I ought 
not to have allowed one of the deluding sex to ap- 
proaoh those cinocent and unsuspecting youths. 
Had my pupil, Charles, beheld this, it might have 

K t things into bis head, which — But there will yet 
time to save them. To-morrow, at day-break, 
yon will quit tbis house. 

Molly, Nay, and yon wouldn’t be so cruel, Mr. 
Poll-parrot. 

Poftf.' Polyglot. I have said it; reply not. 

Molly, I have not done aiw harm, and I’m sure 
I did not think any harm. 'Tis no fault of mine if 
Robin is in love with me: he fell in love of bis own 
aooord, indeed he did. 

Poly, Love ! ( Looking fearfuUy ohout,) Silence ! If 
Charles should hear that dangerous word— Retire, 
withdraw, begone ! 

MoUy. (Bureiina into tettre.) Oh, dearee me! 
Pimy. good kind Mr. Ignoramus, forgive me this 
onae. Would you have it upon your oonsoienoe to 
torn a poor lass out of her service, and send her 
npon the wide world without a friend to proteotherl 
Woold*aei BOW, Mr. Ignoramus, woula’ee? ^ 
Po^f, Go away, my dear, and— No, I will^dl 


give way to the weakness of our common nature, 
/but prove myself, in the disoba|;ge of my duty, iu- 
( flexible as the first Brutus. 

Molly, And well you may call him so, if he was 
as stony-hearted as you are. Will you forgive me? 

Poly. No. . . 

MoUy. You won't? Nay, then. I'll tell you a bit 
of my njind ; I’ll do that, an' I die for it. For all 
your grave looks. I’ll be sworn you are no better 
than your neighbours ; I know you aren’t. I’ll pass 
my days in watching you, I will ; and if ever I catch 
you saying good b’ye !” as I know I shall, then, 
when yon areln trouble, and in need of indulgence, 
yon shall find me as pityless as yourself. There; 
omrrjf that biyidle upon your shoulders, and now — 
I'll go and pack up mine. — [Exit, 

Poly, The little serpent ! Her fears, her implor- 
ing looks, had well nigh — But I must be finn : I 
see the danger, and must protect my pupil against 
the snares of these pernicious creatures. Poor lad! 
he is innocent, and knows not the seductive power 
of love. My example and instructions have so for- 
tfiied his mind, so l{firdened his heart against all 
silly, soft impressions, that, thanks to me, he may 
hope to pass throimb life as becomes a philosopher 
— in a happy indifference to all its joys, its plea- 
s'bres, ana Its cares. He comes! My dear disciple ! 

Enter Charles, m violent agUeUnm. 

^ Charles, My dear sir, I’m glad you are returned. 

Poly, Your impatience pleases me. Come, is it 
to be Sophocles this evening? 

Charles. No : it is not that, sir ; but — 

Poly. Well, well ; we must sometimes relax— 
make liolyday ; so, instead of Sophocles, we’ll amuso 
ourselves with a problem in IkiclII. 

Charles, Confound Euclid ! as he has often con- 
founded lue. No, sir ; 1 — in short, you see me iu 
the greatest distress. 

Poly, In distress! You alarm me. My dear 
boy, my dear child, what is the matter? 

Charles, My father is returning ; he is now gal- 
loping up the avenue, and I see no refuge from ray 
difficulties but in death. 

Poly, Mercy on me! what do you mean? No 
refuge but in — and in bis father^ absence, too! 
Consider, that for all that concerns you I am re- 
sponsible. W’ait, at least, till he arrives, and — 

Charles, No, I am resolved ; the matter is press- 
ing, and there’s no lime for deliberation. 

Poly, And he has not half finished his studies! 
(Rushes into his arms.) Charles, my dear hov, bo 
composed; look at me; wlioam I? Havel not 
been your guide, your protector, your friend, sinoei 
the hour you were born. Yon know 1 love you ; 
that there is nothing on earth 1 would not do to see 
you happy ; tell me, what it is afflicts you. 

Charles, You will betray me to my father, and I 
dread his displeasure worse than death. 

Poly, Betray you ! Never; be it what it may. 

Charles, Swear. 

Poly, I never swear. 

Charles. Swear, or this instant will I — 

Poly. Hold ! your danger inspires me with the 
devotion of an antique Roman : I swear, (raising 
his hand) PerJuvem! By Jupiter, I swear! 

Charles, Enough; I will trust you. — And yet, I 
dare not tell him the whole. (Aside,) 1 — I am in 
love. 

Po/y. Oh, horror ! In love! 'Tie epidemic ; 'tis 
running tbroagh the bouse ! Rubin, Molly, and now 
— How, sir! and at your age ; only just turned of 
four-and-twenty ; the thing is inoreidible ; and— 

Charles, Do but bear me, sir. 

Pofy, In love! it oannot be: why, he has Greek, 
Latin, algebra, and mathematics at his finger’s ends. 
And is this the termination of my hopes? You, 
whom I destined for a philopher ; yon, whose nano 
1 fondly hoped to see plteed sioiB by side with the 
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{ [lorioQB namt of ArdiimedM aod AiiitoUe. Did 
^ove find oal the*fq[aara of the hjrpotheoose? 

CAorfM. Oh ! air, if the bare arowal of mj affec- 
tion so diaplfiase yon, what will you say when I 
confess to yon that — but here comes my father. 

— Where shall I conceal my dear Harrietl (Asufe.) 

Po/^. Be composed ; he most not observe our 
egitstion. 

Charlea. Remember your promise, or I’ll keep 
mine. Pm ! 

Po/y. My dear boy, I’ll not betray yon, I — OhJ 

Enter Old Eustace, followed by Robin, to^whom 
he gives his great coat, hat and wk^, ' 

Eustace, Tllmrles, my boy, I’m glad fb see you. 
Mr.*PulyKlot, my worthy friend, ‘your band. You 
did not expect to see me so soon. 

Poly, No, air; we — we didn't expect you till 
last weela • 

Eustace. Till next week, you mean. The truth 
is, 1 was willing to take yoy by aurpi^se, and #ee 
how things had been managed during my absence: ■ 
but I might have spared myself the trouble. I%uf1 
Mr. Polyglot, have the superintendence of my ser- 
vants, and are accountable for their conduct; — * 

Hobin. Don't tdl about Molly and me, sir. {Aside 
to Polyglot.) 

Eustace. My son is under your especial care and 
observance ; — ^ 

Charles. Remember. ( Aside to Polyglot.') 

Eustace, And so perfect is my reliance on your 
attention, prudence, and wisdom, that I arn per- 
suaded you have nothing to relate of what has 
passed in the house that will not receive my fullest 
ap^obatiuB. ^ • 

Poly, Yes— no— certainly. 

Eustace. Well, Charles, my arrival must not in- 
terrupt your studies; retire to your own room till 
supper is ready. Mr. Polyglot I have something of 
importance to cominiinicate to you. Robin, ‘desire 
the cook to be expeditious; my ride has given me 
an appetite: and do yon pot lights into my study; 
after supper, 1 shall M occupied there for an hour 
or two. 

Charles. (Stops Rabin as he is going off.) What, 
sir! the pavilion at the end of the garden? 

Eustace. Ay, I have no other. 

Charles, You had better not go there to-night, 
sir ; ’tis damp, and — 

Eustace. Damp ! nonsense ! Robin, do as I desire. 
Charles. (Aside.) ’Tis there I have concealed 
her. There is not d moment to be lost. [Exit. 

Rohm, ( Whupers Polyglot.) Be kin A to poor 
Molly, and for}£ive her, sir. 

Poly, (Lost in thought.) No, Molly — yes, Robin, 
yes. . , 

•Robin. Thankye, sir; it ahall never haMen 
again. f&if. 

Eustace. W^r what is the meaning of all this? 

Tell rae^ Mr. Polyglot, what is the matter here? 

This confusion and whispering! Surely, my sudden 
arrival cannot have occasioned any inconvenience. 

I expected to see^oif all delighted, and yon re- 
ceive me with faces as long as my arm. 

Poly, Uncommonly long! unooromonly ^ng ! 

Eustace. I perceive : tlie nhilosopher is in one of 
his fits of abstraction. (Aside.) But there is an air 
of restraint about Charles, for which I am at a loss 
to account. Has he done anything to provoke your 
displeasure? 

Poly. I dare not ijiform him. (Aside,) No, no— 
a trifle. * 

Eustace, Yon are right to be severe with him : 
he is now derived at an ago when the strictest 
walchfuInMS over his conduct is necessary. Ah! 

Mr. Polyglot, your example has made him what be 
is ; your vigilance must keep him so. « 

Poly, 1— yon flatter me. ^||MI 


JfnsCflce. I will BOW, in fliw worda, ooofldo to 
you the object of the Jonmey from which I havi 
just returned : it was to make arrangements for the 
marriage of my son. 

Pjdy. His marriage! 

Eustace. I anticipfte your objection, and will^ 
andwer it. • 

Poly, 1 have no objection Bo offer. Then it toms 
out as it should bAe Charles is already in love; so 
the marriage cornea opportunely. (Aside.) 

Eustace, No objection ! Why, till now, you have 
always held that no man ought to marry till he's 
sixty ;ihat is to say, till he have finished bis educa- 
tion, and seen a little of the world. 

Poly, Yon make a slight mistake; I always said, 
at least, I meant to say, foor-and-twenty. 

Eustace, Well, I’m glad it is so ; for, to say the 
truth, although I am of your opinion, that it is not 
prudent to marry whilst a mere baby, yet I always 
thought sixty somewhat of the latest. ” 

Pofy. Ay, ay ; for a young man it is ; but — ^What 
a relief is this to my mind ! How hapgy this will 
make mv dear boy! (Aside,) 

Eustace. I’lii delighted to find yon are of my 
opinion. Next week I'll take Charles to td^n with 
me ; he shall see the young lady : I dh not mean to 
control his choic^ but if lie like ||er| and she like 
him, they shall marry instantly. • 

Po7y. Like her ! my dear sir,*I’m hapfVy to tell 
yon that he is already in — My oath, per Jovem! 
(Aside.) 

Eustace. Come. Mr. Polyglot, follow me to the 
supper room ; we’ll talk further of this. I can never 
repi^f yon, my good friend, for your care of my 
soff. As I ^aid before, your example has made 
biro what he is : for hU virtues he is indebted fb 
you ; and were it possible he could be guilty of 
I any crime or folly, so completely is blunder your 
[• guidance, that 1 should hold you more to biame 
than him. \Exii, 

Pdiy. What a fortunate turn has this affair taken ! 
Since he is in love, oe must naturally be anxious 
to marry. Yet liAdid not tell me with|prhpm he ia 
ill love, f do not pretend to niideratand those mat- 
ters ; but I presume that, being in love, be wgnts u 
wife, and — Oh! there can’t be a doubt of it;* so 
long as he get a wife, sorely it can't aignify who* 
He comes; I’ll communicate the joyful tidings to 
him. 

Enter Charles, in violent imitation, 

Charles. I have been anxiously waiting the de- 
parture of my father. 

Poly. My dear boy, quiet your apprebensioos; 
’tis all right. 

Charlea. 'Tis all wrong, and fifty times woraq 
than before. 

Poly. What mean yooT 

Charles. I'he unei^ected arrival pf my father has 
thrown me into a dilqpulty scarce^ surmountable. 
Alas! yon know but half my unhappy story. 

Poly. 1 hope, then, it is the worst half ; for, 
realiv, I have suffered — 

Charles. I tremble to avow to yon the fnirextent 
of my folly, and yet, I dare no longer conceal any 
ciroumstanoe of it from yon. The urgency of our 
situation, the danger that awaits ua — « 

Poly. Ccflne, come, oourage; lelfme all. 

Charles. Know, then, that having become ao* 
qiiainted with a yoong lady, the orphan daughter 
of an officer in the army, I grew enamourra of 
her, was assiduous in my attentions to her, anc- 
oeeded in winning her affections, and finally— 

Poly. Eh\ what? — say no more. Ohl^Cbarles, 
Charles— . 

Charles. Do but hear me to the end of my story. 

And are 


Poly. I have heard too much already.^ 
these 4he fruits of my inatrnotions? Is it by snob 
wickedness you repay my anxious care of you? 
Charles. You mistake me, sir; if yon woald bv| 
iten— 
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Nfrer •xpeofc firom me either perdon or 
Melgeeoe. Hod yoo, iodeed, formed eaoh e bond 
of union o« mie^t without o blush bore been oo- 
knowledKod, it is possible I might— 

ChmrUs. What, sir ! would yon boTO sanetiened 
ear morriogel Obtained for us my father's pardon, 
hie arorohation? 

Po(p. In that ease,^Tbaps, I would have inter- 
fered HI your behalf ; for maripa^e is a saered oon- 
traot, and most be respected : but, as it is — e 

Ctuarht. iJofffidlu.) Then, my worthy Mentor, 
my best of friends, ne comforted: I am married. 

Poljf, {Simck wUk aatwkulmmi*) Marridd! 

Charka, I am, I am. Marriage, as von say, is a 
•aored oontraot;^ and, by your own shewing, you 
are honnd to assist os. 

Poly. Married ! So vigilant as 1 have been, yet 
has he contrived to— I must at onoe reveal this to 
your father. (Goiny.) 

Charho. And your oathl 

Poly. Oh! 

Chturkt^ Betray me, and my life, my dear wife's, 
too, may beoome a saorilioe. *BiU no, yon will not; 
for your own sake, yon dare not. Upon yon alone 
will fa( the blame. Under whose especial care 
have 1 been placed! Your’s. Whose doty was it 
to watch over iot conduct? Yoa.*'a. Whose vigi- 
lanor was at fault when 1 could contrive a secret 
marriage? Yonr'^, My father has made yon re- 
sponsime for my actions : ergo : it is against yon 
alone that my father will manifest his displeasure 
at my misoondnot. 

Poly. {His eotmtenanee araduaUy hetrayiuq his 
satisfaction.) The dear boy ! He is indebted me 
for his logic. Aristotle himself woul^ have \jen 

S srond of saoh a pupil. That’s something like con- 
looting an aivnment. I have not a word to reply. 

Ch^ks. ]^t there is no time to be lost; you 
most at onde decide. If yon consent to protect os, 
we shall for ever consider yon our friend — our sa- 
viour. Yon shall pass yonr days with us ; w ) will 
be a comfort to your age ; ou? children shall thank 
you ; and, as yon moulded theii father’s mind, so 
•hall yob give the bent to theirs. 

Ppfy. My dear Charles, 1 will encounter anything 
for yonr sake : whatever may befal me, I swear not 
«*to betray your interests. This will be a sad disap- 
pointment to your father. You most allow me a 
few days to consider the best mode of breaking 
the affair to him. But where have you left your — 
it was only this morning I rapped bis knuckles for 
a false qnantity — your wife? 

Cheartss. Left her? She’s here. 

Poly. What, here? in the house? 

CmUs. In my fatlier’s study, in the garden. 
TsJdng advantage of his absence, 1 have, for many 
days, concealed her there; but bis sodden return 
oqmpela me to seek some other retreat for her. 
Aided by the growing darkness, 1 have removed 
her. She is v^iting there 'in the garden. I will 
eonfide her to your care. 

Poly. Hold, bold ! Confide a woman to my 
bare! • 

CkarUa. Ay; your apartment is tlie most seouye. 
No one will suspect that a female is concealed 
there, ^puns towards the garden.) Harriet, Har- 
riet! thisway^' a 

Pok. {In areat consternation,) Stay! what would 
yon do? Should she be discovered here, JL’in 
rained, nadone ! — Oh 1 she’s here. 

Enter Harriet. 

Chnr6s, Fear nothing, my darling love : this is 
our beri friend. 

Heerrut, In what terms can we express our gra- 
titnde, air? ^ 



Charles. My wifo will evplain all to you. la the 
meantime I’ll keep watch without. Should my fh^ 
iflther take ns by surprise, all will be lost. My gopd, 

' kind friend, I confide to yonr care all I value m the 
world — my own dear Harriet. 

Poly, Why— why, you would not leave me aimm 
wiHi her? 

Chgriss. (Kot attendUu to him,) Be eo mp o a ed, 
love ; all will be well. XKlB. 

Poly. Charles, Charles! Bon't leave me aldhe 
with her. 

^ Harriet. Onoe more, sir, let me thank you for 
yonr kindness. 

Poly. {Avoiding her,) Thank me, indeed! Oh! 
if yoa knew — 

Harriet, But why that angry look? Would yon 
abandon n? In yonr friendship, ana nlj huebaad's 
love, is now my only hope. • 

Poly. ( Aside.) What tonohing aceenta! I never 
before — 'Twas with tones like these the serpent must 
have seduced my poor innocent boy. {Senerely.) It 
is my duty, miss — my doty, madam, to remind yon 
that the stM you have taken is— (dShs looks ohoshM.) 
Not that r would say anything to give yon pain, 
obah— tell me who you are, my dear. 

Harriet. The daughter of Colonel Mowbray, 
who, dying five years ago, left me witbont fortnao, 
without friends, witbont a protector. 1 sought an 
asylum in the neighboaring village, and aoon after- 
wards became acquainted with Mr. Eostaoe. Yon 
know bis worth, and can yon wonder if— 

Poly. Poor thing! Well, don’t weep, my dear; 
yonr cares will soon be at an end. Not but that so 
imprudent a step as a clandestine marriage deserves 
the severest — {As she appears affected, he retaxee 
in the severity of his manner.) Yet yon were very 
young, and that almost exousse y» . Bot bow ap- 
pease bis father? 

Harriet. 1 dread to meet Lira. 

Poly. And I, too, who mast bear the respooai- 
bility of all this! But how did my Charles oon- 
tiive to make your acquaintance? 1 watched him 
so closely, that — 

Harriet. I believe, sir, be bribed the servants to 
conceal bis absence from borne; and whilst yon 
tbonght be was in his own room, closely engaged 
in bis studies, he used to— 

Poly. Tbe miscbievoDs truant ! I'll trim him for 
this. 1 beg pardon: 1 forgot I was speaking to 
you of a hosband. Ah ! I can imagine by what prta 
he won your affections. He has often delighted 
me. He solved some difficult problem in molid 
for you, perbape— talked lAtiu to you, eh? or 
Greek? 

Harriet. Gieek, air! be amraly amid he loved me. 

Poly. Where could he have picked np that? 1 
never taught it him. But I alwltys sain the dear 
boy was blessed with a natural genius. And so yon 
have takeo advantage of hisfather’a absoDoe, to get 
married? 

Harriet. No, air; we have been marriod these 
four years. 

Poly. Fouryesrs! 

Harriet. Yet have 1 often lamooted my i 
deuce. His wife. y«t not as such aoknow* 
and exposed to the evil opinion of the mhi ^ 
of tbe villaae, I was at the point of qoittli|f |ho 
piaoe, till Charles could openly avow onr mdon. 
The departure of his father determined him to affoid 
me a temporary refuge here, lioA his nnexpeotod 
return haa— bell hoard.) 

Poly. The supper bell! To avoid snspioion, X 
moat leave yon, nod join old Mr. Eostaoe. 

Harriet. Leave me! aod Charles not here! 

Poly. Possibly be is detained by hia fother. 
What ia to be done? Yon most not oe aeon hers, 
or— (4/?rr aosie Aerifolioii, and with% jrrofonmd 
sigh.) Abl there is no other rosonroe. Go into this 
room; It is mios : when the fiunily shall have istired 


for this night, 1^11 oontrivo 


hmUyal 
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booHe, and yon may remain oonoealed in the village 
till we can obtain ne lanotion of yonr — ^yonr father^ 
in-law. 

Harriet, I will do all yon desire, sir. 

Poly, Therl, be quick ; should yon be discovered 
there, it would be my ruin. (He puts her into the 
room, and as he ts spring to her through the door, 
which he holds egar,) 

Enter Molly. 

So, here, take the key and lock the door inside. 
Be cautious ; do not open the door to any one bift 
me, my little dear ; the signal shall be three taps of 
the hand. ^ 

Jllo//y. Oh, ho! his little dear! • 

Po/y. Who’s there? 

Mplly, (Lodkina slyly at him.) ’Tis I, Mr. Polly- 
pet ; and since, for my misbehaviour, you are re- 
solved to send me away, I come to— But what was 
that I heard yon say i Were you saying good 
b’ye” to anybody? 

Poly, No; I — I was talking to myself. • 

MoUy, Ob ! then, you arw your own little dear. I 
*' Don’t open to a^ one but me, my little dear^’ eS 

Poly. (Aside.) The little imp has overheard us. 

Mouy. A’n’t you ashamed or yourself, Mr. Igno- 
ramus f You preach one thing and practise another. 
Yon would turn away a couple of poor servants 
because they love one another honestly, whilst you 
have a pretty dear concealed in your apartment. 
But master is come home now, and be shall know*| 
of this. (Coils.) Master, master! Mr. Eustace! 

Poly. Molly, Molly, ’tis all a mistake : listen to 
me — 

Molly. No ; yon had no pity for me just now ; so 
as you said, ygg slj^l find me as flexible as the 
worst Pintos. Alasler ! 

Poly, I supplicate — I implore — you shall stay, 
Molly, you shall stay. 

Molly. I stay in a bouse where there ar^ such 
doings ! No, no. But I'll have my revenge on you 
before I go, I will. Master! Mr. Charles! all the 
house ! *come all of yon ! 

Poly, (Ande.) He comes ! I am rained; and poor 
Charles — 

Enter Eustace. 

Eustace, Why, what is all this noise about? And 
yon, Mr. Polyglot, didn’t you hear the supper bell 1 
The £sh is getting cold, and — 

y. He doesn’t care about your fish, master ; 


Molly. 

he has fish of bis own to fry, the wicked old sinner. 

Eustace. What does the girl mean? 

Molly. I mean, master, that if one serpent, as he 
calls me, is to be sent out of your house, (o let you 
know that yon have another remaining in it. 

Poly, Molly, rily dear — 

Madly, Don’t whisper me ; I’m not to be come 
over with soft Vords, that I ogn tell you. Here's 
Mr. Tutorer, sir, who would turn away a poor lass 
for having an honest lover cf her own, has got a — 
1 don’t know what, locked up in bis room. 

Eusittce. Why. how dare you accuse — 

Molly. It is true enough, sir ; and if it be not a 
woman, may I never bd married! and I would not 
swear such a dreadrul oath to a fib. 

Emstace, A woman ! ^ 

Poljjf, (Amde.) I don’t know whether I am 
standing on my head or my heels. 

Eustace, Is this true, sir ? 

Poly, I — yon can’t believe — yon would not sus- 
pect — 

Molly, There’s no need to suspect, master, for 
it is true. 'Tis his little dear, for I beard him call 
her so. 

Eustace. The girl’s earnestness convinces me 
there is sdme truth in this. Yonr consternation 
now — your confusion at my sadden arrival — 

Poly. Of oonrse^my— my indignation at such a. 
diarge ; my^ 


Eustace. In a word, sir, who have yoo ooii|4ilad 
there? 

Poly. I have no one concealed. I — I was talking 
to Robin, who is there arraying the— the furni- 
tnib— I scarcely knosv what I^say. (Aside.) 

Molly. Robin there, is he? • 

Pofy. Leave the room, girl! Is my word to be 
doubted? 

« Molly. No, sir. QCatts.) Robin, Robin ! 

Enter RoBlN,/rofn the garden, 

PoUh. Did you call me? 

Eustace, How is ? 

Poly. (Aside.) Ruined and undone! (Charles is 
seen to cross the garden.) 

Eustace, What have you to say to this, sir? 

Poly, (Makes signs (o Robin.) He went out the 
other way, I suppose. 

MoUy. There is no other way out but the win- 
dow. 

Poly. The window is low, and that’s ^he way he 
got out; and now there is no one else there. (A 
noise as of breaking glass is heard in the roum. ) 

Molly. Dear me ! Then the windows ar^reak- 
ing one another. 

Poly. I shall faint. (Aside.) Pr^, leave me just 
ow, sir. I feel particularly nnWill. I’ll enplain 


this tS your satisfaction to-morn^. 

Eustace. I’ll not be trifled with : give me the 

. Unluckily it is inside, and the door is 
fastened. 

^fstace. No matter ; I’ll force it open. 

Molly. Stgp, master ; I have a key. ( Gives three 
taps with her hand. ) * 

Poly. (Sinks into a chair.) The little vixen will 
be the death of me. ^ 

* Enter from the room, Charles; he closes the door 
^ hastily after him, 

Eustace. What, diaries ! 

Poly. (Aside.)^ovi came he there ^ 

Eustace. What were you doing there? and why 
did not you come out at once ? , 

Charles. The fact is, sir, I have been so unfor- 
tunate as to displease my tutor. He has kindljT 

E remised to conceal my uflence from yoo, till he can 
ope to obtain your pardon for it. I beard your 
voice in anger, and dreading the eifeots of an abrupt 
disclosure, I — 

Eustace. (To Poly.) So, that was it, after all? 
Poly. Yes — after all. 

Eustace. And what is his offence? a serious one» 
no doubt, to require so much mystery. 

Charles. (To Poly.) Remember your oath. 

Poly. For the present I must conceal it. I am 
bound by an — by a promise. ^ 

Eustace, W^etl! ^d bow dar&you, you little 
hussey, tell me such a rliodomontime? (To Molly.) 

Molly, (Confused.) Why, master, I only told you 
what I thought. — I’ll not give it up yet. (Aside.) 

Eustace. Come, Mr. Polyglot, to supper.' 

'*Poly, I have no appetite, thank you; and am 
rather unwell. 

Molly. (Aside, ) Guilty conscience. * 

Eustace, ^oa look ill. Robin Ihall bring you 
something into your own room. 

CkarHes. (Aside.) And my wife there! 

Eustace. Come with me, Charles. Good night, 
Mr. Polydot: pardon my suspicion, ray worthy 
friend.— <ToJlfo//^.) Do yon go to bed, and let me 
hear no more of that chatleringlittle tongu^of yours 
to-night. Robin, go lock the outer doors, bring me 
the keys, and then take some supper to Mr. Poly- 
glot. [for her. 

Charles. (Aside.) Then there- will be no escape 
Eustace. Come, Charles, come. 

Charles. (To Poly.) Remember your promise, 

IS. 
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Mdhf. Be*§ Jag»ling the old gentlemui. I’ll Uy 
mj life on*t : bat r U not sleep till I ha^e found it 
oat. [Exeunt aU but Polyglot, 

Pohf, Is this a dream? Let me oolleot my scat- 
tered senaes. Surely, it oannot be ! Married! Mr 
pu^il, who had never, as 1 thought, even so nvioh 
as — Oh, lord! absolotelv marned! and I, Igna- 
tius Polyglot, who have led thg ^fe of a hermit, to 
be suspected! I must not think^: I’ll retire to rest; 
heaven knows I have need of it. {Apmoaehea the 
door, and hastily retires,') Bless ns and save ns ! I 
forgot, she is there. And how am I to get hePawajf ? 
Hark ! they are looking the outer gate. There is 
now no hope. 

Harriet opens the door gently, and enters. 

Harriet, At length, yon are alone. Tell me what 
is now to be done! Counsel me — advise me. 

Poly, Yes; I — ^how shall I advise you? Advise 
me what I had best — at any rate, you must not re- 
main here* 

Harriet, 'Where would you have me gol 

Pol^JWherever you please, my good young lady. 
But, ifalLs night, you know. These are my apart- 
ments ; and, kfber the suspicions that have been ex- 
cited against mek I — ^vet, how call I get you away? 
They have closed the doors, and — But what ailf youl 

Harriet, Reach \ne a chair. My agitation for the 
last hour has so — I am fainting. 

Poly, Don’t think of such a thing. I know not 
bow to help you : ’tis not at all in my way. [He 
leads her to a chair : herhonnet falls off,) This was 
wanting to complete the pleasures of the evering. 
My dear lady— Miss — my kind raadafi* (tape *her 
iS&nif)— If any one should come— She recovers. Be 
eomposed. It occurs to me that I have a key of 
the uttle wicket that leads from the garden to the 
meadow ; that way we may reach the village. 

Harriet, Conduct me where you will ; but 1 must 
take my dear Frederick witl^e. ^ 

Pofy. Frederick ! what’s Frederick? 

Harriet, «.Our darling boy. ' 

Pohf, (Stammering,) And have you a darling 
boy?* 

Harriet, He is in the room I bave occupied at 
Ihe end of the garden. 

Poly. Oh ! Charles, Charles ! In love — married 
—a little boy ! Have I anything more to learn ? 
tell me at once. — So, then, I have been tutor to a 
father of a family ! 

Harriet, I can easily bring him away. [CMng,) 

Holy, No ; you might be observed. There is but 
one thing to be done — I foresee my fate — Since I 
must be the scapegoat. I’ll fetch him for yon. 

Harriet, My kind friend! 

Poly, I’ll not be gone an instant, ^oiee of foot- 
si^.) Ha! here comes Robin. Quick — retire. 
[She goes toward* *he room,)^o, not there. He’ll 
want to go into that room with my sapper. There, 
there. (He forces her into the room on the opposite 
llde~~a^ lock h^d,) 

Enter Robin and MoLLY. ' 

Jftohih. { have brought your supper, sir. 

Poly. Leave dt, leave it. And you, Mrs. Molly, 
what do you want here? (Robin takee the tray into 
the room.) 

^ Molly, (Slyly,) I came to ask whether 1 should 
oipr away the broken glass yonder. Why, now, 
if there isn’t some conjuration there! You told 
Master Eustace the key was inside the door, and 
see if it DAsn’t opened of itselfr— Then I was right 
after all. (Aeide,) 

Polu, Ahem ! you may iro — ^yon may go. 

MaUy, I hope, sir, you’ll forgive my suspicions. 
[Sees the bonnet,) Oh, ho! 

Poly, Begone, 1 say ! and, in future, beware how 
you accuse an innocent person. 

AfolCy. Yes, sir, if you please; and I repentj 


the more, seeing, as I do, the prooft of your inno- 
mence before me. • 

^ Pofy, Light my lanthom. [To Robin, who re* 
films. I am going to walk. 

Robot, At this time, sir ; and in Such weather ? 
Why, it is pouring of rain. 

Pofy. No matter: 1 — I have a head-ache, and 
want air. Begone, both of you ; and woe be to you 
if I find either of you here at my return. [Exeiuif 
Robin and Molfy,] There is not an instant to be 
lost. The poor innocent baby must not become a 
riotim to the old man’s displeasure ; and if he should 
reach the pavilion before me — Into what a labyrinth 
has ntj affection for my pupil led me ! [Ejrif. 

JEnfer Molly, euufiotis/y; Royi^ifjliMng, 

Mbily. Robin, run and tell old Master Eustace 
to come here immediately. 

Robin, Why, what would yon be at now? 

Molly, She’s here ; I’m sure of it. * 

Rohm, Who’s here? 

Molly, Mr. Ignoraipus’s miss. 

Rohm, I’ll not go and tell master any such thing, 
know you bave got into one scrape already 
tills evening by telling a fib. 

*Mollu, But this lime 1 have proof positive. ( Takes 
up the oonnet,) 

Robin, Why, that does look rather queer, to be 
sure. But what does that signify 1 Depend upon it, 
, she’s gone. 

Molly. How can that be? Haven’t I been watch- 
ingoutside? Besides, the gates are locked. 

Robin. Where can she be then ? 

MoUy, There ! I hear her move. Run, quick ; 
fetch master. 

Robin, And yet I don’t like tw>tell upon old 
tntorer, neither. 

Molly, Wouldn’t he have told upon us? But 
we’ll let master see what a sly old fox be has got in 
his bouse. Go, I tell you. (Forces him off,) Now, 
Mr. Pollypot, I’ll teach you something better than 
Greek, I will. Ah ' here comes Mr. Charles. He’ll 
be delighted at this, for the tntorer leads the poor 
lad such a life, that he’ll be glad enough to get quit 
of him, I warrant me. 

Enter CHARLES,/rom the garden, 

Charles, My anxiety is insupportable; and at all 
risks I must — Why, Molly, what do you want 
here? 

Molly, Ob ! sir, I have such n«*ws for you ! You 
are the only one in the bouse who is kind to me, 
and now I’ll prove my gratitude. I’ll soon get the 
totorer tbmed away, and make you your own 
master. •* 

Charles, What do yon meao? 

Molly, I have discovered it at lasC.* She is here 
after all. 

Charles, Is the girl out of her senses? 

Molly, No, no; here’s proof 'here’s ]he crea- 
ture’s bonnet; and I've sent Robih to brmg your 
father here. 

Charles. Sent formy fathv! Unhappy girl, what 
have you done? • 

Molly, Lord ! Mr. Charles, what ails you ? 

Charles, Alas! you know not the mischief you 
bave effected. ’Tis not be who is to blame ; he nas 
interfered but to serve me : the lady, who is here 
concealed, is my wife. 

Molly. (With mingled astonishment and grief,) 
Your wife! 

Charles, This precipitate dis^osure has rendered 
abortive our hopes of obtaining pardon from my 
father. Your muioious curiosity has destroyed the 
happiness of ns all. % 

Molly. (Bursting into tears.) Oh ! Mr. Charles, 
indeed, indeed, if I had but known — ^yon, who are 
9 good, so kind! — But don’t ye grieve, don’t ye, 
ow* I’ll die rather than barm you. I’ll take all 
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the blame apon myself. There may yet be time: 
lil ron and stop Robin. (Going,) » 

Bobin, (JViinout.) This way, sir, this wav. « 
Molly, Oh ! I am, indeed, an nnbappy girl. Bnt, 
Mr. Charlesfdear Mr. Charles, don’t ye oe down- 
cast. Leave it to me. I’ll get yon throngh, thpngh 
1 lose my place, 1 will. (Masiuy unpes her eyee, and 
assumes an air ^ eonqmsure,) 

Enter Eustace, in his dressu^-gomn, preceded by 
Rodin. 

Robin, Yes, sir; Molly says yon may now be 
convinced. 

Eustace, 8o, Yon here, Charles 7 
Charles, Yes, sir; 1 — I heard a i|oise, aid was 
fearful-^ ^ ^ 

Eustace, ITis well ; stay where yod are t the 
spede you are about to witness will serve yon as a 
lesson which may last von yonr life. ( To Robin and 
Molly,) As for yon, it you have called me ont of 
my bed^y anotner sucii a rigmarole as the last — 
Robin, Oh! no, sir, it is all sure enongli this 
time. ( To Molly, who mak^ signs to him,) I Bad 
trouble enough to persuade master, bnt be is come, 
at last, you see. ^ * 

Molly. Well, and what for? 

Robm, What for! Why, to be sure, you knSw 
well enough. The lad y, y ou know. 

. Molly, What lady? What is the simpleton talk- 
ing about? 

jRahin. Why, the lady that is concealed there. « 
Molly. Robin, you have been at the ale-barrel. 
Robin, Oh! the little gipsey! Didn’t yon tell 


Molly, No, it isn’t true. 

Robm, Well, hang me! bnt — And, I suppose, 
you’ll say yoi^idnH send me to bring master. 
Molly, To be sure I will, for it’s false. 

Robin. And that bonnet — 

Molly. (Putting it on.) Is mine. Master, there 
ben’t a true word in all be is telling you. — Can’t you 
hold your tongue? (Aside, andpinching his arm.) 

Robin. Oh! That isn't the way to make me. 
Master, I say again— 

Molly, And I say, master — 

Eustace. Hold yonr tongues both of you. There 
is some mystery here. The evident alarm of that 
girl — Silence ! ( To Molly, who is about to speak. 
Takes a candle, and looks into the^room at tlw left 
hand.) 

Charles, (Aside.) I almost sink with dread. 
Molly, (To Robin.) I’ve a great mind never to 
marry yon for this. 

Eustace. (Returns.) No one there. (Goes to the 
opposite door.) The door is looked. (Gives three 
* 

Harriet, ( Within.') Is that my kind protector? 
Eustace, (Siaggenng away.) Her kind protec- 
tor! ’Tis bnt too true, then !. The old hypocrite! 
thus to deceive me and dishonour my house. The 
monster shall instantly quit it, and for ever. Hush ! 
some on^ approaches ! His he : silence, I command. 
(He extinguishes the lights.) 

Enter Polyglot, joUlnhis dark lanthom; Master 
Frederick is concealed under his dodk. He goes 
directly, but cautiously, to the door, ^ 

Poly, (In an under tone,) Open, open quickly 1 
His 1. I nave secured our precious onarge. Now* 
quick ; let ns away, or we maj be interrupted by 
old Argus. 

Enter Harriet. 

Eustace, You ere right, for old Argus has yon. 
Harriet, Ob, heavens! I’m lost! (Robin lights 
the candles,) « 

EiutacesfNo, madam, yon are found. And yon ! 
Is it thus you repay the confidence 1 have rraosed 
in you? Are you the man 1 have selected as a 
guide, as a monitor to my son? A female concealed 
u yonr apartment! 


Charles, My dear Ikther, I must no longer 
allow- 

Euslace. Peace ! And what is it yon are endea- 
vonring to hide there? 

Pofy. Nothing^; i^mere trifle. 

JSustace. I insist lymn knowing;. (Draws open hu 
cloak and tSscooers Master Fredsnek.) Yon call this 
a trifle, do yon? 

Harriet, (RusmBtg towards him,) MyFrederiolLl 
ftiy child ! 

Eustace, Oh 1 Now what have yon to say for 
yonrsplf? 

Poh, That it is a Frederick — a child, I mean— 
I oonlcBS ; bnt suffer me to explain, and — 

Eustace. Explanation is needless: your mere 
trifle explains itself. And yet I would hope yon are 
not the monster you appear. Answer me one ques- 
tion: is the lady your wife? 

Poly, No, no; yet if yon would only — 

Eustace, The unblnsning sinner! Then, will yon 
marry her? 

Poly, (To Charles.) I have done and suffered 
mnch to serve yon ; I can’t do that, yOU know. 
Eustace, Do you hesitate? ^ ' \ 

Charles, Will yon but listen to me, sir? w 
Eustace, No, { will listen to j>nt cihe thing only. 
(To Poly.) When a man has ooiAmitted an error, 
is it Aot his first duty to do what be oaiv to repair 
it? • 

Poly, Granted*. 

Eustace, To restore her respectability to (he 
woman he has betrayed? 

Poly. Granted. 

Eustace, To protect and bestow his name upon 
his child? • , 

Poly. Granted. — Further concealment is impos- 
sible. ( To Charles, who is about to interrmt nm.) 
But suppose bis family should refuse — ^To Eustace.) 

Eustace. Refuse! In such a case, no honest mem- 
ber of it would refuse to sanction the union ; if he 
did be would share in the guilt of the offender. 
Poly. I am qui^ie of yonr opinion. 

Eustace. Then why hesitate? ^ 

Poly. The lady is already married ; not if yon 
would just have the kindness to repeat to yoar^oa 
all you have said to me— « 

Eustace, My son ! 

Charles. Yes, sir; we throw onrselYes at yonr 
feet, and implore your pardon. This lady is my 
wife. 

Eustace, How! married! without oonsnlting me! 
Leave me, ungrateful boy ! 

Charles, Will not the choice 1 have made pro- 
cure your forgiveness, sir? 

Poly. Let me intercede for them. Remember 
the lecture yon have just delivered to me. Practice 
what yon preach. Besides, yon can’t nnmarrj 
them, you know. « 

Eustace, And wbeml had another scheme in view 
for him ? 

Poly. It is all as it should be. Yon wished him 
to marry — what can it signify ? there be is, withont 
further ado, ready married to yonr hands. 

Rohm. Yon save tbd trouble and expenoe of a 
woddiDffn ^ 

Hornet, you have a daughter wl)p wiff love yon. 
MoUy, And a little grandson ready made, master* 
Eustace. Bnt the example— 

Molfy, 'Tis a good one, muter; and, if yon 
please, Robin and I will follow it. 

Eustace. Well, well ! since it is so — bnt there is 
a little urchin who, I foresee, will, one of these 
days, play ns a similar trick. • 

Poly, Never fear: place him under my care — 
you know me; and I give him twenty years' no- 
tice, that if be too should attempt to elude my vi- 
gilande — Ah me ! as 1 have done for the father, so 
shall I doubtless be induced to do for the son; and 
, I trust to your indnlgeuoe for my rc-appeMunoe in 
ohancter of the Scape-Goat. lEasumt. 
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ACT I.*^SCBNB I . — A Dining Parlour. 
Enter OLD PlOKLE and Miss PiCKLR. 

Old P. Well, well, sister; a little patienoerand 
these holjdajs will soon be Ever; tne boy, then, 
goes back to sobool, and all will ke qoiet. 

Mi$9 P^ Ay, till tbe neat breaking op. No, no, 
brother; unless hafali Sfeverely punished for what 
he hudslrShdy delipBimeDd upon it, this vicions hn- 
ibonr will be oonttm^ into habit, and bis follies in- 
' oresse in Druportion With his years. 

OUlP.^ow, would not any one think, to hear 

r m talk, that my son had aotnally some vice in him. 

own there is something so whimsical in all bis 
tricks, that 1 cannot bat torgire him ; ay, and for 
aurtt I know, love him better into the bargain. 

Aftss P. Yus, trolr, because yoa have never been 
a snfferer by them. Had von been rendered as ridicnl- 
ons as I have been by his tricks, as you call them, 
yoo*d have been the first to complain, and to pnnish. 

^ OUP. Nay, as to that, he has not spared even 
bis father. Is there a day passes that I don’t break 
my shins over sdbe stambliu| block be lays in my 
Ws^irf Why, there Is not a door but is armed with a 
hlsinof water fl# the top, and just left a-jar; so 
that, egi^ ! I can’t walk over my own house, with- 
out running tbe risk of being wet through. • 

MisaP. No wonder the omld is spoiled, since yon 
will snjjMr^end his education yourself. You, indeed! 

OU JP.mster^do not provoke met — 4t any rate, 
I have wit enough to conceal my ignorance : 1 don’t 
pretend to write verses and nonsense, as some folks J 
Miss P. Now, would yon rail at me for the dispo- 
sition 1 was born with? Gan I help it, if the gMs 
have made me poetical 1 as the divine bard says. 

OkfP.^ade you poetical, indeed! ’Sblood! if 
you had Dben born in a street near a college, ay, or 
even the neat door to a*day-schoo], 1 might not 
have been so surprised; but, madam, in tbe middle 
of the Minories, what had you to do with ppetry 
MissP. Provoking ignorance ! [and stnffl 
Old P. Have you not rendered yonrself the sneer 
of all your aoquaintanoe, by your refined poetiod 
interoonrse with Mr. Tag, the author; a fellow that 


strolls about the country, monting and acting in 
every barn be comes to. Was he not once found 
concealed in your closet, to the utter scandal of my 
bouse, and the ruin of your reputation? 

Miss P. If ^ou had tbe smallest spark of taste, 
on would admire tbe elfasionsofMr. Tag’s pen, and 
e enchanted at his admirable acting as much as I am. 
Old P. Do you tell me 1 can’t educate my own 
child, and make a lord chancellor, or an archbishop 
of Canterbury of him, whichever I like ? (As he Is 
about to sit, Youna Pickle, by a string, crates the 
chair from behind him: Old Pickle falls,) 

Miss P. How’s this ! I’ll lay my life, that is ano- 
ther trick of this little mischievous wretch. 

Old P. An ungrateful little rsbcal, to serve me 
such a trick, just as I bad made an archbishop of 
him. I’ll ipmediately correct him. Here, Thomas I 
(Ooiug, he meets Servants with dinner.) But, odso, 
here’s dinner. Well, I’ll defer my Severity, till that 
be over. ( They sit.) But, if I don’t make him re- 
member this trick one while, say nf^ name is npt 
Pickle. Sister, this is* the flrst pheasant we have had 
this season. It looks well : shall f help you? They 
say anger makes a man dry ; but, mine has made 
roe hungry. Come, here’s a wing and some of the 
breast for von. — [Bitter Susan, in haste.] 

Susan, Oh dear, sir — oh dear, madam f my young 
master — the parrot, ma’am — Oh*dear 1 
OldH. Parrot, and your young master! What 
the deudb does the girl mean 7 
Miss P. Mean ! v^y, as sure as I live, that vile 
boy has been hurting my poor bird. 

Susan, Hnrting, ma’am ! no, indeed, ma’am. I’ll 
tell YOU the whole truth. I was not to blame ; in- 
deed, I wasn’t, ma’^ : besides, I am morally cer- 
tain ’twas tbe strange cat that lulled it this morning. 

Miss P, How ! killed it, say you? But, go oh ; 
let us hear the whole. * 

Susan. Why, ma’am, the trnth is, I dU but step 
out of the kitchen for a moment, when in comes my 
young master, whips away the pheasant thaf^ was 
roasting for dinner, and claps down your ladyship’s 
parrot, pioked and trnssed, in its place. 
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OUP. Hit pMiO«:l-*Ul44*vil( 

Atfo*. 1 iMttfaWf MM hutia; mi, mmI aavar 
tbooffbt 1 wfia tmating tna g^rat. | 

Mu»P. 1 nj awaat. my baMitifol foung bird! 

I bgd jMtt taubt It to talk, too. 

(mP, Yoa taqgbt it to talk I it tandht jou to 
talk, voo inaan: I om ium, at waa old aooagb; 
*twaa natohad in the hard froat. 

Mi$8P. yteU, bnathar, what aaoaae aowl Bat 
ran, Suaao, — and, do joo heart taka John, and — 
SnUr John, laa^ and hit face hcmdup, 

Ob ! John, bara'a a piece of bnaineaa ! 

John, Ay, na’am, aara enow — what, jou haya 
heard, I aee — the poor thing will never recover. 

Mitt P. What, John, U it a mialaka of Snaihi’a— 
ia it atill aJii|^a t_B nt, where, where ia it, John? 

John. Sim i^tablea ; and it were ^aonod — a 
■pdl bar a hot inaab — wouldn’t touch it— Saiorip- 
pled, will never have leg to pot to ground again. 

Oid P. No ; ril awear to that ; tor here’a one of 
them, ^oldt npale§tm a^k,) 

Mitt P. What doea the fool mean? what, what, 
what ia in the itabla? what jon talking ofT * 

nSktl toith Summ. ^ 
John, Maater’afavourUa mare, l>aiBjr, poor thfhgP 
Old P, What — ^how — anything the matter wita 
Daiav? 1 wonld not part with her for— * 

/eon. Ay, air, qule done np ; won’t fetch ive 
poonda at the next fair. 

OUP. Whj, what can it be— what the devil aila 
John. Why, air, the long and the short of thc^ 
whole affair ia aa how — He’s cot me, too, all across 
the face ; mercy I did not lose my eves. 

Old P. {Aside.) This cursed fellow will drive 
me mad ! — The mare, you sooundrel» the mare! 

/ohn. Yes, sir, the mare. Then, too, mv shins — 
Master Salve, tba sufgeon, says I must’noint ’em — 
Old P. Plaeue on yonr shins ! You dog, what is 
the matter with the mare? 

/ohn. Why, sir, as I was coming home this morn- 
ing, over Black Down, what does I see but young 
master tearing over the turf, upon Daisy, tnougfa 
your honour had forbidden him to ride her; so I 
cells to him to stop; but what does be do, but 
smacks his whip in my face ; but, what’s worse, 
when I rated him about it, he snatches up Tom 
Carter’s long whip, and lays me so over the legs ; 
and, before I could catch bold of him, he slips out 
of the stable, and was off like a shot. 

Old P. Well, if I forgive him this — no. I’ll send 
him ibis moment back to school — Zounds! I’ll send 
him to sea,-^i{e-efi/er Miss Pickle.] 
ifus P. Well, brother, yonder comes yonr pre- 
dona child; he’s nlottering all the way up stairs to 
himself ; some fresh mischief, 1 anppose.' 

Old P. Ay, he^ be comes. Stand back. Let os 
watch him ; though I can never contain my passion 
long. (Tkevfvtars.)-* — Enier Little Pickle. 

LUlle P. Well, so Imr all goea on rarely. Dinner 
most be nearly ready. Old Poll will taste well, I 
daMsay. Pamtena bread sauee! Ha, ha! They 
soppooe Uiey are going to have a nice young phea- 
sant; an bldparrotia a greater rarity, I’m aure. I 
eaa’t help tbnking how devilish tongh the dram- 
atieka will be. A firojpili’eoe of work annt will make 
when it’s found ont. Ecod ! for anght I know, that 
m» be better fon than the other: no donh^,Sakey 
win tell, and John too, about the horse. A tparoel of ] 
aneaking^ fellows, always tell, tell. 1 only wish I { 
ooold oatob them at sobool once, I’d pay tnem well | 
for it, Fd be bound. Oh, oh ! here they are ; and as i 
1 Uve, my father and aoat. It’s all out, I see. To be | 
earn, I’m not got intp a fine soBlpe, now I I almost ; 
wish I were aafe at fobool aniow—Oh 1 sir, how do | 
yon do, sir? f was just coming to— 
OiffP.Come,norooliDgnow. How dare yoa look 
mo in the face after the miaohiefyou have done? 
Zst'Is P. What, what have I emie? 

Old P. You know the vflioo I set upon that mare 
yoa have apoued finr ever. 


UtdkP- B«L sir, boar mot Mood.I waitalio 
mOfOh to blamo, air; not so very mnoh. 

Mitt P, Do net agmvate yonr faolts by pvetond- 
ing to excnae tliem. Your father is too kind to yon. 

%iult P. Dear sir, I own I was niifortonate. 1 
had heard you often eftmplain, how wild Utile Daisy 
wal — indelto, sir, I never saw you ride her, bdl 
trembled lest some accident^ai^t befal yon. 

Old P. Well, anfiawbat ia all this to tlic parpoao? 
*mUt P. And BO/sir, I resolved, sooner than yoa 
sboold aoffer, to venture my own neck, and so try 
to tame her for yon ; so, I waa no sooner mounted 
than off she set. I eonld not help that you know, 
air; and so this misfortune b^pened— but, air — 

OU P. Could I be aure this waa yoar motive— 
and ’tie porely love and regard for yoor old father 
makes yon thus tease and torment him, perhaps I 
might be inclined to — [jRiade him beat me so. 

Jokst. Yea, sir; bnt, ’tie nolpve and regard tome, 
LUtU P. John, yun know yon were to blaaM.— 
Sir, indeed the truth ia, John was aooldiagme for It; 
and when I told him aa I have told yous»wby I did 
it, and that it was to binder you from being uort, he 
said that it was no bnsiness of mine, slid thet if 
yoer eeok were broken, it were no gi>^ n^tor. 
4UdP, No great matter to loutomvnnok brokenl 
Lillis P. No, Ar, so he saif gJ was vexed In 
hear kim apeak ao of yoa ; and I believy 1 dUght 
take np the whip, and give ham went or two on the 
legs : It oonld nob hart him mneb. 

O/dP. Well. I believelmustforgive yon, andoo 
shall John, too. But, I had forgotten poor Poll. 
Whet did you roast the parrot for, yon yenng dog? 

IMtleP. Why, air, 1 knew yoe and my annt were 
bofli so fondrof it, I Ibonght yon would like to see 
it well dressed. ( Old Puddt knight.) 

Little P. Bnt, dear aunt, 1 know yon most he 
aog^ with me, and yon tbink with reason. 

Mitt P. Don’t speak to roe ; I’m not so weak aa 
your father, whatever you may fancy. 

LUHe P. Indeed, apnt, yon must bear me. Hadn’t 
I loved you aa I do. 1 should oot have thus offended 
yon, but it was my regard for yoor oharaoter. 

/ohn, Gbaraoter' [Old P, kkkt him of, 

LUtle P. My dear aunt, I uwnya beard tha^M 
ladies keep parrots or lap-dogs tBl they oan’t kaew, 
lovers ; and when at sobol, 1 told the bsya yoa bna 
a parrot, they all said you must be a nonak M 
Mitt P. Impudent young wrotebea ! [maid. 
Little P. Yea, aunt ; and, so I resolved yon should 
no longer be thonght ao ; for I think von uro too 
young and too handsome for an old maid. 

OU P. Come, aister, you must forgive him ; no 
female heart can withstand that. 

Mite P. Brother, you koow I enn forgive whore 
I aee occasion ; hot, though those fknlta be tfaua 
excused, how will you answer to s ohurge of soau* 
dal and ill-nature ? [can aocaao mo of thaiU 

ItUlt P. Ill-nutoro madam I I’#ti aure, n ob o dy 
dfiss P. How will yon juatifjr the repovt yoa 
spread, of my boiog looked up immy oloauiwilli 
Mr. Tog, tbeuntliorl Can yoadetond ao vUe an nfo 
tqmpt to injure niy reputation? 

OU P. What, that, ff aoppoao, was flrom yoor 
care of her oharaoter^; and ao to binder yoor aunt 
from being on old mmd, yon looke^ berup in her 
closet with this author, as beia oallod. 

« LUlltP, Indeed, dear madam, I boaaeob yon, 
’twna no anoh thing ; all I said waa, yon weioaniiM- 
ing yonraalf in yoor rioaot with a favonrito rnthor. 

Mitt P. I aranse myself in my oloaet with e fo*- 
vonrite anthor I Worse eod worse ! 

OU P. Sister, have petienoe — hear— • 

Mitt P. I am ashamed to aee yon eopport yoor 
boy in euoh inaolenoe. I, indeed, who era^ aoropul- 
oaa to a foalt! But, no longer vrill I remain anajeot 
to such irapartinonce. 1 quit yoor house, sir, and 
yoa shall quit all elaam to my fortune : this moment 
will I mItM my wiU, and leave my money to o 
atqwgor, eooner then to yonr family. [MmL 




TBB SPOILED (»ILD. 




< OJtfP. liMTelicrmomT toAitraagerl Ohl the 
tbiee per cent, oonsoli ! oh! the India Btook!-^Go, 
child, throw youraelf at yonr aant'a feet — aaj any- 
thiDj^ to pleaae her. Oh! those oonsola— 
lat/le P. Shall I say she ipay die as soon asehe 
please, bat she mostn't ^ive her moner to a Btranaer ^ 
WdP, Ay, ay; there’s a good boy! say any* 
thing to please her. Say she may die as soon as she 
please, bat she must not leslhd her money to a 
stranger. [JSxtt LittU Pickle*'\ Snre, never man whs 
so tormented. Well, I thought when my poor wife 
died, I stood some chance of being a happy man; 
but, I know not bow it is, I could bear the vexation 
of my wife’s bad temper better than this woman’s. 
All my married friends were as miserable as my- 
self ; but now — Faith, here she comes, and in a fine 
humour, no doubt. 

Enter Miss Pickle. 

Mias P. Brother, I have given directions for my 
immediate departure, and am now came to tell you 
I will persist in my design, unless yon this moment 
adopt the scheme I proposed yesterday for my ne- 
phew’s amendment. 

Old'^ Why, my dear sister, you know there is 
nothing wopld not do to satisfy you ; but, to aban- 
don my only'jcbilt^to pretend that he is not mine — 
to receive a begg^ar brat into my arms — impossible! 
Miss^. Very well, sir; then I am gone. {Qoing.) 
Old P. But, sister, stop ! Was ever mnn so used ? 
How long is this scheme of youri. to last? how long 
am 1 to be deprived of him f 
JIf IAS P. How long I why, until he be brought 
duly to reflect upon his had behaviour; which no- 
thing will induce him to do, so soon as thinkin^him- 
self the ohild.of poor parents. 1 yesterday spoke 
to Margaret, his old nurse, and sue fully conipre- 
henda the wholp aflfair. 

^ OldP. Why, to be sure, as you say, ’twill reform 
him ; and, as we shall have our eyes upon him all 
the while, and Margaret, his own nurse— 

Mus P. You may be sur^she will take dkre of 
him. Well, since this is settled, the sooner ’tis done 
the better* Thomas ! — [fnler'*' Thom as.]— Send 
your young master, [ Exit Thomas. 

pidP, f seey^n are Anally resolved, and no other 
.pay will content you. I must comply. 

iiiasP. Brother, you are so blinded by your fool- 
kb fondness, that you cease to perceive what is for 
his beneflt ; ’tis happy for you there is a person to 
direct you. 

Enter Little Pickle. 

IdttU P. Did yoa send for me, aunt? 

OldP, Child, come hither. 1 have a great secret 
disclose to you, at which you will be much sur- 
yXaf/ie P. A secret, sir ! [prised. 

/ MUeP, Yes ! and one that requires your utmost 
dourage to bear: you are no longer to consider that 
y^rson as yoar father ; he is not so. Margaret, who 
y nursed you, haa confessed, (iid the thing is sufAci- 
/ ently proved, that yoa are not bis son, but hers : 
’ aba exchanged you, when an infant, for my real ne- 
phew ; and her conscience has, at last, uompelled 
her to make the discovery. 

Little P. I another peman’s child 1' Ah! you are 
only joking with me now, to see whether 1 love 
you ornof ; b^, indeed, I am yours; mv heart tells 
me I am only — only yours. 

Old P. I’m afraid you deceive yourself. There 
can be no doubt of the truth of Margaret’s account ; 
' but, still assure yourself of our protection ; but, no 
longer can you remain in this house. 1 most not do 
an injury to my own child ; you belong to others, 
to thein%ou must now go. 

Little P, Yet, sir, fqr an instant hear me— pity 
me. Ah ! too sure I know I am not your obila, or 
would that distress which now draws tears of pity 
from a stranger, fail to move nature in you? * 

Miu P, Comfort yourself ; we must ever consider 
yen with eon^aion. Blat» now yon roost begone ; 
Margaret is watCiog without to teeeive yon. 


AIIL— Littlc DlCKtt. 

ttaotfr thsa. Vm doeaViUsMid mvotm to pisvot 
To oult each olqaet ofay infant hare i 
Torn from an houeur’d pareufa trader lorn. 

And driven thn keenat etorae of fato to bonr. 

Ah! hat forfive mp, pitioil lot aa part. ^ 

Yonr frewna, too eure, would broM aj Unking hsnri. 
Whera^r I go, whate*lBr mr lowly aUla, 

Yi t graterui maa’iy atiu aball linger heroi 
And, perhnpa, when auaing o’er ay cmel late, 

Yob etill niMV gieet me with a tender tear. 

Ah 1 then forgive me, p:tied ler me part. 

Your fruwni, too wave, would break ay linking hanrt. 

[Bxsimr. 

ACT II.— Scene I.— A Parlour, 
lister Miss Pickle and Margery. 

Mar, And so, as T was telling your ladyship, poor 
littlednaster does so take it to heart, and ao weep 
and wail, it almoat makes me cry tp. litotehim. 

Miss P^ Well, well ; since be oegiiis already to 
repent, his punishment shall be but short. Have 
you brought your boy with yon? 

Mmr, Ay, have I. Poor Tommy, be came from 
aboard a ship but now, and is so grown awd altered 
— sure enough, be believes every word 1 have told 
biln, as your honour grdered me, and I warrant, ia 
so sheepish and shamefaced — But, here comes my 
^teniftter, be has beard it all alreaiW. — [Enter Old 
Pickle.] — But, my lady, Hhall I fetch my poor 
'Himmy to you ? he’s waiting without. 

OldP, What, that ill-looking young rascal in the 
hall ? he with the jacket and trowsers ? [him. 

Mar, Ay, your honour. What, you have seen 

OldP. Seen him! ay, and felt him, too. The 
booby met me bolt at the corner, run his curaed, ca- 
rotty poll full in my face, and has loosened half the 
teeth in my head, 1 believe. 

Mar. Poor lad ! he’s a sailor, and but awkward 
as yet, and so shy, I warrant— But, will your ho- 
nour be kind to him 7 « [Aether, am not 17 

Old P. Kind to him ! Why, I aiii to pass for bis 

Mar, Ay, I wish your hononr had been poor 
Tommy’s fatber; but no such luck forme, as Isay 
to my husband. 

Old P, Indeed ! Your husband must be very 
much obliged to you, and ao am I. 

JIf ar. But do, your honour, see my poor Tommy 
once dressed in his Ane clothes. 

Old P. D — e, I don’t half like that Tommy. 

Miss P. Yea, yes, you shall. Now go and fetch 
him here to ua; 1 should like much to see him. 

Mar. Do you now, madam, speak kindly to him; 
for, |>oor boy, he’s quite dashed. [JS'xir. 

OldP. Yes, and he has dashed some of my teotJi 
out, pla^e on him! 

Mtss P. Now, Mr. Pickle, I insist upon yoor Gb« 
serving a proper decorum and 'behaviour towards 
this poor lad : observe the condescension of my de- 
portment. Methinks, I feel a str|oge inolination al- 
ready in bis favoor; perhaps, I may advance him, 
by-aiid-by, to be my page : aball I, Jbrolher ? — Oh I 
here he comes ; and, I declare, as prepussessiog a 
countenance as ever 1 beheld. — [Entet Maroerv, 
and Little Pickle as a sailor hey."] — Come 
child. Was there ever such an engaging Ar? 

Mar, Go, Tommy ; do as you are bid, there’a a 
good boy. ’Thank hia honour (or bis goodness to yon. 

IMtle P, Be you the oldTrellow tnat'a just cone 
to be my fatber? 

Old^, {Aside.) Old fellow ! he’s devilish dashed, 
to be sare. — Yes, 1 am the old fellow, as yoa oall 
it. Will you be a good boy ? 

IMtle P. Ay, but what will you give me ? must 
1 be good for nothing? 

OldP, {Mimicking.) Good for nothing! nay, 
Chat I’ll swear you are already^ Well, and now do 
you like a sailor’s life? *' 

AIR— Little Pickle,, 

I sn s brisk and ipriihtlr lad, 

Rot jnat come lione from sea, lirP 
or all the lives I aver led, 

A tailor’s life for mr, sir. V 

Whilst An boMto^ia pii»eaall kaods. 

With e yco, yae, yto, sir. 



V 




TB« wfoasum cnu». 


-u 


WlMt gift b«t loVM dM VMRV «» r 
wa tha-acaan roam, gfri 
la every ^liaa wa flad a parti 
la aravy port a b«mc» air. I 

Yeoi yeof yeo, kc. 

' Our foea aubduVIt oaca aiora oa abarOi 
H’b apead ouraathalth glaai airi 
Aad whaa all'k goBa* wa drowa our carat 
Aad oat agaia to aaot air. • 

YaO|yaO|ycotkb 
Aad wbaa 011% gooey again to aoat 
With a yeo, yeo, yooy air. * 

Old P. Soy this ia tbe way I am to be entertained 
in fntare.witb foreoaatle jokea and tarpaalin aonKs. 

JfuaP. Brothery do not apeak ao barably to tb^ 
poor lad ; be'a among atrangera. and wants encou- 
ragement. (Jome to me, my pretty boyy 1*11 be 
your friend. > 

LitiU Friend! Ob! what, you’re my grand- 
mother. rAlief^nnst not I call her graimy ? 

OliP. Whaty he wanta encouragement, sister! 
YiSy poor soul, lie's among strangers! He’s found 
out one relation, bowevery sister. — (Aside,) This 
boy's asawance diverts me. 1 like him. 

jLittle P. Granny’s mbrtish cross and frumpish. 
La! father, what makes your mother, .there, look 
soj^agu^ foul-weathered ( 


^ ^ auHM, she resists^ and Little P. detains he\) 

Old P. Oh! nothing at all, my dear; she's the Mar. We’ll never part. Oh! cruel, cruel fate. 


best humoured person in the world. Go, throw 
yourself at her feet, and ask her for her blessing; 
perhaps, she may give you something. 

'Little P. A blessing ! 1 sha’n’t be much richer 
for that, neither. Perhaps, she may give me half a 
crown. I’ll throw myself at her feet, and ask her* 
for a guinea. {Kneels.) Dear granny, give me yonr 
picture'! (Catches hold of it,) • 

MissP, Stand oft*, wretch! Ami to be robbed 
as well as insulted? 

Mar. Fie! ch^Ld, learn to behave yourself better. 
^ittle P. Behave invself ! learn yon to behave 
yourself. I should not have thought of you, indeed. 
Get you gone. What do you do here? 

[Beats Margery out, and ent. 

Old P. Well, sister, this plan of yours succeeds, 
I hope, to your satisfaction, lie'll make a pretty 
page, sister. What an engaging air he has, sister ! — 
(Aside.) This is some revenge for her treatment of 
my poor boy. 

Jiiss P. 1 perceive this to be all a contrivance, 
and the boy is taught to insult me thus. You may 
repent of this unparalleled treatment of unpro- 
tected innocence. I 

Old P. W hat, she means her lover, the player- 
man, I suppose; but. I’ll watch her and her con- 
sols; and if 1 catch him again in my house, it shall 
be bis last appearance this season, I can tell him 
that ; and the next part he plays shall be Captain 
Maobeath in the prison scene, egad ! [Kxit, 

Jle-eulir Little Pickle. 

Little P, There they go! ha, ha, ha! my scheme 
bu^oneonrare^; ratberbetter.thantlicirs,! think. 
Cllessingon the^old nurse for consenting to it. I'll 
teach ’em to turn people out or doors. Let me see : 
what trick, shall I. play ’em now ? Suppose I set tbe 
house on fire— no, no; 'tis soon for that, as yet; 
tha^will do very well by-and-by. Let me consider : 
I wish I could see (Aster; I'll discover myself 
to her, and then we might contrive something toge- 
ther nicely. That staircase leads to her rooip : I’ll 
trv and call her. (Goes to the door, and uslens.) 
There's nobody in the way. Hist! Maria! 8he 
bears me ; she’s coming this way. (Hides himseff,) 
" Enter Maria. 

Mar, Sure, jomebody called me. No ; there’s 
nobody here. Heighp! I’ve almost cried myself 
blind about my poor iSrother; for so 1 shall always 
call him, ay, anci love him, too. ( Going.) 

IMtU Pi (JFdmnitig forward,) Maria! sister! stop 
an instant. ^ 

Msa^ My brother Charles— impossible ! 

lAttleP, Tis e’en so ; aud, ^ito, *twas all a trick 
about the nurse aud childt I coax^ the old woman 


to confess the wbda to mo^yoa nan’t oontriv# la 
kill yourself for the loss of me, can yon 1 that would 
have a fine effect. Is there nothing I can think oft 
Suppose you pretend to fall in love with me, and wo 
rnn.away together. 

^ Mar, That will do ddmirably. Depend upon mj 
pla/ing my part with -a good will ; for I owe soAe 
revenTC for their treatment bf yon ; besides, yon 
know I can refuse ^nu nothing. 

• Enter OLD PlCKLE, behind. 

Little P. Thank you a thousand times, my dear- 
est Ha^ia. Thus, then, we’ll contrive it., (Seeing 
Old P.' coming behind, they pretend to whiter . ) 

Old P. What! bow’s tills'! “Dear Maria, and 
I’ll refuse yon nothing!” Death and the devil! my 
daughter has fallen in love with that scoundrel and 
his yeo, yeo ! (They embrace.) She, too, embraces 
him ! (Comes forward,) Mighty well, young madam, 
mighty well ! But, come, you shall be locked 
up iminediataly ; and yon, yon young rascal, be 
whipped out of the house. 

Little P, Yon will not be so hard-hearted, sure. 
We will not part. Here is my anchor fixed ; here 
am I moored for ever. ( Old P, endeavours to take 


-• part, ,, 

Old P. He’s iniboted her witli^ tps usuranoe al- 
rea<^.^ What, do you own you love him?^^ ^ 

Mar. Love him, sir! I adore Urn; and,'in q^ite 
of your utmost opposition, ever, ever shall. 

OtdP, Oh! ruined, undone! What a wretched 
old man, I am! — But, Maria, child, — 

Mar, Think not to dissuade me, sir! No, sir; 
my B^eotiona are fixed never to be recalled. 

OldP. Ob^ear! what shall 1 do? what will be- 
come of me? Oh ! a plague on my plots ! I’ve losf 
my daughter; and, for aught I know, my son, too. 
Why, child, he’s not worth a sixpence , 

3far. My soul abhors so low a thought ! I despise 
wealth ; know, sir, I cherish nobler sentiments. 

**Tlie taneront youth ahull ov^, I lo?u bin for hinaclf uloae." 

OldP, What, poeCty, too! nay, then, ’tie time 
to prevent further lihischief. Go to your^ropm. A 
good key shall assure your safely ; and this young 
rascal shall go back to sea, and bis yeo, yeo, yeo« 
if he will. 

Mar, I obey your harsh commands, sir, and am ' 
gone; but, alasT 1 leave my heart behind. [Pmf. 

0/d P. Now, sir, for you: don’t look so audacious, 
sirrah ! don’t faiicy you belong to me ; I disclaim you. 

Little P. But that is too late now, old gentleman; 
yon have publicly said 1 was your son, and I'll make 
you stand to it, sir. 

Old P. Tbe devil! here’s an affair! John, Tho- 
mas, William ! — [Enter Servants.] — Take that fel- 
low, and turn him out of duois immediately ! 
Servants, Fellow 1 Who, sir? 

Old P. W ho ! why, zounds ! him th^ re. Don’t you 
see himl n 

John. What, my new young master? No, sir; I’ve 
turned out one already. I’ll turn out no more. 

Old P. He’s not your young master ; he’s no son 
of mine. Away with biin, 1 say ! 

Susan. No, sir; we kiaow our young master too 
well for all that: why, he's as like your honour as 
one pea is like anothef. ^ 

John, Ay, heaven bless him! and i^ay he shortly 
sueneed your honour in your estate and fortune ! 

OldP. Rogues! villains! I am abused, robbed! 
(Turns them out.) There’s a conspiracy against 
me, and this little pirate is at tbe head of the pang. 
[Enfsr a Servant with a letter, and exit.] — (idso ! 
but here’s a letter from my poor boy, I see^tf his is 
a comfort, indeed. Well, I’jl sencl for him home, 
now, without delay. — (Reads.) ** Honoured sir, I 
heartily repent ofhavir^ sofac abused your goodness 
whilst 1 was bkfmAMjmmjHmnroteetion; but, as I 
fear no psnitsmRMM^^TSs^re im to your fmfour. 







